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Introduction

Quest for the Cursed Temple was something of an experiment. I’d mostly abandoned doing longer form choose your own adventures due to time constraints, but I realized that doing an encounter at a time would be doable.

Of course, this was hard to do on its own, and often not financially worth it. But with Patreon, I realized I could do something of a serial novel, releasing encounters over time for the readers, and in the end, coming out with a fair sized book.

Of course, there were tradeoffs to doing it this way, mainly forcing a fairly linear storyline where a book like this can normally branch out in a number of directions, but I think it has been a big success. This is mainly thanks to all of my amazing patrons who backed me in this project, and who helped make it possible, and a very special thanks to @MothMaid who did all the artwork you see here, and @StorBaka for the spectacular cover. I hope you all enjoy this book, and await my next Patreon adventure to be later published here as well, Manor of the Succubi!


The Adventure Begins

[image: ]

The seagulls shriek and the sun shines down upon the Emerald Shores. At the edge of the jungle sits Port Ramman in all its glory.

Which, admittedly, isn’t much.

To be sure, the governor’s fort is an impressive edifice of brick and cannon, looming on a cliff to watch the bay that shelters the docks. But the rest of the city is more a shanty town than anything else. Much of the clinkered taverns and leaning homes seem to be made of driftwood from the wrecks of ships, and it may be so. For the Emerald Shore is home to treasures and magic unseen throughout the known world, and many a ship has risked the rocks to land. It’s a place where a man can make his fortune, or lose his soul within the dark heart of the looming jungle. Where drumbeats thump and lights flicker and dance at night, tempting the unwary among the vines and fronds, and the things that lurk within.

You stand at the rail of the vessel that brought you here, looking across the town before you, and the jungle beyond. A far cry from the university of Alba, where your studies held you for so long. But no more.

“You sure you want to head down there?” the captain says as his crew run down the gangplank. “It’s not for the weak of heart.”

You laugh. “I didn’t cross the sea not to.”

He shrugs, nods at the bustling wharves. “Well, there’s inns aplenty, so you’ll not be lacking a place to stay. But don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

“Noted,” you say, a spring in your step as you descend the plank and enter the madness of the docks.

Within moments the chaos swallows you, the crowds drawing you in among the milling multitude. Man and fey and stranger folks crowd on every side. Stalls sell treasures from every land. Beggars plead for alms. Pirates rub shoulders with merchants and bravos swagger with a woman on each arm. You walk, taking it all in with pleasure.

“Beware the temple in the jungle depths.”

You pause mid step and turn. They say the magic of the jungle makes humans who live near it go mad, so cryptic words spouted at random aren’t uncommon. But then, the one who spoke them isn’t human. She’s a native of the Shores. A fey born, her skin a deep tan, her dark hair loose and woven with bone and charms of web and metal, and the rags she wears are tattered and do nothing to hide her curves. Nor do they hide her sharp, pointed cat ears, or the dark furred tail that twists behind her teasingly.

Another thing different from the mad dregs is her bearing. She’s not another gibbering former sailor, nor hunter who fell afoul of some denizen of the jungles. She holds herself with a pride that would put the princess of Alba to shame, and the sultry confidence of the wilderness seems to fill her with a strange, savage vitality.

“Excuse me?” you say.

She smirks, pointing a finger at you. “You go to the lost temple of Heffana, yes? The goddess of the fertile lands?”

You straighten, eyes narrowing. “How do you know that.”

“I know many things,” the witch says, her eyes gleaming in the shadows. You notice her fingers toying with the skull on her necklace, and catch a blue light flicker in the sockets. “I know what dangers you may face, and I know the darkness of the jungle holds many menaces. Some you can’t even dream. I know your future is filled with magic, some good, some ill. I have dreamed of you, human. And in my dreams, I see you facing a hundred ends, each more terrible, and each more tantalizing than the last.”

“Tantalizing?”

“Shall I tell you more?”

“Well…”

Her finger crooks. “Follow me…”

You hesitate. Common sense tells you that following strange women into the dark alleys of Port Ramman is extremely stupid. But you wouldn’t have come to the Emerald Shores if you weren’t a risk taker. Besides, you’re no push over. Your arms are firm with muscle beneath your buttoned jacket, and you know how to use the sword belted at your waist.

And you’d be lying if you said the way her hips cock from side to side wasn’t… compelling in their own way. Her bronzed flesh teased with peeks through her tattered clothes, her tail winding in lazy spirals. The fetishes and charms that decorate her hair and ears shining in the daylight that filters through the cracks of clinkered awnings. It’s all strangely attractive, as the tightness in your pants testifies to.

You find yourself following her through the alley, though you keep a firm hand on the hilt of your sword. The wooden buildings here are crude, slumping under neglect, built among the palm trees and creepers that spill out of the jungle. The shadows in the shanty town are deep, and you feel eyes among the windows and alleys watch you. But they do nothing, drawing back as you pass, and you have a feeling it’s not your sword that warns them off.

Your guide takes you to the edge of town, where the verdant greenery crowds a small hut built of weathered wood. The witch pushes open a creaking door, and you hesitate before steeling yourself and entering.

A hundred scents hit you like a fist to the face. They come from the herbs that hang to dry from the ceiling and lamps that flicker with tongues of blue flame and winding smoke. From the spices that dot the table in small, pyramidal piles and strange pelts that cover the wall. You squint against the gloom within her lair, a flicker of blue calling attention to the witch as she sidles about the room, her bone necklace rattling faintly as she takes a seat behind a low table.

She leans forward, her eyes lidded, her smirk knowing, her hand resting on a human skull carved with strange designs. “Please,” she says, flicking a finger. “Have a seat.”

You jump as the door suddenly bangs shut behind you. You glance back, then to her. In the blue flames of the lamps, her skin seems a deeper hue. Almost red. You tighten your grip on your sword’s hilt, but you’ve come this far, and take a seat opposite her.

“Good boy,” she says.

You try to ignore the jibe, and the strange sensation the words send tingling through you. “You said you had some information to share?”

“Of course,” she says, her hand resting upon the scrimshawed skull beginning to slowly trace the patterns. “I am Aramia. And you are Petyr O’Connell. A scholar from the kingdom of Alba. You’ve come far across the sea to seek a place only mentioned in rumour. But you confirmed the legend in a scroll you discovered deep within the royal archives, one which spoke of the ancient cult of Heffana, and her bounty.”

You’re frozen stiff, gaping at her in shock. “How… how did you know that?” you gasp.

Again her eyes gleam, her smirk widens. She leans forward, and you notice the strap that bound her breasts has fallen a little, revealing the first hint of the curves that lie beneath. “The spirits tell me much, young lord,” she breathes, her voice a whisper that seems to reverberate in the confined hut. A glow catches your eye, and you see a strange light gleaming from the carved facets of the skull she strokes. “Of why you came here. And more. I know that you didn’t come here just for intellectual reasons. You were entranced by tales of power. Of the thought of the blessings of the goddess. The blessings of Milk and Honey.”

Your eyes watch her fingers move. Flicker. Dance. Trace beads of light over the skull, shining and flickering and twirling. You realize your heart has slowed its beat. Your thoughts sluggish. “I… I have,” you breathe. “Come to discover… Speak of immortality…”

“Of course,” Aramia agrees, her breasts moving. Rising. Falling. Slowly. Teasingly. Her necklace jangling softly as her hands continue to move. To stroke. To gleam and flicker.

Flicker.

Flash.

“But the temple has many guardians,” the witch continues in her slow tone. Her teasing tone. Her knowing tone. “Many, many guardians. They protect the temple at every step. And dangers await in the Emerald Shores. The creatures have awakened. Awakened, and await new prey. New mortals with which to amuse themselves. To corrupt and tease and toy with. My lord,” she breathes, leaning in closer, her hands no longer on the skull, rising into the air, continuing to move. To trace. To spin circles of light that whirl in your mind. “Are you strong enough to resist them?”

“I…”

“Can you resist their corruption?”

“Um…”

“Can you fight them? Do you want them? Or did you come merely for the words spoken in the scrolls? Of the priestesses that are said to still keep the grounds? To worship the goddess? The priestesses and their breasts. So big. So full. So heavy with blessed…

“Enthralling…

“Mind numbing…

“Milk…”

Every word pulses through you. Reverberates to your groin. Throbbing in your cock. You pant, watching the light spin in her hands. Glow. Dance. Flicker.

“I…”

“Are you strong enough, my lord? Are you willing to resist their corruption? Or… are you just another slave in waiting? Another male walking into the honeytrap of the guardians? Or do you seek knowledge? To understand? To know, even if it might damn you? Which is it, my lord? Are you weak enough to give in? Strong enough to resist? Or willing enough to discover who you really are? What are you, my lord? What are you?”

Her eyes glow, demanding an answer. Her fingers flash. Dance. Flicker. Her breasts heave. Her hands are so close. Your head spinning. Whirling.

I am Weak

I am Strong

I am Willing


I am Weak

“I… I am weak.”

The words leave you softly, but with relief. How good it is not to have to lie anymore. A smile lifts your lips, a weight rising off your chest.

“Is that right?” Aramia coos, her voice dripping with mocking concern. “Are you nothing but a weak, silly, brainless bimbo? A helpless slave just waiting to be made some lovely woman’s pet?”

You’re nodding before you can think, but that’s okay. Thinking suddenly seems… unimportant. Especially compared to watching the witch’s hands move. How they flicker with light. Swirl in the air. Sketching spirals that spin.

Spin.

Spin away all your thoughts.

“Y-yes,” you pant. “Just… just a bimbo. Just a b-brainless slave.”

“Oh my. And to think you came all the way here to be my pet. How thoughtful.”

You did?

“I… I um…”

“Shhh…”

She reaches out, her hands still glowing as they gently cup your cheeks, tilting back your head, forcing you to stare into her eyes. Eyes that glow as brightly as her hands. Eyes that spin with spirals of lovely light.

“Of course you did. Don’t you remember?”

“Um…”

“Don’t you remember? Remember coming to me? All alone? All helpless? Telling me what a good boy you’ll be if I make you my pet? My handsome slave? My silly bimbo servant? You were so happy when I said yes.”

You open your mouth, but before you can say a word, memories pour in. Scenes and emotions. Of your abasement, kneeling to this goddess. Of you worshipping her between her legs. Your lips kissing her. Your tongue licking her. Adoring her breasts. Her thighs. Her lips. Her everything.

“Mistress,” you gasp, and the word makes you tingle, warm. “Mistress…”

She smirks. “There we are. But slave!” she says. “What are you doing in those clothes? Did you forget? Silly slaves don’t need clothes. They just need obedience.”

You look down, aghast. Gods above! What are you wearing? “S-sorry mistress!” you say, hastily shedding your clothes, revealing your toned body to the appraising eye of mistress. She looks pleased at the sight as you go to your knees, crawling around the table, looking up at her with adoration.

“There we are,” she says, turning with a jangle of fetishes. Her legs part, revealing the tattered remains of her skirt, and the fact that nothing stands between you and her glistening cunny. “Now, I think some time between my thighs is in order.”

You gasp at the opportunity she’s bestowed on you. “Oh mistress,” you breathe. “Thank you!”

She laughs. “You’re welcome, slave. But I think there’s another way you can thank me. Isn’t there?”

She’s so right. Smiling with bliss, you crawl between her thighs, eagerly putting your tongue to work. It glides up against her cunny, a whimper of delight escaping you as you taste the sweetness of her honeypot. Your mistress gasps, her firm thighs suddenly tightening, engulfing your head.

“Ooooh! Such a… ah… a talented tongue. Oh baby… that’s iiiiiit…”

You glow with her praise. Relish the feeling of her legs tightening around your head, pulling you deeper into her cunny, your naked cock throbbing between your legs. You long to touch it, but that’s not your right. That’s mistress’s. And she knows it. Relishes it. Your submission is encapsulated in her absolute dominion over what you do with your cock.

But she may be kind. Even as you lap at her pussy, you feel her leg lift, her bare toes rub the head of your cock, making you whimper, gasp, breath steaming against her pussy.

“Keep going, slave. Keep at it.”

“Mmmm,” you moan, eagerly delving deeper, your lower body shaking as her toes and foot rub the tip of your cock. Slow circles. Teasing circles. Circles that make you groan, your balls ache for blessed relief even as your lips continue to adore her pussy.

“Oh fuck,” she gasps. Her hands grab your hair, twist it, bringing tears to your eyes, but that only drives you to lick more eagerly, finding that tender pearl at the peak. Teasing her clit from its hood with tender laps before you suck and nibble on that pleasured bud.

“Oh fuck!” she cries out at your devotions. “Fuck! Slave, right there. Oooh, you’re getting close. Oh slave… oh fuck yes. Yessss! That’s it. Oh fuck. Fuck! Yes. Ah! There! Right there! Lick my clit. Suck on it! Suck on it like it were a little cock! Oh fuck yes. Yesss! Slave! Oh fuck slave! Cum with me. Cum with meeeeee!”

As she cums, her juices drenching your face and tongue, you moan, surrendering to her foot. You cry out in helpless delight as you cum and cum and cum. Ropes of your seed spurt from your poor bimbo cock, squirting onto her lovely toes with every pulse of your poor shaft.

You sag back, panting, head spinning and soft whimpers leaving your lips. Mistress sighs in satisfaction, slouching in her chair, the lamplight sending the shadows of her fetishes dancing across her bronzed skin.

“Mmm. Not bad, slave. But, you seem to have made a mess all over my foot. Be a dear and clean it up, won’t you?”

She lifts her foot, your cum dripping off every toe. Adoration fills you as you tenderly lift her foot. “Yes… yes, mistress,” you pant, lifting her foot to your mouth, your tongue adoringly sliding up it, licking up your own cum without a hint of shame.

After all, mistress has demanded it.

And good bimbo slaves always obey their mistress.

Bad End

Index Start Over


I am Strong

The lights make your head ache. Your eyes grow teary as you watch them dance between her fingers. Something… something isn’t right here. Something is strange. Something… Something…

“I… I… I am strong!” you gasp, the words wrenched from you.

The witch’s brows flick with interest. “Good boy,” she says, snapping her fingers.

And like that, the lights are gone.

You fall back into your chair, gasping, panting. Sweat plasters your hair against your aching brow. It feels like you’ve just wrestled a minotaur, but came out triumphant. You blink as the room stops swaying, resolving once more on the witch.

You grit your teeth, your hand tightening on your sword’s hilt, baring an inch of steel. “You…”

“Stay your hand,” Aramia says, raising her palm. “I’m not your enemy. In fact, I want to help you.”

You blink. “What? Help me?”

“Of course,” she says, leaning back in her chair, arms crossed beneath her modest rack as she smirks at you with that same, dusky mocking of before. “I was hardly going to waste my time helping someone who would succumb to such an easy spell. After all,” she adds with a soft laugh. “You’ll face far more powerful magic where you’re going.”

You frown, but allow your sword to slide back into its sheathe. “Why?” you ask. “What do you want?”

“You to succeed, simply,” she says, snorting. “I want you to reach the temple. You were called here, mortal. And I wanted to make sure you have what it takes.”

“I don’t understand,” you admit.

“Of course. You see, the temple of Heffana lies deep in the Emerald Shores. But what most don’t know is that it’s also the source of the magic which fills the country. Magic which has grown corrupted.”

“Corrupted?” you say.

“I just said that,” Aramia says.

“Yes. But you’re saying a lot without saying much.”

“Hm. Touché,” she says. “Simply put, something is corrupting the waters of the temple, and from there, it spreads across the Emerald Shores, turning the creatures and magic within it to stranger ends.”

“And that’s… bad?” you say.

Aramia shrugs. “Potentially. It depends on what the purpose is. But something is going on there. And I want you to find out what.”

“Why me?”

She eyes you. “I’m not sure,” she admits at last, again fondling the skull on her necklace. “But the spirits cling to you. They must have a reason for bringing you here. To end the corruption, or to aid it, I don’t know.” She shrugs. “But whichever purpose, I will help you.”

She rises, a flutter of her tattered skirt informing you that no, she doesn’t wear any underpants. Her hips sway as she moves across the room to a rack loaded with phials and potions. Her fingers tap among them, and at last she takes out two.

“Here,” she says, passing them to you.

“What are they?” you ask, peering at a potion of swirling green and one of sparkly pink.

“The green one is a potion of Bestial Might. With it, you can gain immense power, but you risk being overcome by your new form, and becoming the monster you change into forever.”

“Interesting,” you say, having heard of such concoctions during your time at the university. You peer at the other bottle. “And, this?”

“A potion of Feminine Beauty. Drink it to change to a womanly form.”

“What?” you gasp. “Why would I need that?”

She smirks. “There are some places a man cannot go, that a woman can enter with ease.”

You glare at the two potions, then at her. “Why should I trust you?”

She shrugs. “Then don’t drink them. It makes no difference to me.”

“Hm,” you say, but slip both potions into your belt. “Well, thanks, I guess.”

“You’re welcome,” Aramia says. “And best of luck, mortal. You’ll need it.”

“Yeah,” you say, turning to the door and opening it. “It sounds like I will.”

You leave the hut, blinking in the glare of the sun. The slam of the door makes you jump, and you glare at the witch’s home, but venture on after a moment. You’d come to this country for a simple expedition. But it sounds like there might be more to it than you first believed. The thought is… not terribly comforting. Tucking your hands into your pockets, you hunch your shoulders as you make your way through the winding roads of the seaside town, soon returning to the docks where your feet clop on wooden boards, and you’re forced to dodge around sailors and wharfmen loading and unloading ships. Deep in your thought, it takes a cry of, “That’s him!” to pull you back to reality.

You halt abruptly, finding yourself at your ship. The captain stands at the bottom of the gangplank, pointing at you. Several soldiers wearing the red uniforms of Port Ramman militia turn your way. One, with a captain’s sash across his chest, nods, his helmet clanking.

“Petyr O’Connell?”

“Yes,” you say warily.

The man salutes. “Lord and Lady Ramman have heard of your arrival. They send an invitation to join them for dinner at the fort.”

Your eyes flick to the guards with him. “And… if I say no?”

“Her ladyship,” the captain says stonily. “Insists.”

The guards snap to attention, weapons held at the ready. You smile wanly. “Well,” you say. “How could I refuse?”

Meeting the Governor

Start Over


I am Willing

“I… I am willing,” you breathe.

“Oh?” Aramia says, her fingers slowing in their fluttering movements.

“Yes…” you say, blinking as the woolliness of your head fades a little. “I want to learn… Learn the secrets of the Emerald Shore. The temple.”

“Aren’t you afraid of change? Of becoming something else? Of corruption of your mind? Your body? Of finding that, in truth, you are merely a willing slave?”

You feel your cheeks burn, but nod. “I… I am a little afraid. But I want to know.”

Aramia quirks up a brow and her smile widens. “Hmmm,” she purrs. “That’s what I like to hear.”

She snaps her fingers and suddenly, the lights are gone. You gasp, a soft sound at being denied those lovely lights.

Suddenly, Aramia pushes through the fading designs, the catgirl stretching out across the table. Her fingers touch your chest delicately, and you twitch as a spark of lingering magic races from her hand and through you. “I like it when people are… freer with their forms. Opens up so many fascinating possibilities. Don’t you agree?”

“I… I suppose so…”

“That’s a good boy.” You shiver as her fingers walk themselves down your chest, teasing the buttons of your shirt before her finger lands on the bulge of your pants. You suck in a breath as she teasingly rubs the tip, your cock aching with sensitivity. “Mmm. A very good boy. But, let’s hope not too good. Because you’ve got a mission. One beyond your initial ideas of what awaits in the Emerald Shores.”

“M-mission?” you say.

“Oh yes,” the catgirl says, her fingers stroking the tip of your cock through your pants, a whimper escaping your lips. “The Temple of Heffana is lost, but its influence lives on. The waters blessed by the goddess course into the landscape, and it’s that which confers their enchanted nature. And likewise, any change to those waters ripples through the jungle. I don’t know if it’s for good or ill, but something has happened at the temple, and the spirits have guided you here to reach it.”

“Spirits? But… I…”

She laughs. “Did you think just anyone could find out about the temple? Discover those scrolls in the whole of the library? No no no. You’ve been chosen. But for what, I can’t say. Maybe the spirits intend you to become the slave to some denizen of the jungle. Or food to the beasts. The spirits are fickle. But, they ask me to help, so I suppose I’d best.”

Her hand is suddenly gone, the witch whirling away and striding to a cabinet of potions. You gasp, heart hammering at the flurry of emotions, but your eyes glued to the sway of her hips, cocked as she considers the potions. Her fingers tap them slowly, then plucks two out and she returns, smirking once more.

“Here,” she says, dropping them. You fumble to catch them, and you peer at a potion of deep, almost glowing green, and another of sparkly pink.

“Um, thanks,” you say. “But uh… What…”

“A couple things to help you on your journey,” she says, leaning forward. You lean back reflexively, but her finger merely taps the bottles. “This is a potion of Bestial Might. Drinking it will transform you into a beast. A monster of great power. But, if you lose yourself to the transformation, I fear you’ll be stuck that way for the rest of your days.”

“I… I see,” you say, her scent tingling in your nose. You glance down to the potions quickly. “And… and the other one?”

She smirks, her finger caressing the pink potion, causing it to sparkle and shine. “This is a potion of Feminine Beauty. Drink that, and you’ll take on the ravishing form of a woman.”

“A-a woman? But… but why would I…”

“There are some places a man can’t go. But like the Bestial potion, if you lose yourself to that curvy, lovely form, you’ll never be able to turn back.”

“I… I see,” you repeat, fascinated with the two bottles.

“Want to test them?”

Your eyes shoot back up to hers. “Huh?”

“Well, now that you have them,” she says, smirking at you, her finger sliding from the smooth bottle and once more into your lap, making you inhale sharply as her finger draws teasing circles on your bulge. “Want to see how they work?”

Drink the Bestial Potion

Drink the Feminine Potion

Decline for Now


Decline for Now

“I… I think I’ll ah… take your word for it. That they work, I mean,” you say, fumblingly tucking them into your belt.

Aramia pouts a little. “Fine,” she says, lifting her hand from your bulge, much to your disappointment. “If that’s the way you like it.”

You rise, leaning on the table a little. The bulge in your pants makes walking a little more awkward. “I’ll uh… heed your advice, though. Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet,” the catgirl grins, leaning further atop the table with a sparkle of her eyes, glowing faintly in the gloom. “Whoever ends up owning such a cute new slave should be the ones thanking me.”

You flush hotly as the catgirl laughs. Turning, you stumble against the door of the hut, turning the handle and staggering out and into the day. You halt, blinking quickly, the glare of the sunlight blinding. But the fresh air helps clear your head from the thick scents that had drowned you within the witch’s hut.

You hear the door slam shut behind you, and you glance back at the squat hut. From the outside, it looks so small. So meager. Could what have happened inside really of occurred?

Your hand brushes the potions on your belt, and you heart skips a beat. Before you can do something stupid like go back inside, you turn and head back through the winding streets and towards the docks.

You’d come to this country for a simple expedition. But it sounds like there might be more to it than you first believed. The thought is… not terribly comforting. Tucking your hands into your pockets, you hunch your shoulders as you make your way through the winding paths of the shanty town, soon returning to the docks where your feet clop on wooden boards, and you’re forced to dodge around sailors and wharfmen loading and unloading ships, the cacophony of their shouts deafening, but comfortably normal. Deep in your thoughts, it takes a cry of, “That’s him!” to pull you back to reality.

You halt abruptly, finding yourself at your ship. The captain stands at the bottom of the gangplank, pointing at you. Several soldiers wearing the red uniforms of Port Ramman militia turn your way. One, with a captain’s sash across his chest, nods, his helmet clanking.

“Petyr O’Connell?”

“Yes,” you say warily.

The man salutes. “Lord and Lady Ramman have heard of your arrival. They send an invitation to join them for dinner at the fort.”

Your eyes flick to the guards with him. “And… if I say no?”

“Her ladyship,” the captain says stonily. “Insists.”

The guards snap to attention, weapons held at the ready. You smile wanly. “Well,” you say. “How could I refuse?”

Meeting the Governor

Start Over


Drink the Feminine Potion

Again and again your eyes are drawn to the sparkly pink potion. Images dance in your head. Of soft breasts. Lovely hips. Teasing lips. You swallow hard, glancing back to the witch’s face.

Aramia meets your glance with a smirk. Your eyes again flick to the potion. “Um… I um…”

She giggles, her fingers plucking the bottle, sliding it from your belt. “Open wide,” she says, her thumb popping the cork, sending sparks of magic crackling across the glass.

You open your mouth, but to protest or obey you’re not sure. It doesn’t really matter, for the witch takes the opportunity to press the bottle to your open lips, and tip it back.

Sparkling pink magic flows down your throat. Your eyes open wide. A throaty moan escapes you as you feel the potion spread through you in a wave of warmth. You shudder as the warmth turns to a heat, glowing in your chest. Your hips. Your ass and your groin.

“Oooooh!” you moan, the pitch of your voice rising as your chest strains against your shirt, stretching the formerly loose fabric.

The witch grins wickedly. “Here. Let me help you with that.”

Deftly, her hands unbutton your shirt, allowing your expanding breasts to bounce into the open air, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from you, your thick nipples budding and hard. You stare down at your expansive tit flesh, but that’s only the first change. You can feel your ass swell against the seat beneath you, forming a perfect, plump bubble butt. You groan as your groin aches, feeling your cock invert inside you, transforming into a perfect, slick pussy.

“Mmm,” Aramia coos with an appraising look. “Very nice. You make such a cute girl, hero.”

“I… ah… I… Oooooh!” you groan as she suddenly fills her hands with your plump teats. You never thought your chest could be a source of pleasure, but as your breasts fill the witch’s hands, aching delight spreads through you in aching delight.

“Mnnnn!” you moan, head thrown back, breath heaving as the witch massages your new teats, her thumb rubbing your budding nipples, making you mewl and whimper.

“You like this?” the witch giggles. “You like me filling my hands with your big, bouncy tits? Goddess, but you’re so sensitive!”

“N-not… not that s-sensitooooooh!” you moan.

“Sure you’re not,” the catgirl giggles, sliding into your lap, her eyes looking down into yours. Was she always so tall? You must have shrunk. You wonder if the pink potion has inspired other changes you haven’t noticed yet.

Then the catgirl is kissing you, and thinking suddenly becomes very hard.

“Mmmm…” you moan as her lips move against yours. You sag back into the chair, groaning as the witch moves against you, your lips buzzing beneath hers, her modest breasts pressed and rubbed against your plumper ones. The charms and fetishes that decorate her hair and throat chime as she rubs against you. Your thighs lock together as the heat of your core glows like a furnace between your legs.

“Mmm. Like that?” the witch pants.

“Y-yesss,” you gasp.

“You gotta be careful. Like it too much, and some denizen of the Emerald Shores will turn you into their pretty bimbo slave.”

“O-oh,” you pant, the idea… not so terrible. To be the captive pleasure slave of some plant girl or creature of the savage jungle. “I um…”

“Especially,” Aramia coos, easily sliding her hand between your thighs, opening your pants with the seasoned skill of a cutpurse, and pressing her finger against your cunny, “with such a sensitive new pussy.”

“Mnnnnn!” you moan, arching beneath her, quivering at the sudden surge of sweet pleasure she awakens in you. Your head spins, your breath leaving you in pants, your chest heaving as the witch brazenly strokes your helpless, fluttering cunny. Anytime you think you’ve growing accustomed to her touch, she does something new. Her head dips down, her rough tongue licking your sensitive nipple. Her finger pushes inside of you, plunging into your sopping cunny. Her other hand squeezes your rump through your straining pants.

It’s too much. All too much. You’re helpless. A plaything. Trapped in the sapphic trap of the catgirl. There’s no escape. No hope. Only pleasure. Only need. Only the pressure growing beneath your stomach. Spreading through you. A pressure demanding release. Demanding surrender. Demanding you… you…

“C-cuuuuuuum!” you moan, shuddering as your orgasm bursts through you, surrounds you, releases you. You moan, hips twitching as you’re milked of your pleasure, drawn out by the skillful touch of Aramia’s fingers and tongue. You wail, tears pricking your eyes at the intensity of your orgasm.

Panting, gasping, you sag, whimpering with the aftershocks. The catgirl straightens, lazily licking your juices from her fingers.

“Mmm,” she purrs. “Not bad. But considering how easy it was to make you cum, I hope you don’t have too much cause to use that potion.”

“I…” you pant. “I… ooooh…”

The catgirl giggles, rising off your lap, stoppering the potion once more and sneaking it into your belt. She pushes herself back onto the table, her foot planted on your chest to keep you in your chair.

As the warmth of orgasm diminishes, you feel the changes in your body begin to fade. You groan as your breasts shrink back into your chest, your ass firming and your pussy reverting to your familiar, masculine attributes. You pant, sitting in the chair, a dishevelled, pleasured mess of a man once more.

“There we are,” Aramia says, removing her foot from you. “Good boy.”

“I… I…” you groan, touching your head as if to make sure it didn’t float off during the mind-numbing pleasure you’ve just endured. “That was… Wow…”

“Well, I hope you don’t find it too wonderful, hero. Or your adventure is going to be a short one. But, maybe that’s the fate the spirits have in store for you. Who can say?”

You blink, slowly coming more to yourself. “I… I see,” you say at length. You glance again at the potions in your belt. “Um, thanks for your help. I guess…”

“You’re welcome. Now, off you go. Shoo. Shoo!”

“What? But, I…”

“Come on, hero. Out you go!” she says, ushering you out of the chair and towards the door. You barely manage to belt up your pants before you’re hustled out of the witch’s hut and into the harsh light of day.

The fresh air staggers you like the fumes of the witch’s hut did when you first stepped inside. You sway on your feet, head clearing slowly. You hear the door slam shut behind you, and you glance back at the squat hut. From the outside, it looks so small. So meager. Could what have happened inside really of occurred?

Your hand brushes the potions on your belt, and you heart skips a beat. Before you can do something stupid like go back inside, you turn and head back through the winding streets and towards the docks.

You’d come to this country for a simple expedition. But it sounds like there might be more to it than you first believed. The thought is… not terribly comforting. Tucking your hands into your pockets, you hunch your shoulders as you make your way through the winding roads of the seaside town, soon returning to the docks where your feet clop on wooden boards, and you’re forced to dodge around sailors and wharfmen loading and unloading ships, the cacophony of their shouts deafening, but comfortable normal. Deep in your thoughts, it takes a cry of, “That’s him!” to pull you back to reality.

You halt abruptly, finding yourself at your ship. The captain stands at the bottom of the gangplank, pointing at you. Several soldiers wearing the red uniforms of Port Ramman militia turn your way. One, with a captain’s sash across his chest, nods, his helmet clanking.

“Petyr O’Connel?”

“Yes,” you say warily.

The man salutes. “Lord and Lady Ramman have heard of your arrival. They send an invitation to join them for dinner at the fort.”

Your eyes flick to the guards with him. “And… if I say no?”

“Her ladyship,” the captain says stonily. “Insists.”

The guards snap to attention, weapons held at the ready. You smile wanly. “Well,” you say. “How could I refuse?”

Meeting the Governor


Drink the Bestial Potion

Your fingers toy against the green potion. After all, what’s the worst that could happen?

Well, death is pretty high on the list. Drinking strange potions given to you by savage witches seems like a bad move. But you’ve always been a curious soul. Taking up the bottle, you pop the cork and take a swig.

“Gnnn!” you groan as you feel the potion fill you. Like liquid fire it burns through your veins, thickening your muscles. Swelling your form. Your clothes meld into your flesh, replaced with bristling fur. You stretch forward, your face elongating into a muzzle, your teeth growing into sharp canines.

Bones crack. Snap. Shift in form as you take on a new shape. As you crouch on all fours, your eyes rubies gleaming in the dark, your teeth bared in a savage snarl. A wolfman, you fill the space within the hut with your feral form, chest heaving as you look down at the witch.

For the first time, Aramia looks surprised. “O-oh,” the witch breathes, a blush painting her cheeks. “That’s um…”

Your growl, your nose twitching. The thick medley of scents that fill the hut assail your heightened senses. The spices and herbs and something more. Something stronger. Something coming from the witch as she stares at you, her charms jangling as her breasts heave.

Arousal.

You grin, grab the table and heave it out of the way, turning it over with a crash. The witch gasps, drawing back as you loom over her, her thighs tight together, but you can sense her desire quickening her pulse. You growl, claws hooking in her rags and tearing them away, revealing her tanned breasts and slender thighs.

“Ah! You… Oh wow…” she pants as you growl, pushing her down onto the floor. She makes a token effort to resist, but your strength easily overwhelms her, presses her down with your rough paws. “Mnnn!” she moans, arching beneath you, cocking her head to glance back at you with a teasing glimmer in her eye.

“Oooh, what are you going to do?” she says. “Are you going to fuck me right here? On the floor? Like an animal? You going to rut meeeeeeow!”

She yelps as she suddenly feels your wedged, red cock prod her twitching pussy lips. “Oh! You… I um…”

She talks too much. You growl, pushing forward, parting her around your steaming wolf cock as you stuff her tight cunny.

“Oooooh!” the witch moans as you fill her. Her fingers claw the floor of her hut, her back arching as her inner walls tighten around your invading shaft. “Youuuu… Ohhhh… P-pleeeease,” she moans, pushing back against you, panting hotly. “Pleaaase! Don’t tease me. F-fuck me. Oh! Fuck meeeee!”

As if you intended anything else. Snarling, you start to thrust, humping her, driving your hips into her like a piston, plunging your dripping cock in and out of her tight depths.

“Yesssss!” she moans, shuddering as you claim her helpless body. “Oh fuck yessss! Fuck me! Mate me! Breed me you bastard. Breeeed meeeeee!”

She certainly changed her tune fast. You pant, tongue lolling, amusement making it all the sweeter. How easily she changed from the arrogant sorceress to the moaning bitch rutting up against your cock. Her tail twisting and flicking in the air as you claim her like the slut she is.

The pleasure is enthralling. The sensation of having her wrapped around your shaft is engrossing. Panting hotly, you ream her, mate her. Fuck her until she’s a whimpering, mewing mess beneath you. Conquered by your cock. Mated to an alpha. She cries out in pleasure, pushing back against your thrusts with eager abandon, her necklaces and charms jangling musically.

“Yes! Yes! Give it to me… Ooooh, give me your cum. Breed my pussy! Breed me you bastard! Oh yes. Yessss! Fuck me haaaaaaard!”

You can’t hold back. Not with how eager she is for you. How delighted she is in your cock. You throw back your head, howling in pleasure at last you cum. As your red cock swells, pumping your thick, feral seed into her. Conquering her womb with great bursts of your manhood.

“Yessssss!” the catgirl wails. “Yessss! Breed meeeeeee!”

Her own orgasm only tightens her around you further, as if to never let you go. Not a problem, for in the next instant your knot swells within her, making her squeal with delighted fullness as your shaft seals itself within her aching cunny.

You awoo softly, panting, sagging atop her as she moans, twitching on the floor of her hut. “Oh... Good doggy,” she moans weakly, stroking your muzzle, tilting back her head and kissing your mouth submissively. “Gooood pup…”

You allow her this. After all, an alpha should permit his bitch to show her obedience. And you are her alpha.

Right?

Your furry brow furrows. Wait… Wait. You’re… you weren’t always a wolf. Were you?

With the haze of lust sated, memories resurface. Of a different form. A human one. You blink again, and groan as you feel the changes begin to recede, your muzzle cracking, reforming into a more human guise. You twitch, stretching as your form compacts, changing from the feral, loping shape of the wolf and back into that of the man.

Within moments, you crouch over Aramia, once more a human. “Ooooh,” you groan. “That was…”

“Amazing,” the witch purrs, sliding off your shaft, your feral cum oozing down her inner thighs. She flops back over onto her back, stretching lazily, showing off her modest breasts and her trim stomach with lazy delight. She smirks up at you, wriggling with the pleasant afterglow of your mating. “You almost didn’t change back there.”

“No,” you say, slowly realizing she’s right. “I didn’t. It felt… felt natural to be like that.”

“In a way, it was. After all, what’s man but an animal? And civilized forms are so easily shed for the… primal savagery of the beast.”

She suddenly bunches beneath herself, pushing herself forward and under you. You draw back, suddenly finding her right in front of your face, her eyes gleaming yellow in the gloom. “Do you want more?”

“More?” you gasp. “But… hold on. Wasn’t I… Wasn’t I supposed to go to the temple…”

“Sure, that was what the spirits want. But the flesh wants some of this,” she says, her finger gliding up your softened cock, making you gasp and your shaft stiffen anew. “The flesh wants you to mate your kitty slut like the dog you are. Fuck me raw as my handsome pet wolf. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

“Um… Well… I…”

“C’mon,” she says, dangling the swirling green potion before you teasingly. “Promise you’ll enjoy it.”

Become the Wolf

Remain a Man


Remain a Man

The potion sways teasingly in her fingers, and though you have to admit the savage rutting of the beast was fun, losing your mind and self to animal instinct is… a bit more than you’re willing to pay for some wild fucking.

“Tempting,” you say. “But, I think I’ll stay… ah, me.”

Aramia sniffs. “Fine,” she sighs, tucking the potion back into your belt. “I suppose that’s fair enough.”

“Good. Glad we agree.”

“Suppose so. Well, I guess I’d best not keep you. You have adventures to engage in, after all.”

You pull yourself to your feet, the witch moving far more sinuously. Seemingly utterly uninterested in you now that you’re not on all fours, furry, and sporting a throbbing red wolf dick, she pushes you towards the door.

“Here we are!” she says, yanking open the door and shoving you outside. “Best of luck with your quest to the temple.”

“Uh, thanks.”

“No problem,” she says, peeking around the door as she slides it shut. “You’ll need it.”

With a final sparkle of her eyes, she slams the door shut. You wince at the bang and glance about. The world outside seems oddly unchanged, even though you’d just transformed into a wolf and fucked a catgirl witch into the floor of her hut.

Your hand brushes the potions on your belt, and you heart skips a beat. Before you can do something stupid like go back inside, you turn and head back through the winding streets and towards the docks.

You’d come to this country for a simple expedition. But it sounds like there might be more to it than you first believed. The thought is… not terribly comforting. Tucking your hands into your pockets, you hunch your shoulders as you make your way through the hard packed streets of the seaside town, soon returning to the docks where your feet clop on wooden boards, and you’re forced to dodge around sailors and wharfmen loading and unloading ships, the cacophony of their shouts deafening, but comfortable normal. Deep in your thoughts, it takes a cry of, “That’s him!” to pull you back to reality.

You halt abruptly, finding yourself at your ship. The captain stands at the bottom of the gangplank, pointing at you. Several soldiers wearing the red uniforms of Port Ramman militia turn your way. One, with a captain’s sash across his chest, nods, his helmet clanking.

“Petyr O’Connell?”

“Yes,” you say warily.

The man salutes. “Lord and Lady Ramman have heard of your arrival. They send an invitation to join them for dinner at the fort.”

Your eyes flick to the guards with him. “And… if I say no?”

“Her ladyship,” the captain says stonily. “Insists.”

The guards snap to attention, weapons held at the ready. You smile wanly. “Well,” you say. “How could I refuse?”

Meeting the Governor
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Become the Wolf

Sure, intelligence and humanity are nice. But do they compare with being a feral wolfman who gets to rut a sexy catgirl witch every hour of every day?

Without a hint of hesitation, you snatch up the potion and down the whole concoction.

“Rrrrrr!” you roar as the changes once more ripple through you. The bottle drops from hands suddenly ill accustomed to holding things, shattering on the floor. Your form swells so fast your clothes have no time to meld into you, your frame bursting from your shirt, pants, and belt, shredding them to rags as you rise, powerful, tall.

Wild.

Your yellow eyes take in Aramia, seeing the catgirl in a new light. Not a witch. A being of power. But a woman. A bitch. A creature in need of taming from your thick, red cock.

You snarl, bowling her over. She cries out in delight as you force her to the floor, her legs easily parting once more, welcoming the thick, crimson of your wolf cock. “Fuck yes! Give it to me, baby. Give me your cock!”

You don’t give her a chance to reconsider before you thrust forward, burying your red shaft once more within her. Stretching her even further. She wails in pleasure, quivering as your cock stuffs her. Fills her. Makes her yours.

“Yessss! Fuck meeeeee!” she moans.

You snarl, rutting, panting, pounding your cock into her eager depths. Her inner walls contract, massage your crimson cock as you fuck her tight hole like she’s your personal gloryhole. Which, no doubt, she soon will be. Her slender frame rocks beneath you, her ass thrusting back into your thrusts, welcoming every inch of your canine cock. Her ears flick, tail curls and trinkets chime in time to your fucking.

“Yesss! Oh fuck! Good doggy. Good pup. Oh fuck yes. Yessss! Give me that cock, puppy. Fuck me like a good dog. Goooood doooooog!”

You growl, increasing your pace, your tongue soon lolling at the hot pleasure pounding through you. Feral, animal lust consumes you. Subsumes your mind. The man is gone. Only the beast remains.

And he wants to breed.

“Yessss! Fuck me! Fuck me fuck me fuck me yesssssss!” Aramia cries as she cums, her inner walls squeezing, massaging, teasing your sensitive cock as you plunge in and out of her.

It’s too much. You throw back your head, a great howl escaping your jaws as you cum again. What feels like gallons of your boiling seed pulse into the moaning slut beneath you, every burst welcomed with another cry of delight, your knot bulging against her ravaged pussy, keeping your seed within her, ensuring she’s not going anywhere until she’s utterly bred.

“Ooooh. Good boy,” the witch slurs beneath you, fairly drooling from the mind-numbing pleasure you’ve inflicted on her.

You lick her neck, admiring your handiwork. An almost human grin turns your lip, baring fang. Oh yes. You’re going to enjoy your new bitch immensely.

End
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You follow the guards without protest, as arguing with several inches of pointed steel is rarely a winning formula. A carriage awaits not far, and the captain climbs in with you, the guards joining the driver. The crack of a whip spurs the carriage on, and soon you’re rolling through the streets and towards the looming edifice of the fort.

It’s a short journey up a winding road. When the carriage grinds to a halt you step out, finding yourself within a courtyard surrounded by tall walls, the gate slamming shut in the wake of your arrival. You glance about at the heavy, mortared stone of the keep. Many windows look out with a functional grandeur you can appreciate, considering the dangerous country it occupies, but you don’t have long to admire it as the captain clears his throat and walks you inside, the guards hanging back. After all, where are you going to go now?

It’s a thought that occupies you as you’re brought upstairs. More guards fill the halls, along with some exquisite paintings and busts. Long curtains veil the windows and statuettes line the way, as if trying to downplay the grim colour of the stone walls.

The captain halts beside a doorway, rapping his knuckles against it. A butler peeks out, then vanishes back in.

“Scholar Petyr O’Connell,” he declares as the door swings open.

The artwork in the hall prepared you for a grand scene, but you’re still stunned by the opulence within. A chandelier sparkles over a long table that could set two dozen, laid out with a feast whose scent makes your mouth water. Windows at the rear of the room let in the brilliant sunshine of the late afternoon, sparkling off a marble floor, and lush plants blossom from every corner like a piece of the jungle had been brought inside.

At the head of the table sits an ancient, withered man whose rich attire marks him as the governor. His hair has thinned so much he looks tonsured, and his watery eyes peer at you vaguely.

By contrast, the woman at his side is simply stunning. Lace explodes from a bosom that threatens to burst free with her every breath, and when she rises, beaming, you can hear the creak of her whalebone corset struggling to contain the voluptuousness of her figure. She’s not fat, not quite, but there is just so much of her. Especially when compared to her wizened husband, and the flowing blue and white gown she wears, sparkling with diamonds does nothing to diminish this. A particular large example of said gem dangles from her throat by a silver chain, inlaid in a golden setting like a shining spiral clutching it.

“Petyr!” the mistress of the land cries, crossing the room like a ship under full sail, her gown fluttering about her as she comes upon you, taking your hand. “So glad you could join us!”

“Um, thank you,” you say, taking her hand instinctively. “I wouldn’t dare miss the invitation.”

She giggles, but you catch a flicker in her eyes and smile that makes your heart skip a beat, and reminds you whom the captain said insisted on your company. “So glad to hear it, my dear. Elizabeth Lodger, as I’m sure you know. And this is my darling husband, Yeager.”

“Eh?” the governor barks, holding a liver spotted hand up to his ear. “What was that?”

Elizabeth giggles again. “Please! Join us.”

“Of course,” you say, knowing full well there’s no refusing. And, truth be told, a meal with the buxom mistress of Port Ramman has a growing appeal. Especially when she pulls you against her side, gliding forward, her rich, floral perfume swirling about you both. You barely realize you’re at the table until she’s plopping you down in a chair beside her, the wobbling of her immense breasts holding much of your attention.

“Here, darling. A seat beside me,” Elizabeth says, smiling prettily.

“Oh, ah, thank you.”

“No no! It’s us who should be thanking you. So rarely does a man of class come from Alba. We have longed to know the goings on of the courts. Isn’t that right, dear?”

“What?” her husband barks, looking about vaguely.

“I said isn’t that right!” Elizabeth shouts into his ear.

“Oh! Right. Yes. Right indeed. Things and… and whatnot,” Yeager says, waving his hand airily.

“I don’t know how much help I can be for that,” you admit.

“Nonsense. A scholar from the university surely has much to speak of. Especially one so accomplished, yet so young. Still so… strong…”

You stiffen as you feel her hand on your leg. You clear your throat, glancing about. The servants appear to be gone. It’s just you, the lady, and her husband.

“Bah!” Yeager barks, his balding head bobbing. “No time for us, those at court. Eh? Bugger ‘em, I say!”

“Oh yes, darling. You do say that,” Elizabeth says, rolling her eyes. “It’s a wonder they stopped visiting.”

“Eh?”

“I said you told them what for!” Elizabeth shouts in his ear.

“Yes! I did. Bunch of bastards. Making eyes at my wife, will they? Bah! Bunch of popped up roosters they are!” Yeager says.

Elizabeth nods sagely, smirking. “Hmm. That they were. So brash. So brave…”

You suck in a breath as her hand strokes your leg through your pants. Her eyes glitter as her hand slides a little higher. Higher. She meets your eyes, her own lidded, her smile dusky as her hand teasingly brushes up against your bulge.

“So… virile,” she breathes.

Say Something

Let Her Continue


Say Something

“Um, madame, your hand uh…”

“Hm? Oh, is that a problem?” she asks with amused innocence.

“Well…”

Her smile deepens. Her eyes gleam. “Mmm. Yes, forgive me, darling,” she says, taking her hand off your leg, only for her fingers to find the jewel that dangles about her throat. “After all, I would hate to rob your attention from other things.”

You open your mouth to answer, but the words strangely fail. Your eyes are locked with the diamond nestled between her large breasts. She twirls it teasingly in her fingers, making it flash in the fading daylight.

“Do you like my diamond?”

“It’s… it’s quite nice,” you say.

“Absolutely,” she breathes, spinning it, teasing it, sending it flickering and dancing in her fingers. “So shiny. So beautiful. So… enthralling…”

You nod without thinking, watching her fingers toy with the jewel. Watching it bounce atop her ample tits with her every deep breath.

“So lovely.”

“Yes.”

“So perfect.”

“Mmm.”

“So shiny and delightful when I flick and bounce it among my breasts…”

You blink, your eyelids suddenly very heavy. Your body feeling very tired.

“It was a very special gift, my dear handsome hero.”

“O-oh?”

“Yes. A lovely young man who travelled into the jungle gave it to me. He was so in love with me. He adored me. He thought I was the most beautiful woman in the world. Do you agree?”

You find yourself nodding. Or maybe you’re just mimicking the motion of her big, luscious tits as they bounce the diamond. Make it sparkle.

Spin.

Flash.

“What a good boy,” she purrs, and you shudder with delight. Strange sensations pour into you. Warm, torpid pleasure like nothing you’ve ever known. “You’re doing so well, darling. Just watching my necklace shimmer. Shine. Just thinking about how beautiful I am. How lovely. How much you love my big… heavy… breasts…”

You’re drooling a little. You register this, but do nothing about it. Nothing can break your concentration as you watch her glorious breasts move. As the diamond sparkles in their valley. As it shimmers and flashes and helps you sink deeper. Deeper.

Deeper…

“Are you mine, darling?” she croons, a sound that beckons you. Teases you. Promises you so much if you only say yes. “Are you my pretty boy? My soft, silly, handsome pet?”

You open your mouth. “I…”

“Radishes!”

You jolt at the sudden snarl. Your eyes snap up and to Governor Yeager, the old man staring at nothing, his withered lips curled in displeasure.

“Radishes! Never liked them. Never trust a vegetable that grows in the ground. That’s what I say! Same with tomatoes. A berry my ass! I’ll bury them!”

Elizabeth casts an exasperated look at her husband before returning her attention to you. She shoots you another beaming smile. “Terribly sorry. It seems like we’ll have to continue later.”

“L-later?”

“I’ve had a room prepared. Arphol? Please, show our guest to his room.”

You look out the windows in shock. Night veils the world, Port Rammen below agleam like stars with lights in every window. When did that happen! How long have you been sitting there?

You’re still trying to come to grips with this when the butler takes your arm, gently leading you out of the room while Elizabeth patiently listens to her husband expound on his hatred of root vegetables. But a glitter from her eyes catch yours, and just before you’re pulled into the hall, you catch another glimpse of the diamond sparkling between her big, heavy breasts.

Await the Wife


Let Her Continue

“Well, virile is an… interesting way to put it,” you say.

“Perhaps,” Elizabeth says, her lashes fluttering at you. “But quite accurate, wouldn’t you say?”

You suck in a sharp breath as her hand wanders higher, her fingers playing over the bulge in your pants. “Oh, I’d ah… say so. Yes.”

“What’d you say? Sterile?” Yeager barks.

“Quite so, darling,” Elizabeth says. “Those young fops were so plain and boring. Not like our current guest. He’s been so very accommodating.”

“Well,” you say, your voice tight as her fingers tease the tip of your bulge, stroking it until your cock is engorged, straining your pants. “I do try and… and make a good impression.”

“You have!” Elizabeth giggles, leaning in closer. “You know, I heard many things about scholars at the university.”

“H-have you, now?” you breathe.

“Oh yes. I hear the female students can’t get enough of them. That all sorts of lascivious things go on behind those doors.”

“Ha!” Yeager barks, the word drowning out your quick intake of breath as Elizabeth flicks open the laces of your pants. “Little surprise. Eh? Buncha deletant wastrels. Playing around when they should be working! Work! That’s all that matters. It’s why I’ve accomplished all I have! Why, if I was chasing skirts all day, I’d never have learned how to grow peanuts! Wonderful things, peanuts.”

“P-peanuts, hm?” you gasp as Elizabeth draws your cock out under the table, her hand wrapping around your throbbing length and giving it a slow, teasing pump.

“Yes! Peanuts. Wonderful fruit.”

“Isn’t it a… a nut?”

“Don’t sass me!”

“Darling,” Elizabeth coos, leaning towards her husband, her hand continuing to stroke your cock, her thumb rubbing the tip. “Really now. Be nice! The poor boy came by to give us some company. Doesn’t that deserve a little something?”

“Ha!” Yeager says again. “Young people are only good for one thing. Labour! Youth is wasted on them. Glad I was never one.”

“Oh no, darling. You were never young,” Elizabeth giggles, kissing his cheek as she starts stroking you faster, her hand smooth and soft. Your cock throbbing in her expert grasp. Gods! She’s a master at this. You pant, gripping the arms of your chair to try and keep yourself from shaking.

“Oh my!” Elizabeth suddenly gasps, looking back to you. “Petyr. Is something the matter? You look awfully flushed.”

You give her a stunned look. Her long lashes veil her eyes, her soft red lips in a teasing smirk. “Does the food not agree with you?” she coos.

“O-oh no. It’s delicious,” you manage to say.

“Damn right! It’s my table. Only the best food at my table!” Yeager growls as he squints at his the broccoli on his plate.

“Absolutely, darling. Only the finest meals. The most scrumptious food. The most delectable… delightful… delicious tidbits…”

You try and hold back the moan, but that’s all you can hold back. You clutch the arms of the chair, trying not to convulse as she strokes you to a peak, your cock twitching, jolting with every surge of hot pleasure. As your cum spurts out and onto the lady of the fort’s hand, soft gasps escaping your clenched teeth.

Elizabeth smiles wide, her fingers delicately withdrawing as she lifts her hand from beneath the table.

“Eh? What’s that?”

You freeze as Yeager peers at the white on his wife’s bejeweled hand.

“Cream, darling,” Elizabeth says without missing a beat. “I fear I accidentally brushed it with my hand. Care for some?”

“Eck! No. Can’t stand the stuff. Gives me gas! You know that.”

“Too true. A shame though,” she says, meeting your eyes playfully as she delicately licks every drop from her fingers. “It’s quite delectable…”

Your cheeks burn at the brazenness of the temptress, but your cock stirs anew with her sultry words. Elizabeth smiles prettily at you, her finger lazily wandering down her chin, touching her large, wobbly breasts as she draws lazy circles on the creamy flesh. You swallow again, your cock throbbing with renewed vigour as her hand goes down further. Further. You watch as she plucks up a silver spoon, dangles it, and drops it to the floor with a clatter

“Oh dear! Clumsy me. Petry? Darling. Would you mind fetching it for me? It’s so hard to move in this dress, and a lady never gets down on her knees.”

“Oh, um. Yeah. Sure,” you say, pushing back your chair and getting under the table. No sooner are you down there, you see the spoon. It’s between her feet, which you can see because Elizabeth has helpfully hiked her dress up around her knees.

And revealed her absolute lack of underwear.

Her ample thighs are parted, giving you unrestricted access to her slick pussy. Her scent thickens the air, tangy and sweet, tempting you to her.

Lick Her Out

Grab the Spoon


Grab the Spoon

You swallow hard, your hand shaking as you snatch up the spoon. Hastily, you crawl out from under the table, flushed and awkward.

“Ah, here, my lady.”

“Mmm. Thank you, darling,” Elizabeth says as she plucks the spoon from your hand. “See anything interesting down there?”

“Eh?” Yeager barks. “Interesting? Where? Under the table? Bah! Nothing interesting down there.”

“Of course, not, my dear,” Elizabeth tells her husband, patting his arm before her lidded eyes glide back to you. She shifts, her tremendous bust wobbling in her corset. “After all, so much more interesting things to see… here…”

Her movement causes the diamond she wears to sparkle. You open your mouth to answer, but the words strangely fail. Your eyes are locked with the diamond nestled between her large breasts. She twirls it teasingly in her fingers, making it flash in the fading daylight.

“Do you like my diamond?”

“It’s… it’s quite nice,” you say.”

“Absolutely,” she breathes, spinning it, teasing it, sending it flickering and dancing in her fingers. “So shiny. So beautiful. So… enthralling…”

You nod without thinking, watching her fingers toy with the jewel. Watching it bounce atop her ample tits with her every deep breath.

“So lovely.”

“Yes.”

“So perfect.”

“Mmm.”

“So shiny and delightful when I flick and bounce it among my breasts…”

You blink, your eyelids suddenly very heavy. Your body feeling very tired.

“It was a very special gift, my dear handsome hero.”

“O-oh?”

“Yes. A pretty young man gave it to me after a journey in the jungle. He was so in love with me. He adored me. He thought I was the most beautiful woman in the world. Do you agree?”

You find yourself nodding. Or maybe you’re just mimicking the motion of her big, luscious tits as they bounce the diamond. Make it sparkle.

Spin.

Flash.

“What a good boy,” she purrs, and you shudder with delight. Strange sensations pour into you. Warm, torpid pleasure like nothing you’ve ever known. “You’re doing so well, darling. Just watching my necklace shimmer. Shine. Just thinking about how beautiful I am. How lovely. How much you love my big… heavy… breasts…”

You’re drooling a little. You register this, but do nothing about it. Nothing can break your concentration as you watch her glorious breasts move. As the diamond sparkles in their valley. As it shimmers and flashes and helps you sink deeper. Deeper.

Deeper…

“Are you mine, darling?” she croons, a sound that beckons you. Teases you. Promises you so much if you only say yes. “Are you my pretty boy? My soft, silly, handsome pet?”

You open your mouth. “I…”

“Radishes!”

You jolt at the sudden snarl. Your eyes snap up and to Governor Yeager, the old man staring at nothing, his withered lips curled in displeasure.

“Radishes! Never liked them. Never trust a vegetable that grows in the ground. That’s what I say! Same with tomatoes! A berry my ass! I’ll bury them!”

Elizabeth casts an exasperated look at her husband before returning her attention to you. She shoots you another beaming smile. “Terribly sorry. It seems like we’ll have to continue later.”

“L-later?”

“I’ve had a room prepared. Arphol? Please, show our guest to his room.”

You look out the windows in shock. Night veils the world, Port Rammen below agleam like stars with lights in every window. When did that happen! How long have you been sitting there?

You’re still trying to come to grips with this when the butler takes your arm, gently leading you out of the room while Elizabeth patiently listens to her husband expound on his hatred of root vegetables. But a glitter from her eyes makes you stumble, and just before you’re pulled into the hall, you catch another glimpse of the diamond sparkling between her big, heavy breasts.

Await the Wife


Lick Her Out

You know you shouldn’t. But the temptation is just too strong, and the invitation too brazen to resist. You move beneath the hem of her dress, the soft warmth of her thighs radiating against your face as you draw near her pussy. You grasp her legs, leaning in and running your tongue tenderly up her slit.

“Ah!” Elizabeth gasps, her body jolting.

“Eh? What is it?” Yeager demands.

“Oh, nothing dear.”

Nothing, eh? You’ll see about that. Smirking, you plant a gentle kiss on her fluttering lower lips, relishing the startled gasp from her, moments before you run your tongue once more into her, stroking her fluttering folds, gathering more of her dewy pleasure on your tongue before plunging into her tight depths.

“Mnnnn!” Elizabeth moans.

“What is it now?” Yeager snaps.

“S-sorry, darling. Womanly t-troubles…”

“Eh? Oh. Well. Aright then.”

You smirk, a sinful delight racing up your spine and down to your twitching cock. Poor old bastard. Little wonder Elizabeth is so needy for your attentions. The risk only makes the thrill of it greater, and eagerly you plunge into her pussy, licking her out with ever growing animation, making her gasp and twitch, her legs quivering with her pleasure, her feet rising on curling toes of pleasure.

Her hand suddenly delves down, grabbing your hair, shoving you harder against her pussy as she rides your face. Her pants and whimpers and moans filter down with ever growing animation and desperate need. You adore her pussy. Lick it, aiming higher, higher, working your way up to her engorged clit. The first flick of your tongue makes her cry out with delight.

“Good gods, woman, what is with the noise? Is it something you ate?”

“Mmm. S-something like that, darling. Here. Won’t you have a spoonful?”

“Eh? Why?”

“It’s just… soooo goooood.”

“Hm, well, it must be for you to simper like that. Never heard you make that sound before.”

You bet he hasn’t. Smirking, you assault her clit with your tongue, the sudden force of your ministrations causing her legs to tighten with such force they push aside your restricting hands, enclose your head in creamy softness as you drive your tongue into her pussy, suck on her pulsing clit, nibble on that tender bead.

“Ooooh!”

“Dammit, woman! You spilled it on my doublet!”

“S-so sorry, darling. I’m just… ah… in… in such a… a… gnnnnn!”

Her hand tenses in your hair as her orgasm tightens in her. Her thighs quiver, her pussy rippling as she cums, her juices soaking your face in sudden swell of pleasure. You hum, licking up as much as you can, the tangy sweetness of your juices make it all worth it. Her cry tingling down you in shameful, wicked pleasure.

Her legs loosen around your head. You feel her sag back in her chair, her great, wobbling breasts heaving in the tightness of her corset. Delicately, wiping your face on her skirt, you pluck the spoon off the floor and climb back out from under the table, beaming.

“Here you are,” you say, depositing the spoon by Elizabeth’s shaking hand, your eyes lingering on her heaving bosom before you glance at her flushed face. “Sorry it took so long. So hard to find.”

“Ah, th… thank you, darling,” Elizabeth pants, her dark lashes shadowing her glittering eyes. “Such excellent work.”

Yeager snorts, his shaking hand trying to spear some broccoli with a fork. “Finding a spoon? What’s so hard about that?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Elizabeth says, recovering further, wriggling in place with pleasant afterglow. “It can be quite… time consuming, no?”

“Absolutely,” you say, settling into your seat. “I could spend hours at it.”

Her eyes flash. Her smile deepens. “Mmm. I imagine so…”

“Fuck this!” Yeager suddenly barks, flinging his fork down. “I’m sick of greens! I need some gods damned steak!”

“Oh darling, please! Do remember your blood pressure.” Elizabeth says.

“Bah!”

“Oh my. Petyr? I fear we’d best end dinner now. But I would love to talk to you some more. Would you wait up for me?”

The twinkle of her eyes informs you just how much ‘talking’ she expects to do. You laugh, rising. “Of course, my lady. I’ll look forward to it.”

“Arphol?” Elizabeth says, her call summoning a stone-faced butler from the doors. “Be a dear and show our scholarly guest to his room. Will you? I should be along shortly.”

“I await your pleasure,” you say, cutting a quick bow. You follow the silent butler out of the dining room, a glance back showing Elizabeth guiding her husband out of his chair, the old man hobbling like some crude, jerking puppet beside the voluptuous beauty as she takes him away, her eyes meeting yours with another flash of desire.

You smirk as you walk down the hall of the fort. Oh yes. Things are going to be very interesting indeed…

Night with Elizabeth


Await the Wife

You stand in the middle of the bedroom you were shown to, swaying softly on your feet as you try and process what happened.

This is a surprisingly difficult prospect, because it feels like your head is stuffed with cotton. You squint at the dusky walls of the room, not a lamp kindled, leaving only the moonlight filtering through the balcony windows for illumination, outlining the large frames of a four-poster bed, velvety curtains, a large mirror in a corner, and a full-bodied portrait of Elizabeth looming over all, her painted features locked in gentle repose, but her eyes seeming to hold you like manacles, while her painted bust pulls your attention like a magnet.

You put a hand to your head, closing your eyes tightly to the painting. You try to think back to the end of dinner. But more, what happened during it. The only thing that comes through is Elizabeth’s voice. The soft, matronly cooing. The tender strokes of her tones massaging your mind. Milking your thoughts. The pleasure. The wonder. The soft… spinning… sparkling…

Wait.

Wait…

You squint harder, your head pounding with the effort of focusing. Her… her necklace. You remember it now. The way it bounced on her big breasts. The way it caught the light. Sparkling. Enthralling. She… she hypnotized you!

The realization hits you like a punch to the gut. Particularly given how obvious it was. But even as you understand this, a part of you wants to disbelieve it. Surely the lovely lady Elizabeth would never hypnotize you. Surely she wouldn’t try and make you sink under her control like a good, willing slave. And even if she did, it was no doubt for your own good. After all, she was such a wonderful person. So wise. So beautiful.

You groan, swaying as you try and banish those thoughts. Her control is powerful. And… and she’s coming here! The memory springs on you, and you turn towards the balcony. You’ve got to escape.

But moving is quite hard. Your every step is slow, like you’re wading through molasses. Your fingers twitch, aching as you reach out and grasp the doors with trembling hands, pull them wide open. You gasp as the night air brushes your face.

You hear a lock click. The door to the room open.

“Darling, what are you doing?”

You freeze, turn slowly. Elizabeth stands in the doorway, radiant, buxom. She fills the room with her presence, the darkness seeming deeper for the way the diamond on her necklace sparkles so bright.

“I… um…”

“Come here.”

You turn, every movement rigid, heavy. You manage to stop yourself a number of feet from her.

“You… you tried to control me,” you gasp.

She raises a brow, her smile deepening. “Mmm. Very impressive. You have a strong will, darling. But that’s not what I need for you to serve me.”

“S-serve you?”

“Yes,” she breathes, her every breath causing her chest to rise, fall, the diamond sparkling in the valley of her firm, achingly wonderful teats. “I fear my dear husband is getting so very old. It’s becoming so hard to control him. Not to mention the other tasks I have for him. It would be so much easier if I were to marry another man. A younger man. A virile, obedient, willing servant who would do just anything I say. Anything I desire…”

“You…” you gasp. “You want me to… to kill your husband?”

She laughs. “Oh darling, no need! I can do that easily. I just need you to obey me. To marry me, and be the pretty boy hanging off my arm and my every word. Someone with breeding so I’m not ashamed to introduce him around. Bring back some courtiers with class to attend my parties. And observe my necklace...”

You struggle to grasp resistance, hands tightening at your sides. “I… I won’t… I have a quest. I…”

“Darling,” Elizabeth giggles, her hand touching her necklace, giving the diamond a playful spin. “What makes you think you have a choice?”

Wait

Parlay

Attack

Potion of Feminine Beauty

Potion of Bestial Might


Wait

You hold back, unsure, wary of just what kind of powers she has at her disposal.

Which seems to suit her just fine, judging by her smirk.

“That’s right, darling,” she croons, giving her diamond necklace another spin, sending it flashing, glittering, swirling. “Watch closely.”

You realize the trap, but find you can’t help but stare at her necklace. The jewel which spins and dances about her throat. Sparkling and shining. The jewel nestled on her big, soft breasts.

“I knew you were a breast man, darling. But then, everyone is when faced with these.”

Your breath hitches as she flicks open a button on her corset, her breasts bouncing, straining with this new hint of freedom.

“I… I’m not…”

“Not mine? Not entranced? Not able to look away from my big, bouncy breasts?”

“N-no,” you gasp, not sure what you’re refuting, because its certainly not her bosom. The spinning diamond seems almost background. Its glitter and glow only highlighting the impressiveness of her mounds.

“Of course not, darling. Because you see, silly men can’t quite look away from my big breasts. My impressive bust. My huge… mind bending… tits…”

Her every word shocks through as she flicks open another button. Another. Another. You whimper, your eyes fixed to her, unable to tear themselves away from her immense bust.

Soon, there’s only one button left. Straining. Unable to fully hide the round darkness of nipples, the peaks tenting the fabric almost as much as your cock tents your pants.

“Do you want more, darling?” she coos, her hands sliding under her tits, over, illustrating the heft. The size. The fullness of her matronly breasts. Every touch sends the diamond bouncing. Flickering. Dancing. Every bounce jostles your poor mind.

“Y-yes,” you gasp, the words torn from you. You sway on your feet, unable to look away. Desperate to see more. More of her. More of her breasts.

“Of course you do, darling. Everyone wants more of these. They’re just so big. So glorious. Why, I bet you’d do anything for them. To feel them. To bury your poor, aching head between them and just… sink. Just sink into obedience. Just sink into me. Just sink into being my perfect…

“Mindess…

“Husband…”

You nod, the movement sending your thoughts sloshing. You’re quivering where you stand, held, helpless before her breasts. Helpless to move. Helpless to resist.

“Darling?”

“Yes?” you breathe. Is she closer? She’s closer. She must be. Because her breasts are even bigger suddenly. They consume your world. Jiggle and wobble temptingly, the sole button quivering to be free. She’s standing right in front of you. An inch away. An inch from her breasts. Her diamond. Her rich, syrupy, dripping voice.

“I know you want them. But only one man gets to touch my big breasts. Only my silly, mindless, bimbo husband gets to adore my breasts every night. Do anything I tell him. Be mine. Be my toy. My slave. Is that you, darling? Are you my obedient bimbo? My handsome husband? My silly… willing… tit slave?”

“Yesssss,” you moan.

“I can’t hear you, darling. Speak up?”

“Yes!” you cry helplessly.

She smirks. “Good boy.”

As if that word were a spell, the final button breaks. It shoots past your ear like a bullet, cracking into the wall, but you never even notice. For at last, the full glory of her breasts are revealed.

And they are glorious.

Full, heavy, bigger than your head, they defy comprehension. Certainly yours, because the sight of them seems to make you sink. The gravity of her breasts pull you in. Helpless in their orbit. You moan as you fall into them. Nuzzling them. Cupping them. The softness envelops you. The warmth soothes you. The scent of her suffocates you in flowery bliss.

“Mmm,” mistress hums, petting your head, letting you sink deeper into her breasts. “That’s it, darling. Just adore me. Just sink into me. My handsome tit slave. My silly bimbo husband.”

“Mistresssss,” you moan mindlessly.

She laughs, the sound vibrating through her tits as she draws you down with her and onto the bed. Her hands delicately pull away your clothes, with some scattered help from you. It’s hard to do anything other than kiss her wobbling tits. Adore her bust. Worship her with lips and tongue and soft, whimpering moans.

You barely realize your pants are off until you’re laid out on the bed, and that’s only because she’s pushed your head from her tits. You stare up at her as she straddles your legs, her smile wide as she envelops your puny cock between her massive breasts. “Here, baby. Let’s have some fun. Let’s see that handsome cock cum for me. Cum all those silly brains out. Cum your poor, miserable existence out and into my big breasts.”

“Oooooh…” you moan, helpless, all the strength drained from your body, trapped in your twitching cock. Ready to surrender. Ready for bliss. “Mistressssss!”

“That’s it. Gather it all up. All in your pretty cock. Surrender, darling. Surrender to my breasts. Surrender. Surrender.”

“Yesssss!” you wail again, the pleasure too much, too powerful. Your hips buck as you cum, her breasts so immense your cock never even crests them as you orgasm. Cumming your poor brain out. Whimpering and moaning with obedient surrender as she milks your cock with her big, bouncy breasts.

You sag on the bed, panting, head blissfully empty. Filled with only loving, obedient pleasure, you watch as mistress moves over you. Feel her plump thighs envelop you. Her firm weight come to rest on you.

“Good hubby,” she coos, her eyes twinkling like her pretty diamond necklace. “You’re going to be just the best bimbo ever.”

You smile happily. “Yes,” you breathe as her thighs press down on your face, smothering you beneath her velvety pussy. “Mistress…”

Bimbo Beau


Attack

The sight of her breasts is simply enthralling. Enchanting.

And if you weren’t carrying a sword, probably debilitating.

You step forward and draw your blade in a single motion. Elizabeth gasps, taking a quick step back, but the point is already at her throat.

“How about no?” you say.

The shapely milf looks down the shine of your blade. She swallows hard. “A-all I have to do is scream,” she says.

“All I have to do is thrust.”

“You… s-surely you wouldn’t kill me.”

“You tried to brainwash me into your fuck slave,” you remind her.

“W-well, yes. But you would have been so happy.”

A quick glance back down has you looking again at her ample breasts. A lifetime buried between those tremendous orbs? Smothered and hypnotized into a mindless, moaning slave? The idea horrifies you.

But also makes your cock thicken in your pants.

Elizabeth sees your glance. Her smile deepens. “You would be so very happy.”

“Right, well, still. How about… this.”

You take the point of your blade from her throat. Elizabeth sighs, relaxing.

Which makes it very easy for you to rap the hilt against her forehead.

The noblewoman’s eyes roll back and she collapses into your arms. You try to ignore the way her breasts bounce as you catch her, easing her onto the bed. After all, you’re going to have to come back through Port Ramman once you finish your business in the jungle. Murdering the governor’s wife probably wouldn’t help with that.

You sheathe your sword, careful not to disturb Elizabeth as you hurry to the balcony and throw open the doors. The cool night air does little to calm your thumping pulse or the burning lust still lingering from dinner, but at least her hypnotic control seems to have lessened. A glance down shows a long drop to the wall, but some ivy clings to the brickwork. No doubt the guards do a decent job beating back the brush, but the Emerald Shores are always growing back, and always fast. With a last glance back at the buxom seductress, you grab the edge of the rail, and swing down.

You grab the vines, hurrying down before they have a chance to rip free under your hands, something quite possible as they creak and snap under your weight. You land on the wall and hurry down the steps into the courtyard. Darkness wreathes the yard, and you quickly make your way to the gate where light glows from the watchhouse.

“Halt!” one of the idling guards cry, stirring from his post and thrusting a lamp at you. “Who goes?”

“Me, his lordship’s guest,” you say, stepping into the light.

“What are you doing here?” he demands.

“Ah, well, his lordship saw me ah… making eyes at his beloved, and told me to leave before he sticks my head on a pike.”

The guards relax, one laughing. “Ah, well. You’re lucky. Old Yeager won’t abide any young buck trying to get near his love.”

Recalling the buxom beauty’s plot, you doubt it’ll be a problem for long. “Too true. I don’t want to linger. In case he changes his mind.”

“Fair enough.” The guard turns and unlocks a small door set in the gate. It creaks open, and you give them a nod of gratitude before stepping through and onto the path winding back down to town.

The moment you’re out of the torchlight, you start running. You have no idea when Elizabeth will wake up, or if someone will find her. Although you doubt she’d risk being disturbed, your neck is on the line, if not your mind. Either way, best not to be around by the time she gets up.

Which means the days you’d intended to spend preparing for your expedition have suddenly become hours. And most of those are spent racing down towards the docks of the river running towards the jungle.

Most of the fishing boats have been pulled in for the night, but one still bobs at anchor, the man who stands at the dock is in the midst of tying it off when you come up to him.

“Quick! How much for your boat?”

He lifts his head. Rangy hair half obscures his face, his tattered sailcloth pants only come up to his knees leaving long, thin legs on display. “Eh? My boat? Is not for sale.”

“Ten gold coins!”

His eyes widen at the sight of the gleaming gold in your hand. He slowly licks his lips, glancing again to your face. “...Twenty.”

“Sold!”

You slap the coins into his hand and fairly vault into the boat. The fisherman stares in awe at the glittering coins in his fist, likely more money than he’s ever seen in all his days. You pay him no mind, grabbing a paddle from the bottom of the boat and plunging it into the waters, hurrying the little vessel up the river and towards the jungle of the Emerald Shores.

The Snaking River


Parlay

“Elizabeth,” you say.

“Please, darling. Call me mistress.”

“I… don’t think I will. Listen, you don’t want me. Despite my looks I assure you I have terrible manners. I’m an idiot! I mean look at me. I came here, looked at your necklace, nearly let you brainwash me? I can’t be trusted with being your beau.”

“Hmm…” she muses, toying with her amulet, the diamond flickering idly, pulling your eyes. “That’s true.”

You relax with relief.

“But then,” she purrs, suddenly pushing forward, up against your chest, her eyes shining in the darkness and the moonlight. “I do love dumb, handsome men.”

“I…” you gasp, sucking in a breath as her ample breasts suddenly mash against your chest. Oh fuck she’s soft. And there’s so much of her!

“Shhh, darling. No need for talking. Just… watch…”

You try and reply, but your tongue suddenly feels leaden as the jewel on her necklace bounces atop her breasts. Your jaw sags as you watch it roll and sway in the valley of her tits, sparkling and shining wonderfully, pulling your attention, devouring your world.

“That’s it, darling,” Elizabeth coos, touching your head, running her fingers through your hair, easing your head down closer to her chest. “Just relax. Just watch my pretty necklace bounce and glitter. Roll and shine. So beautiful. So enthralling. It just makes you want to sink, doesn’t it? Sink into my big breasts. Adore my luscious breasts. Obey me. Obey my tits.”

“Mnnn…” you moan, the only sound you can manage as you feel yourself stare at her bouncing breasts. So big. So heavy. Weighing down your mind. Your will. Her perfume wafts up to you, making your head spin, your lips whimper. All your strength seems like nothing compared to the softness of her. The power of her tits.

“That’s right. What a good, obedient boy you’re being. Just staring at my tits. Just obeying my breasts. And they want you to forget, darling. Forget all about your silly quests. Silly thoughts. Silly free will. You only have one need now, don’t you?”

“Yessss,” you breathe, staring as her massive breasts rise. Fall.

“And what is it, darling?”

“Need… obeyyyyy…” you moan.

“Good boy.”

She pushes you, and it takes nothing to make you topple. Make you fall onto the bed. You gasp at the impact, your head spinning, but before you can even think of rising, Elizabeth is moving forward. Her hands tease her gown from her, revealing all of her pale flesh, luminous in the moonlight. Especially the immense orbs of her soft, heavy breasts.

“Do you like them, darling?” she asks, climbing onto your waist, settling her pillowy ass down upon your crotch, making you whimper as she pressed down your throbbing cock. “Do you just adore them?”

“Yesss,” you pant.

“Would you do anything for them?”

“Anything,” you say, the gravity of her breasts pulling you in.

“Would you be my obedient husband? Would you adore your lovely wife? Obey her? Do just anything she said with a smile? Would she be your world?”

“Yessss!” you moan as her ass lifts, her fingers undoing the laces of your pants, filling her palm with your twitching cock.

“Would you cum all your silly brains out into me? Would you give me everything?”

“Yessss!” you cry, fairly weeping with the heaviness of your balls. The need for her. For her tits. For her pleasure.

Elizabeth smirks. “Good boy.”

She drops, sheathing you in her hot depths.

And you’re utterly lost.

You cry out, cumming the moment that softy tightness enfolds you, but you’re still so hard. So hopelessly hard in her as her hips move, riding you. Plunging down onto your lap and cock, milking your mind, your shaft, your everything.

And with every thrust, her great, wobbling tits bounce.

“Yessss!” Elizabeth moans, hands on your chest, her hips pounding you into the bed, her pussy clutching your shaft with every downward thrust. “That’s iiiiit! Oh baby… oh yes! Give it to me, darling. Give me your seed! Give me your mind my bimbo beau!”

“Mistress!” you moan. “Mistress! Please! Oh gods please! Need you! Love you! Mmmmm!”

She leans forward, burying you under the blessed softness of her ample titflesh, smoothing you beneath her as she continues to fuck you. Ride you. Milk you of all your memories. Your thoughts. Enslaving you to her tits. Her wonderful breasts. Her powerful, mind melting mammaries.

“Good titslave,” she moans as she pounds you into the bed. “Yesss! Goooood slaaaave!” she moans.

You pant, whimper, gasp, cumming again as you lose yourself in the soft darkness of her perfect breasts. Kissing them. Adoring them. Like a good tit slave.

A good bimbo beau.

The perfect.

Brainless.

Husband.

Bimbo Beau


Potion of Feminine Beauty

You stagger back a step. If the only reason she’s keeping you is to be her husband, then… you might have something that can resolve that. You snatch the pink bottle from your belt, your fingers fumbling as you pop the cap off. You throw it back, drinking down the sparkling liquid.

And change.

“Oooooh!” you moan, grabbing your chest as you feel it expand into a pair of perfect breasts, your muscles receding, their mass moved to wide hips and a soft derriere. You gasp, your voice rising in pitch as your lips plump and your cock inverts, forming instead a pair of soft, delicate pussy lips.

Elizabeth’s eyebrows climb high as she suddenly finds herself before a buxom young woman. “What in the world…”

“L-looks like I… I can’t be your new husband after… after all,” you gasp.

“Hmm,” Elizabeth muses, her lips rising again in a smirk. “Perhaps not. But then, I did always want a daughter.”

“What?” you say.

To answer, Elizabeth flicks her amulet, and you find that even though you possess an ample pair of your own, your change in gender hasn’t at all diminished your fascination with the milf’s massive breasts.

“That’s right,” Elizabeth croons, stepping forward, her breasts bouncing, wobbling in her corset, the diamond flickering and sparkling. “A pretty girl. And pretty girls love diamonds. Almost as much as they love mommy’s tits. Don’t they?”

“I… um…”

“It’s okay, darling. Lovely girl. Silly baby. I don’t mind if you stare at my big breasts. My big, bouncy boobs. I know how much of a silly bimbo you are. You just can’t help it. You love mommy’s big breasts, don’t you?”

You do.

You could try and deny it, but you certainly can’t deny the way your heart quickens at the sight of those massive mammaries. They’re so big. So round. So soft and perfect and just begging for you to bury your face in them.

Elizabeth smiles as you whimper, staring. “It’s okay,” she purrs, unlacing her corset with easy grace, every thread undone making her breasts bounce. “I don’t mind. Silly girls need to obey big mommy breasts, don’t they? And you’re going to be my silly girl, aren’t you? Because… only silly bimbo girls get to kiss… these…”

She gasps, and so do you, for the final laces are undone, and the full glory of her breasts are unveiled. You moan, entranced with her breasts. Her necklace. The sparkle of the diamond as it bounces between those perfect mounds, capped with dusky nipples that fairly pulse with her arousal.

Her hands are on your head. When did she get so close? How long have you been staring at her breasts? Her tits. Her immense, engorged, glorious mounds. Your mind sloshes, trying to focus, failing, and Elizabeth is easing you forward, into the softness of her tits. “Kiss them, darling.”

You do.

“Love them.”

You do.

“Adore them.”

You do.

“Obey them.”

You will.

“Forget who you were, darling,” she purrs as you whimper and kiss and suckle her big, mind melting tits. “Forget about being a man. An adventurer. You’re my darling bimbo girl. My lovely daughter. My sweet, obedient pet. Aren’t you?”

“Yessss,” you moan, kissing with your soft lips the dark rings of her areola.

“You’ll do anything mommy says, won’t you?”

“Yesssss!”

“Good girl,” mommy croons, and pushes you down. “Now, make mommy moan.”

You fall to your knees before her, and her gown is brushed aside to reveal her plump thighs and the slick gusset of her pussy.

“Lick,” mommy commands.

You obey. Because mommy needs to be obeyed. Good girls obey their mommy. And you want to be a good girl. A good slave. A good, obedient daughter. You reach around her, filling your palms with her soft bottom, moaning as you kiss her fluttering folds, your tongue delving into the sweetness of her honeypot.

“Mmmm!” mommy moans, grabbing the back of your head, pushing you deeper. “Oh yessss! That’s it! Oh baby yes. Fuck yessss! Lick me. Lick my big clitty! Suck on mommy’s pussy! Ooooh you depraved little slut, yes. Yes! Fuck yessss!”

Her wail of pure pleasure keens through the dark room as she cums. You pant, hot, feverish, obedient and unbearably aroused as you lap at her juices, your face soon soaked in her pleasure. You continue to massage her ass, molding it as adoringly as you would her tits. Submitting to mommy’s lusts. Her pleasures. Her powerful, perfect body.

For the night is long.

And mother daughter bonding time will fill it thoroughly.

Governor’s Daughter


Potion Bestial Might

Your mind is swimming, swirling, surging with uncertainty as the buxom milf smirks your way. No man could resist such a sultry woman.

But you don’t have to be a man, do you?

Before she can stop you, you grab the green potion at your belt and take a quick swig. The change is immediate.

Also, painful.

“Hrrrr!” you growl as your form swells, your fingers thickening with sleek, dark fur. Your clothes meld into your body, a dark tail bursting from your rear and swishing. Elizabeth gasps, retreating as you straighten, sleek muscles rolling seamlessly beneath your hide, your head erect, a pair of pointed cat ears flicking. A pantherman, your monstrous form sleek, black death.

“Oh,” Elizabeth gasps, a hand at her lips. But even as she looks at you, her eyes grow lidded, her teeth nibbling on her lower lip and cheeks flushing bright red as she takes in your bestial frame. “Oh my…”

You growl.

“Here kitty kitty,” Elizabeth coos, flicking her amulet. “Who wants to play?”

Your feline instincts instantly arrest your attention to the sparkling diamond as it twirls before her immense bust. Your growl grows lower, lower, soon becoming a thick, throaty purr.

“What a big kitty I found,” Elizabeth breathes, moving closer, her eyes admiring your feral form. “A good, big, strong, powerful kitty. A beast. A monster. But more,” she says, smirking at the sight of your animalistic prick stiffening. “A man as well.”

She reaches for you, but the moment her fingers brush your fur, your mind back to the present. Your head flicks, ears twitching as you turn towards the waiting balcony.

“Wait! Kitty, don’t go. Don’t you want to play?”

A cat is a fickle thing. You whirl from the busty hypnotist, bounding through the doors and onto the rail of the balcony. A single glance takes in the long jump down to the wall, and you leap.

The impact would have broken a man’s bones to powder, but with animal grace you land easily. Unfortunately, you also did so atop a startled watchman. The man collapses beneath you, groaning, but you pay him no mind, nimbly swinging down from the wall, deftly finding foot and pawholds in the brickwork as you climb down.

And not a moment too soon. As you hit the ground running, you feel the potion start to lose its potency. You groan, stumbling as your paws return to booted feet. Your body losing its fur and powerful muscles for the more modest, if fit, frame.

By the time you hit the outskirts of town, you’re once more merely a man, hurrying through the streets your heart pounding and head spinning.

That was a close one!

And it’ll be even closer if Elizabeth calls the guards.

Although she was clearly not horrified at your change, that only means she’ll be more likely to send soldiers to catch you and drag you back. Not only do you know her plot to do away with her husband, but she might think that having a feral catman as a pet would be a delight. So, unless you intend to spend the rest of your life her bimbo beau or bestial fucktoy, you’ve got to get away!

Which means the days you’d intended to spend preparing for your expedition has suddenly become hours. You change directions, making your way through the silent streets and towards the river. You’ve got to get the fuck out of town! And the docks of the river running towards the jungle offer your best chance.

Most of the fishing boats have been pulled in for the night, but one still bobs at anchor, the man who owns it in the midst of tying it off when you come up to him.

“Quick! How much for your boat?”

He lifts his head. Rangy hair half obscures his face, his tattered sailcloth pants only come up to his knees leaving long, thin legs on display. “Eh? My boat? Is not for sale.”

“Ten gold coins!”

His eyes widen at the sight of the gleaming gold in your hand. He slowly licks his lips, glancing again to your face. “...Twenty.”

“Sold!”

You slap the coins into his hand and fairly vault into the boat. The fisherman stares in awe at the glittering coins in his fist, likely more money than he’s ever seen in all his days. You pay him no mind, grabbing a paddle from the bottom of the boat and plunging it into the waters, hurrying the little vessel up the river and towards the jungle of the Emerald Shores.

The Snaking River


Night with Elizabeth

You’re brought to a large room by the butler, who glides away once you’re inside. It’s an impressive room to be sure. No lamps are kindled, leaving the interior dusky, the only light the moon filtering through the balcony doors. Consuming almost an entire wall is a massive portrait of the governor’s wife. It dominates the room with her elegant beauty, her eyes seeming to look down on you with suggestive desire, the diamond of her necklace prominently displayed, along with her impressive bust. You eye the painted effigy of the busty beauty as you shed your jacket, shirt, and shoes, leaving you in nothing but your pants as you take a seat on the bed, wondering just what pleasures the night will bring.

Your thoughts are interrupted by the woman herself opening the door. You rise to face her, admiring her. Gone is the restrictive but flattering dress. Instead, she comes to you in a filmy nightgown, so sheer it’s like she’s wearing nothing, jewels woven into the gown like stars glittering against her milky skin. As if she were a constellation of fertile beauty made flesh, her immense breasts swaying, the dark, dusky nipples tenting the cloth teasingly.

“Were you waiting long?” Elizabeth croons, her dark lashes fluttering as she glides towards you.

“Well worth it,” you say, grinning as she saunters up to you. Your arms loop about her, capturing the softness of her derriere, giving it a squeeze as you press a kiss down to her lips, the ample maiden moaning as her pillowy tits mash against your chest.

“Mmm. Such a tease,” she breathes.

“You love it.”

“I do,” she says, her eyes flashing with mirth. “And, what if we could enjoy it forever?”

“Hm?” you say, pulling you admiring eyes from her breasts to her face. “I think your husband might protest.”

“He doesn’t need to know.”

You chuckle. “I like it.”

“Because he’ll be dead.”

“Ah.” You pause as your mind screeches out of bedroom mode. “Say again?”

Elizabeth laughs softly, running her hands through your hair. “Darling, surely you can’t expect me to remain married to that dusty old fool? Why, he’s half in the tomb already. And after all, why would I keep him around when I have such a virile young stud waiting in the wings?”

“So, we… kill him?” you say.

“Well, not we. I have certain… methods, darling. And poor Yeager is so ancient I doubt anyone would suspect. Naturally, you’ll stick around, comforting the poor, bereaved widow. Which you’re quite well equipped to do.”

You suck in a breath as she cups your bulge, undiminished at the casual talk of murder. Her eyes grow lidded, her touch admiring as she gently fondles your package.

“Oh yes,” she purrs throatily. “Very well equipped indeed. And after my proper mourning period, it would hardly seem strange that I marry the man who comforted me in so trying a time. Hm?”

“I… see,” you gasp. “You’ve certainly thought this through.”

“I have, darling. You don’t have to do a thing. So, what say you? Shall we be… naughty?”

Of course!

Lie!

Tell Her No


Lie!

Pleasuring a woman in front of her oblivious octogenarian husband is one thing. Murdering him to marry her is where you draw the line. But you also know that if you tell Elizabeth that, you’re probably not leaving this room alive.

Fortunately, you’re a rather good liar, if you do say so yourself.

“Elizabeth,” you breathe. “That sounds delightful!”

Her face fairly glows at your words. “I knew I made the right choice,” she purrs, throwing her arms around your neck, squeezing her plush tits against your chest. “Oh darling, we’ll be so happy!”

“That we will!” you say, flashing a grin. “And,” you add, your hands cupping her rear, suddenly lifting her up against you, “I have just the way to show it.”

“Oh!” Elizabeth gasps as you turn and toss her onto the bed. Her breasts bounce in a way that reaffirms your cock to a throbbing pillar as you press a hand beside her head, your other unlacing your pants, taking your pulsing shaft in your palm. Seems murder isn’t where your body draws the line. Who know?

Well, something to talk about with a psychiatrist later. For now, you kiss her, devouring her lips, relishing the way she moans, eagerly submitting her mouth to you. Her breasts heave, her hands shyly touching your firm chest, admiring your strong upper body.

“Mmmm,” she moans, surrendering to the kiss, even as your hand dips lower, drawing open the filmy nightgown she wears, parting it, allowing her plush curves the freedom of the open. She gasps as you palm her glorious tit, dipping your head and delicately kissing the dusky flesh of her areola, tasting the floral tang of perfume and her own, sweet flavour.

“Oh g-gods,” she moans, panting, clutching the bedsheets as your tongue runs rings about that budding nipple, closing slowly upon the peak before your lips lock on it and give a long, hungry suck. “Mnnn! You… you tease!” she gasps.

“Should I stop?”

“Don’t you dare!” she says breathlessly.

You chuckle resuming your torments of her sensitive breasts, making her whimper and gasp with every stroke of your tongue. Your lips latch on to her plump nipple once more, making her cry out, buck, and as her hips rise, you sheathe your cock within her.

“Mmmmm!” Elizabeth moans, gasping as you leisurely fuck her, plunging your cock in and out of her sopping, twitching pussy. “Yes. Yes! Oh gods yessss! Fuck me, stud! Oh g-gods yes! Keep going! Keep fucking me my breeding bull! Yes! Yessss! Give me your cock! Give me your cum! Gods yes! Yes! Nnnnn!”

She cries out, shuddering as she cums around your pounding cock, her tender cunny clutching your shaft as you continue to saw in and out of her. And it’s so very tempting to cum right there.

But no. For once, you have another reason for fucking. And it requires you give it to her beyond belief.

She calls you many names in the next few hours. Most are flattering. Some are a little hurtful. All have to do with your cock and the skills with which you use it. But there’s also your hands which fondle and mold. Your lips that kiss and suck. Your tongue that flicks and lathes. By the time you cum, groaning, filling Elizabeth with your thick seed, she’s a moaning, panting wreck.

You take a moment to admire your handiwork. Splayed out, legs parted, aftershocks of pleasure still making her twitch and whimper, the buxom mistress of Port Ramaan is in quite the state. Letting out a heavy breath, you do up your pants, delicately picking back up your shirt.

You freeze, crouching down, as Elizabeth stirs, but she only rolls over, face buried in the blankets as post-orgasmic bliss eases her into an exhausted slumber. You quietly don your shirt and jacket, tiptoeing to the door and slipping out of the room.

It’s a good thing you’re a fit man, because after that most wouldn’t have the energy to descend the keep and head for the gate. You may enjoy a romp or two, but murdering a woman’s husband just to bed her is a bit too far. You’ve got to make tracks before Elizabeth wakes. Fortunately, the ringer you just put her through should keep her exhausted and content, but you’re not taking any chances.

Time to get the fuck out of town!

The guards at the gate give you little trouble, evidently used to young men being ejected from the keep at odd hours of the day. Night has wrapped Port Ramman in a shroud only broken by the glow of windows as you race down the boardwalks, your footsteps drumming on wooden planks as you hurry towards the river that runs through the town and up into the jungle.

There await the docks from which the fishermen put out during the day to catch their wares. Most have been pulled in for the night, but one still bobs at anchor, the man who stands at the dock is in the midst of tying it off when you come up to him.

“Quick! How much for your boat?”

He lifts his head. Rangy hair half obscures his face, his tattered sailcloth pants only come up to his knees leaving long, thin legs on display. “Eh? My boat? Is not for sale.”

“Ten gold coins!”

His eyes widen at the sight of the gleaming gold in your hand. He slowly licks his lips, glancing again to your face. “...Twenty.”

“Sold!”

You slap the coins into his hand and fairly vault into the boat. The fisherman stares in awe at the glittering coins in his fist, likely more money than he’s ever seen in all his days. You pay him no mind, grabbing a paddle from the bottom of the boat and plunging it into the waters, hurrying the little vessel up the river and towards the jungle of the Emerald Shores.

The Snaking River


Tell Her No

“As ah… flattered as I am that you want to make me your… um, stud, I’ll have to say no.”

“Oh?” Elizabeth says with an amused look. “You seemed quite happy during dinner.”

“Well, yes. But that was before I knew getting more required murdering your husband.”

Elizabeth sighs, shaking her head. “Oh darling,” she says. “I thought you were much smarter than that.”

“Sorry,” you say.

“Don’t be. After all,” she says with a sly glance, her finger rising to the amulet about her throat. “I like dumb boys as well.”

She flicks the diamond.

It flashes, catching the light in a way that instantly draws your attention.

“What’s…”

“Isn’t it lovely?” Elizabeth says, idly toying with the diamond. Spinning it in her fingers. Flashing it. Teasing it and flicking it against the heaviness of her ample tits. “Just so pretty and sparkly.”

It is lovely. Especially against her immense breasts. You swallow hard, nodding, finding it strangely hard to look away. “Um, yeah. It’s uh… it’s…”

“So pretty?” she says, suddenly closer, her bust pressed against your bare chest. Mashed there. The softness accented by the hardness of her large nipples. Her necklace bouncing on her breasts. “So compelling? How it makes you want to just stare. Just watch. Just let my big breasts tell you what to do?”

“Um… I… Um…”

“Are you having trouble thinking, darling?”

“N-no! No trouble. I um… Um…”

“Now now, darling,” Elizabeth giggles, cupping her breasts in her arms, squeezing them, bouncing them. “You must tell me the truth. Are my big breasts and pretty diamond making it… hard to think? Especially with how… mmm… hard you are elsewhere.”

You gasp, groan as her free hand cups your bulge, fondling the heft of your cock through your pants.

“Mmm. I bet it’s so very hard to think, darling, when your poor cock is so hard. When you’re so focused on my big… bouncy… breasts. Darling? Are you paying attention?”

“Y-yes. Paying… um… attention. I uh…”

“Of course you are. My silly bull isn’t enthralled with my tits. Certainly not enchanted. Absolutely not falling for them. Being hypnotized by my big tits. His poor brain not melting. His poor will not receding. He’s absolutely in control. Absolutely not my puppet. Absolutely not a slave to my wonderful…

“Big…

“Perfect…

“Breasts…”

Your chest is heaving with every breath. Your eyes are glued to her soft, heavy tits. So near. So sheer. So close despite the thinness of her gown. You try and think through the haze of desire, but your thoughts are scrambled every time her hand moves against your bulge. Cups and squeezes your throbbing cock. Making you groan and pant.

“Oh darling, you are having trouble. It’s because of your cock, darling. Big bimbo studs always have so much trouble when their cocks are needing to fuck a soft, bouncy slut. Don’t you agree?”

“Ah… ah…”

“You know what would help you think?”

What, you want to ask? To beg. What? But your mouth stumbles over the words, fairly drooling as you watch her big tits bounce. Her diamond sparkle. Flash. Twirl.

“Big dicked studs,” Elizabeth coos, pressing against you again, her soft body so warm. So malleable. So perfect. “Have to cum.”

You nod eagerly. It makes so much sense. Yes. You’ll think better once you cum. Once your big balls are empty. Once you cum all the stress and lust and dumbness out into her. You just gotta cum for her. Cum for mistress. Cum for your big titted goddess.

“Attaboy,” Elizabeth smirks, reading your vapid face like a book. She eases back onto the bed, parting her legs, teasingly shedding the filmy gown to reveal her pale, wonderful, ample curves, her pussy glistening, her big tits so heavy on her chest, counterpoint to the wideness of her hips. “So come on, stud. Cum in your cow.”

You groan, lunging onto the bed. Elizabeth gasps, giggles as you bury your face between her wonderful breasts, kissing and licking them, adoring them with hands and lips.

And that’s nothing compared to when you start fucking her.

You moan as her velvety folds close around your cock. Tighten. Massage you as you frantically thrust into her. Panting. Moaning. Submitting to the sweetness of her pussy.

But even that ecstasy, even that pleasure, is so minor compared to the joy of watching her big tits bounce with every one of your thrusts

“Yes! Yes!” Elizabeth moans. “Oh good boy! Good boy! That’s it… mnnn! That’s it. Fuck me, stud. Give me your cock! Give it to mistress. Give it to me! Ooooh! What’s the ah… matter? Can’t you look away? Can’t you stop admiring my tits?”

“Noooo,” you moan as you pound into her softness, moaning as her breasts bounce in your face, slapping you. Her necklace flashes. Glitters. As your head swims and whirls and squishes under the power of her tits.

She giggles. “Silly! Of course not. Stupid boys can’t… ah… can’t resist! You’re just my titslave. My mmmm! Boobie bimbo. My big dicked stud! So dumb. So… oooooh! So silly!”

Are you? You must be. She said so. You gotta be. Gotta be her stud. Gotta be her bimbo. Her brainless titslave. Her fucktoy. Hers. Hers.

“Do you love me?”

“Yessss,” you moan.

“Do you love my breasts?”

“Yessss!” you cry louder.

“Then cum, slave. Cum, bimbo. Cum my handsome… ah… bimbo… beauuuuu!”

“Yesssss!” you wail as you hilt within her, plunge into her depths, moan with purest, perfect pleasure as you pump your hot seed into her clutching cunny. Feeling her massage and squeeze your cock. You shudder, moaning, your thoughts tumbling, melting, soft and goopy as honey. Your eyes riveted to her bouncing breasts.

Breasts that welcome you as you collapse atop her, face buried between those perfect, buxom orbs, your soft moan nearly swallowed by her titflesh.

Gentle hands cup your face, tilt it up to face mistress. Lovely mistress. Perfect mistress. “Who’s my stud?” she purrs.

Oh! You know this one. You smile dimly, eyes glazed, mind awash with wonderful obedience. “Meeee,” you say.

Elizabeth chuckles throatily, pats your cheek. “Good boy.”

Bimbo Beau


Of Course!

Pleasuring a woman in front of her oblivious octogenarian husband is one thing. Murdering him to marry her? What could be hotter!

Your cock certainly agrees, swelling against your pants in an unmistakeable bulge. You may have come to the Emerald Shores to find a lost city, but a governorship, with the added bonus of getting to fuck this gorgeous milf every night?

Easy choice.

“Elizabeth,” you breathe. “You are one wicked bitch. And,” you add, squeezing her against you, mashing her tits to your firm chest as you smirk down at her, “that, my dear, is what I love about you.”

Her face fairly glows at your words. “Mmm. I knew I made the right choice,” she says, her voice a throaty drawl. “Oh darling, we’ll be so happy!”

“That we will,” you say. “And,” you add, your hands cupping her rear, suddenly lifting her up against you, “I have just the way to show it.”

“Oh!” Elizabeth gasps as you turn and toss her onto the bed. Her breasts bounce in a way that reaffirms your cock to a throbbing pillar as you move over her, a hand pressed beside her head, your other unlacing your pants, taking your shaft in your palm.

You kiss her, devouring her lips, relishing the way she moans, eagerly submitting her mouth to you. Her breasts heave, her hands shyly touching your firm chest, admiring you.

“Mmmm,” she moans into the kiss, even as your hand dips lower, drawing open the filmy nightgown she wears, parting it, allowing her plush curves the freedom of the open. She gasps as you palm her glorious tit, dipping your head and delicately kissing the dusky flesh surrounding her budding nipple.

“Oh g-gods,” she moans, panting, clutching the bedsheets as your tongue runs rings about that nipple, closing slowly upon the peak before your lips lock on it and give a low, long suck. “Mnnn! You… you tease!” she gasps.

“Should I stop?”

“Don’t you dare!” she says breathlessly.

You chuckle, resuming your torments of her sensitive breasts, making her whimper and gasp with every stroke of your tongue. Your teeth graze her plump nipple, making her cry out, buck, and as her hips rise, you sheathe your cock within her.

“Mmmmm!” Elizabeth moans, gasping as you leisurely fuck her, plunging your cock in and out of her sopping, twitching pussy. “Yes. Yes! Oh gods yessss! Fuck me, stud! Oh g-gods yes! Keep going! Keep fucking me my breeding bull! Yes! Yessss! Give me your cock! Give me your cum! Gods yes! Yes! Nnnnn!”

She cries out, shuddering as she cums around your pounding cock, her tender cunny clutching your shaft as you continue to saw in and out of her. Pleasuring her. Fucking her. Until, at last, you reach your limit, and with a roar, plunge yourself to the root within her, and cum!

“Yessss!” Elizabeth wails, shuddering as you stuff her with your cock, twitching as you fill her with your hot seed. Her own orgasm consumes her in a flash. Crying out, she arches beneath you, taking in every jolt of your cock with sharp, frantic gasps.

“Oh…” she moans, sinking beneath you, her ample chest heaving with the exertion of your mating. “Oh darling. That was…”

“Just the start,” you say, fondling her breasts, feeling your cock stir anew as you smirk. “Ready for round two?”

“Gods yes,” she gasps. “Give it to me, stud!”

She calls you many more names in the next few hours. Most are flattering. Some are a little hurtful. All have to do with your cock and the skills with which you use it. But there’s also your hands which fondle and mold. Your lips that kiss and suck. Your tongue that flicks and lathes. By the time you cum, groaning, filling Elizabeth with your thick seed again, she’s a moaning, panting wreck.

You collapse beside her, panting, your strong chest rising and falling with every heavy breath. You smirk as you feel Elizabeth roll against you, her soft breasts pressing onto you, her lips kissing your collarbone, throat, chin.

“Hmm…” you hum, looping an arm around her, pulling her to you, bending your neck and kissing her. “Did you enjoy that?” you say.

“Sooo much, darling,” Elizabeth croons, her eyes twinkling like the diamond on her necklace. “We’re going to be so happy together.”

“If every night is like this?” you say, chuckling. “I dare say so.”

Elizabeth giggles in agreement, the milf pressing another long kiss to your lips. The first of many.

This night, and more to come.

Governor


Bimbo Beau

There’s a trick you’ve learned when people are talking to you about boring things like taxes and affairs of state. Imagine Mistress’s big, bouncing tits, and suddenly the world is a much prettier place.

You smile vacantly in the big conference room where the governor (which is you, must remember that) holds court. Fortunately, the various dignitaries don’t bother actually addressing you anymore, but instead simply talk over you and to Mistress. Which is really smart of them, because you’re so dumb! Just a silly bimbo beau. Just handsome eye candy for Mistress. Lovely Mistress. Perfect, brilliant, pretty Mistress. You love Mistress so much. Whenever you think about her you get so hard and horny and silly. You shift in your uncomfortable clothing. You hate wearing it. You’d much rather go naked. Mistress agrees, but says you have to be clothed sometimes, and she’s always right.

“Don’t you agree, darling?”

Mistress’s voice snaps you back to the present. You realize the various officials are looking at you. “Yes!” you say, beaming at Mistress, with great effort keeping your eyes on her smiling face and not her wonderful breasts. “Exactly as you say. So ordered!”

Mistress’s approving nod turns your insides to warm jelly. “Well done, darling. Well, gentlemen, I believe that’s all the business for today. Now, if you’ll excuse us, the governor and I have business to discuss alone.”

Murmuring, the officials rise and file out. You barely notice, staring in starstruck adoration at Mistress’s beautiful face.

Once the door has slammed on the last one, Mistress turns to you, smirking. “My goodness, they were so boring, weren’t they?”

“Yes, Mistress,” you say, nodding.

“I know, darling. You could barely keep your eyes off my breasts.”

You flush, ashamed. “S-sorry Mistress…”

She giggles, bats your nose with her fan. “Oh, poor silly dear. Don’t worry, darling. I know how much trouble you have thinking of anything other than my big breasts. My wonderful, perfect tits.”

She hefts those impressive assets as she speaks, and your mind shuts down, enthralled by even the suggestions of admiring those orbs. You drool with worship of her tits, and Mistress smirks.

“Darling,” she purrs, rising from her chair, planting her foot on yours. She reaches down and grasps your tie, tugging it so your face is pulled an inch from her breasts. “You did so well today at the meeting. I think you deserve a reward.”

“M-mistress,” you pant, ogling how her breasts bounce. Wobble. Even her slightest breath making them straight her corset with a sound of creaking whalebone.

“Yes,” she purrs, tugging the laces of her top, letting them hiss through the holes, pushed aside by her tits yearning to be free. “And I know just what silly bimbo husbands love. They love to worship their brilliant, lovely wife’s big… perfect… mind numbing breasts!”

With her final word the last of the laces give way, spilling her massive breasts into the open air. At the same moment she tugs forward your tie, burying you between those perfect orbs.

And you’re in heaven.

You melt, lashes fluttering as you inhale her soft perfume. Moaning as you press loving kisses to her wobbly titflesh, cupping them with greedy hands, massaging them, adoring them. This is what you live for. This is what you were made for. To be this lovely beauty’s bimbo. To be her adoring stud.

“Mmmm!” Mistress moans as you kiss and adore her tits. “Good boy. Oh my stud, you spoil me! Having such an obedient boy toy can’t be good for me. You’ll make me get fat loving me so much.”

“Mmmmistresss…” you moan.

She chuckles, lazily climbing onto your lap, burying you deeper between her tits as she gently pets your head. “But that’s okay,” she coos, kissing your mindless brow, admiring your handsome, vacant face. “I don’t mind getting a little fat. Not when I have you to help me work off the pounds. Don’t I?”

To emphasise her point, she grinds her ass down on your bulge, making you whimper, pant, almost cumming on the spot.

She permits you to adore her tits for a few more minutes, your admiring hands molding them, massaging them, teasing the perfect, dusky nipples. At last, face slightly flushed, she rises, tugging you to your feet by your tie.

“Enough, darling. It’s time for your reward. Come.”

Reward?

You beam, following her with puppyish obedience, her breasts wobbling with the swing of her hips as she pulls you towards your bedroom.

You love Mistress’s rewards almost as much as you love Mistress.

And you’ll love her for the rest of your days.

Bad End
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Governor

You drum your fingers on the table, the sound beating into the councillors arranged about it. Governing is such a chore, but a necessary one. You pick up the newest sheaf of papers.

“...These are the tax receipts from the port authority?”

The harbourmaster, Lewin, starts. “Yes sir. Accounting for the new tariff hikes and the recent extension of the port, we’ve seen an increase in traffic.”

“Good. Then the merchants will pay a little more for handling of their goods.”

“They won’t like that.”

“No, but they’ll pay anyway.” Your eyes scan the men before you meaningfully, but your attention is on the weight in your pocket. You don’t have the patience for work today, but business is business. And Port Ramman is busy under your rule. None dare question your authority, despite some misgivings of how you came to your post. But if they don’t dare question you, they don’t even think of defying your wife. Elizabeth explained the function of her necklace to you, which made you wonder what would have happened if you’d refused her. Well, no matter now. You lay down the papers. “Any other new business?”

Heads shake almost in tandem.

You rise with sufficient grandeur. “Then I believe the meeting is adjourned. Dismissed.”

The various councillors hurriedly rise and file out, talking amongst themselves. You leave them to it, your mind on other matters. Again, you touch your pocket, grinning as you leave the room. Guards snap to attention as you pass, your jacket with shining epaulets swirling like a cape. Your quick stride soon brings you to your bedroom, and you give the door a knock.

“Yes?”

“Elizabeth? It’s me.”

“Darling! Please, come in!”

You push open the door to find you’ve arrived at the perfect time. Elizabeth is in the midst of undress, clad in only her lingerie and gazing into a full body mirror while two maids strain to pull shut her corset. At your arrival the two girls, beet red from their efforts, hastily cease, curtsying quickly.

Elizabeth cocks her head, her lips quirking in a smile. “Darling, how kind of you to come. Girls?” she says, glancing at her maids. “You are dismissed.”

Gratefully, the pair bow, retreating. They shoot you an admiring glance, giggling before vanishing out the door.

“Honestly,” Elizabeth sighs, rolling her eyes. “They become more incorrigible every day!”

“Should you fire them?”

“Ha!” she says, touching her ample chest. “Please, darling! There’s no need. I just need to… adjust them a little more. As they adjust my corset. But honestly,” she says, tugging on the strings, her breasts bouncing in the fabric confines. “This thing seems to shrink everyday! Or perhaps I’ve gotten bigger?”

“My dear,” you say, suddenly behind her, your arms looping around her front, cupping her breasts, making her gasp. “That merely means there’s more of you to love. And I could never regret that.”

“Oooooh,” Elizabeth moans as your hands squeeze her ample tits, molding those perfect, plump orbs. “You… mnnn… You always know just what to say.”

“Must be why you married me,” you whisper, kissing her neck, nibbling on her earlobe.

“Mnnn!” she gasps, rising to her tiptoes, panting. “D-damn you, darling. I just can’t be mad when your hands are involved.”

“Good. Because you’re so much lovelier when you’re in a good mood. And I have something that will surely put you in one.”

While one hand continues to tease and mold her ample tits, you reach into your pocket with the other, fetching out the small box. You hold it before her, pressing the clasp. It pops open, and she gasps.

Nestled on a velvet cushion are two teardrop diamond earrings, their facets shining in the light. “Oh darling, they’re beautiful!”

“And will only make you more so,” you say, shutting the box and pressing it into her hand. “A perfect match for your necklace.”

Elizabeth strokes the box with her thumb, then suddenly turns in your arms and presses a kiss to your lips. You return it with alacrity, your tongue teasing entrance before pushing past her lips and into her mouth, kissing her with a hunger she reciprocates willingly. She breaks the kiss, panting, her face flushed and smile giddy.

“I love you,” she gasps.

“And I love you,” you return. “Here,” you say, hooking your arms under her rump, lifting her off her feet and against you. “Let me show you.”

She gasps, laughing and clinging to you as you carry her to the bed. You lay her out beneath you, pushing against her, kissing her anew. She moans as you tug away her corset, unveiling her plush, bountiful breasts, moaning as your palm captures one of those glorious orbs, squeezing and massaging it.

“Mnnnn!” she moans beneath you. “You do love my breasts, darling.”

“I love all of you. But I do have a weakness.” Keeping your eyes locked with hers, you tilt your head, kissing her sensitive titflesh, every kiss making her gasp, hips buck, until at last you reach a thick nipple. Your tongue traces rings around it, making her whine, her breath hitching.

“Stop teasing me, damn you!” she moans.

“Hmm. As you wish,” you say, and take her peak between your lips, grazing it with your teeth.

“Nnnn!” Elizabeth moans, clutching the blankets, fisting them tightly. “Yessss! Oh gods… Darling, that’s it! Mm! Suckle my big tits, dear. Oh gods yes. Yesss! Oh baby, that’s it. Gods, they’re… ah… so sensitive.”

You know. Experience has taught you exactly how to make her gasp and squeal. What she adores. How to bring her to the brink of orgasm with only her breasts and your lips. And you do love to tease her. She’d been so pent up after years with her husband. So full of passion and desire. You can still feel the scratch marks on your back from those first nights of lovemaking.

You pull open your pants, filling your palm with your cock, stroking yourself to full mast. You need little prompting. The sight of her flushed face and needy eyes as you play with her immense breasts is more than enough. You hook a hand in her undergarments, tug them down, revealing her steaming pussy.

“Oh gods,” Elizabeth pants. “Darling… please… I need it.”

“I know, love,” you say. “And you have it.”

She cries out in hot pleasure as you fill her, cumming instantly, her inner walls squeezing your cock as you push inside her. You groan, beginning to thrust, pounding her into the bed. Fucking her with long, heavy strokes.

“Yes! Yes!” she gasps. “Darling! Ooooh darling! I love you. I love you!”

“Elizabeth. Gods. You’re so good. So tight. Fuck…”

“Yes… Yes! Darling! Please! Fuck me! Make me cum! Make me cum for you. Oh darling… Darling yes. Yes! Yesssss!”

Her voice rises again, her peak racing through her, consuming her in a high of pure pleasure. You groan, burying your cock in her, your whole body tightening with the sudden surge of your orgasm. Tendrils of pleasure shocking you as you cum, pumping your seed into your busty beauty.

As you come down from that high, you sag onto the bed, gathering her softness in your arms, squeezing her against your chest.

“Mmmm…” Elizabeth moans, leaning up and kissing your chin. “Oh darling. That was… amazing…”

“Anything for you, dear,” you chuckle, smirking as you kiss her again.

You came to the Emerald Shores to find a lost civilization, but you found instead the love of your life. True, there was some murder mixed in, but as the sun sets across the Emerald Shores, the brilliant reds filtering through the great balcony, washing over your love’s blushing face as you begin to thrust anew, you knew you made the right choice.

End
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Governor’s Daughter

The funeral ball has been a smashing success.

You know you should feel bad for your father’s death, but honestly, you have a hard time even remembering the man. Of course, mommy has been very helpful in filling in the blanks. How he had abandoned you as a child, only for mommy to track you down and adopt you as her own. A tragic tale, and readily believed. After all, Governor Yeager was not a loved man.

In fact, if not for you, you doubt that anyone would have bothered coming to the funeral.

After all, you’re the toast of the realm, and more than a few eager mothers have been pressing their handsome sons on you. It might seem uncouth to do so at a funeral, but that would require someone to be mourning, and there’s assuredly little of that.

“Milady?”

You turn, finding Arphol, your mother’s butler, standing by. “Yes?” you say.

“Your mother is asking for you in the drawing room.”

Your heart soars, your eyes brighten. Mommy needs you? “Of course! Excuse me.”

You hurry from the ballroom in a whirl of fluttering skirts, ignoring the casket in the corner and the mourners around it, their eyes glued to your womanly figure as you hurry away. You sweep through the halls and to the drawing room, peeking inside.

Mommy is alone, sitting on a divan, her flowing dark gown only drawing more attention to the paleness of her breasts in her lowcut collar. You fairly drool at the sight of those ample orbs. You’re far from flat, but can barely hold a candle to the sheer grandeur of your mother’s chest.

Mommy’s eyes drift to the door, and your heart throbs when she smiles at the sight of you. “Darling,” she croons. “There you are. Come in,” she says, her fingers lazily toying with her necklace, and when you see that diamond flash in the candlelight you feel your thoughts ebb away. The void of perfect bliss fills you as the necklace glimmers and flashes. “And do shut the door.”

You obey, feeling like you’re floating on clouds. You hear the door shut behind you distantly. The lock clicks, and you’re crossing the room, smiling dimly, your eyes glazed with perfect subservience to the waiting woman. Mommy smiles wider, a sight that sends your heart fluttering and butterflies whirling in your stomach.

“Sit, darling,” she coos.

You obey, nestling in her lap, nuzzling against her breasts as you look adoringly into her face. “You called for me, mommy?” you say.

“Yes, darling,” mommy croons as she runs her fingers through your hair, pressing you against her enormous tits. You shudder, moaning in delight as you nuzzle those perfect pillows of femininity. “Did you enjoy yourself? Make lots of new friends?”

“So many, mommy!” you gush, beaming. “Lots of nobles want their sons to meet me! And so many are so cute!”

“Are they?” mommy says thoughtfully, tapping a finger against her smiling lips. “Mmm. Delightful. And, are you enjoying meeting them?”

“Absolutely, mommy!”

“Good, good. Honestly, darling, it’s been so long since we had people of good breeding in the fort. And now they just flock to see my pretty girl’s face. I bet they all want to just bend you over and fuck your pretty pussy.”

“Oh yes, mommy!” you say, nodding, nuzzling, fondling her big breasts with slavish adoration. “Some of the princes even proposed having fun in my bedroom without marrying me first!”

“Did they? How naughty of them. Handsome ones, darling?”

“Yes, mommy. I know how you like handsome ones.”

“Good girl,” mommy says, pressing your face deeper into her bust, her fingers unlacing the back of her dress. She sighs in relief as it falls open, spilling her engorged teats into the open, her dusky nipples so hard, so sensitive, so needy. But you don’t get to suckle as mommy pushes you deeper between her big breasts, your face buried in the soft darkness of her. Bliss washes through you like the warmth of the hearth, soothing you, making you so weak, so soft, so kittenish and mewling with pleasure as you wriggle in delight.

“And of course,” mommy says as you surrender to her big breasts, her voice vibrating through the great swells of her tits, her hands petting you, teasing open your own gown, grasping your own firm, youthful breasts. “You’ll bring them to me first, won’t you darling? So they can watch mommy’s pretty necklace? So they can get all dumb and silly? So mommy can have her fun, and make sure that they’re good enough for my daughter. After all, she deserves only the… mmm… most virile… strongest… richest young men to court her.”

“Mmmmm…” you moan, nodding, your eyelids drooping as you sink into obedience, your mind drifting on clouds of bliss. Your body putty in her hand. Your mind to mold and command.

“Mmm. Good girl. After all, I can’t have my baby girl being given to just anyone. Isn’t that right?”

“Nooooo,” you moan.

“That’s a good girl. A good, silly girl. You love your mommy so much, don’t you? You just can’t help it. Can’t help but be her obedient girl. Her silly slave. Her tit slave.”

You shake your head, giggling. She’s so right! You’re far too dumb to think for yourself. Good thing mommy can do all the thinking for you.

“Good girl. Now, I think it’s time for a treat.”

A treat? You perk up as mommy pushes you onto the side of the divan. She stretches out, one leg lifted, her hand teasing up her gown. You’re drooling by the time she’s revealed the velvety folds of her pussy.

“Come, darling. Give mommy’s pussy a lick.”

“Thank you, mommy,” you moan, crawling between her thighs, adoringly licking at her tight cunny, your eyes swimming with adoration as you obediently lap and lick and serve her like a good girl. A good slave. A good, bimbo, obedient daughter. Your eyes are vague, glassy as you lap at mommy’s pussy. Her obedient slave. Her mindless bimbo.

And you can’t wait to have your husband join you in serving mommy forever and ever and ever…

Bad End
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The Snaking River
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The need to get the fuck out of Port Ramman were undeniable. Likewise, the river offered your only real choice for escaping the honeytrap that was Elizabeth’s arms.

That said, it soon becomes apparent that problems still exist.

After several hours of paddling against the current your arms are exhausted. Added to that, you’ve not slept since the ship, and it is late. Your labours weigh on you, your muscles burning with exhaustion as you push your boat up the twisting stream. The jungle’s trees loom overhead, casting down vines and creepers like nooses from the gibbet as you push onward. Animals howl and branches creak under the steps of beasts and other things. Eyes wink among the shadows as if daring you to land.

Eventually, you have no choice. Your arms feel like they’re ready to fall off, forcing you to change direction, paddling towards the shore. But you’re not ready to try for land in your condition. You spy a tree leaning over the waters, its tangled limbs stretching out like groping arms, roots plunging into the river from an eroded bank. You paddle to its side and fetch the rope from the bottom of the boat, tying it off to a thick root. Your boat drifts a moment, then settles, anchored to the tree, bumping the roots as the river courses beneath you.

You let out a sigh and ease back into the bottom of the little boat. You’re sure you’ve evaded Elizabeth’s guards for now. The odds they’ll venture into the jungle in the middle of the night is low. More likely they’ll comb the town first. After all, only a moron would venture into the Emerald Shores with just a boat and the clothes on their back. Well, who’s a moron now!

…That came out wrong. But fuck it. You’re tired, your eyes so heavy that almost as soon as you lie down, you’re asleep.

And dreaming.

It’s a familiar dream. One you’ve had many times since discovering that map in the library of the university. A dream of a fallen city, its ruins choked with vines and jungle, but its grandeur still evident. A pyramidal temple looms above it all, powerful and great. You climb the cracked steps to a doorway half obscured with greenery. Into the dark you go, and before you flashes a light.

This is new, you observe abstractly. A podium rises in the middle of the temple, and upon it is a velvet cushion. Two emeralds gleam atop it, their facets shining as brightly as Elizabeth’s necklace. So pretty. So sparkly.

So.

So…

Lovely.

You’re walking into the room, staring at those shining gems. Watching them sparkle and shine before your eager eyes. Glitter and sparkle. You blink slowly in your dreams, your head so heavy and full of soft adoration. Such wonderful gems. Have you ever seen anything so lovely? Of course not. Such treasures should be held in awe. In worship.

In utter obedience.

It’s a strange thought, but so true. So very true. Your mind wallows, sinking deeper into adoration of those two perfect gems. How their cut seems to make them spiral. Slowly swirl before you. Drawing you deeper into them.

Deeper.

Deeper.

Deeper into dreams of obedience. Of obeying.

Obeying is good.

Obey the gems.

Obey the eyes.

Obey.

Obey.

The world suddenly rocks. Water splashes on your face. You start, waking up.

Or, you think you have. Because those two emeralds still glow before you.

Now, however, you see they’re a pair of eyes attached to a lovely face, which is in turn attached to a woman’s upper body, which ends in long serpentine coils wrapped about the branches above you.

You and the lamia stare at each other for a stunned moment. Then, she smiles.

“Hello, sssssweet thing,” she purrs.

You scream, jolting to your feet, causing the lamia to rear backwards, hissing. Some of her coils droop down onto the gunwale of the boat. It was they that caused it to rock and the water to splash on your face, awakening you from your dreams. But even though you’re awake, you’re not totally there. You stagger in the uncertain footing of the boat, your arms and head feeling heavy and woolen. You blink the sleep from your eyes as the lamia sways, tightening her hold on the large branch.

Now that you’re awake, you get a better look at her. She’s lovely, dressed in nothing but her skin and scales, her breasts full and firm, her hair as gloriously green as her eyes. She smiles, her eyes lidded, glowing softly, and you catch a hint of fang in that mouth.

“Wh-who are you? What do you want?” you demand.

“Me? I am Magla, and I sssshould be asssking you what you’re doing here. Thissss issss my territory, and you are tressspasssing.”

“But… but I’m still on the river.”

“Anchored to my tree,” the lamia observes. “But I am willing to forgive. Provided you look into my eyesssss…”

You feel again the compulsion of her gaze, trying to pull you into her swirling eyes.

Wait

Parlay

Attack

Seduce

Potion of Feminine Beauty

Potion of Bestial Might


Parlay

“L-look,” you say, keeping your eyes lowered from hers, though this just means you end up staring at her perfect tits. “We don’t uh… I didn’t mean to trespass. I’d be glad to… to make amends.”

“Would you now?” she purrs.

“As long as it keeps my mind free.”

She pouts. “Hmm. Sssspoil ssssport. But…” she muses, tapping her chin. “Perhapssss… there issss ssssomething you can do for me…”

“What?” you say.

The lamia’s coils slither around the branch as she adjusts her position, arms crossed beneath her generous breasts as she appraises you, smirking with amusement. “Mmm. It ssssseemsss to me we might be able to help each other. You have need of passage up my river, and I have a… sssshall we ssssay, problem.”

“What problem?”

“There’ssss a tribe of goblin maidssss who have… taken ssssomething of mine. Sssssomething quite valuable. It would be of great benefit to me if you were to retrieve it.”

“And… if I say no?” you say.

“Hmm. Then I ssshall sssssink your little boat, and you can try and find your way ahead alone. How doesssss that ssssound?”

You glance at the jungle. You’re still quite far from where the map said you should start moving inland. If the lamia does sink your boat, you’ll be in a spot. On the other hand, if you do as she says, encountering a village of goblin girls is liable to be even more dangerous than battling the lamia herself.

Go for the Goblins

Refuse the Lamia


Attack

You’ve had a rough day. You’ve been teased by a catwitch, hypnotized by a sorceress, and just spent the last several hours rowing your arms to exhaustion up a fucking river. You have no patience for snake women or the games they play.

You reach to your side, drawing your sword in a single swift motion. “Back!” you cry, bringing your blade about, flourishing it with a flash of silver. “Back, monster!”

The lamia smirks, her eyes narrowing.

And her tail flips the boat.

One moment you’re standing on guard, the next you’re in the freezing river. You gasp, which proves a serious mistake as you take a mouthful of water. You convulse, coughing as you desperately try and swim for the surface, but even as you tumble underwater, something wraps about your waist. You grab hold of it on instinct, which proves a mistake as more of it twists around you, pinning your arms against your sides as you’re hauled into the open air.

“My my!” Magla croons as she lifts your coughing body out of the river, her coils lazily tightening around you, squeezing the water from you. “Such rudeness! I do hope the river has managed to cool you off.”

“R-release me!” you gasp.

“Now why would I to that? Especially when you’re liable to do ssssomething ssssooo ssssssilly…”

You blink, dazed. For a moment you forget not to look into her eyes, and before you can remember, those glowing greens captivate you. Whether from the sudden dunk in the river, or if Magla had already primed you in your dreams with her sibilant cooing, you freeze, staring into those eyes, feeling your free will melt like an ice cube in the desert.

“Who issss ssssilly,” the lamia coos.

“M-me,” you find yourself saying.

“That’ssss right! Good boy.”

You tingle with pleasure at her praise, even as your pride howls against it. But that’s such a small noise. So easily ignored as you stare into the shining green eyes. Feel her emerald coils lazily tighten around you, holding you so securely, so perfectly.

“And you know what good boyssss get?” the lamia coos, drawing you closer.

“Wh-what?” you gasp, heart pounding with anticipation. What? What is it good boys get?

“They get kisssssssesssss…”

She leans in suddenly, pressing her lips to yours. You gasp, moaning, melting in her coils as her lips move against yours. As her fangs brush your lips.

As her venom drips into your mouth, tingling on your tongue. Spreading fire through your veins, and a throbbing in your cock.

You groan weakly, your lashes fluttering as you feel your cock stiffen in your pants, pulsing with desire. A desire that only serves to drown you further in the emerald eyes of the lamia as they continue to spin and glow. As her kiss continues to press you down. As her coils rub and flex around you. As her hand teases down you, her fingers rubbing your bulge.

Teasing open your pants.

Drawing your shaft out and into her hand.

“Mmmm. Do you want me?” she coos.

“Y-yes,” you moan as she begins to stroke you.

“Do you need me?”

“Yes!”

“Do you want to cum for me like a good bimbo? A good slave? A sssssilly, mindlessss toy?”

“Yessss!” you moan, frantically rutting in her grasp, panting and whimpering as her hand pumps your cock.

“Do you want to cum your ssssilly brains out for me? Sssssquirt all thosssse ssssilly memoriesssss away?”

“Yes! Please! G-gods yesssss!”

The lamia hisses with amusement, her forked tongue flicking against your cheek as her hand speeds up, her thumb rubbing the tip of your cock, teasing circles swirling about the head. “Then cum, ssssweetling. Cum, my ssssilly bimbo. Cum for missstresss. Cum. Cum!”

“C-cummmiiiiing!” you cry out, bucking, moaning, your cock twitching as it pulses. Your orgasm so good. So hot. Your mind blanking with the intensity of your pleasure, your eyes glazing as you sag in the coils of the lamia, whimpering and panting.

And into the emptiness of your mind pours in the green eyes of the lamia. Twisting your thoughts, erasing your memories. Replacing them with the pleasure of obedience. With how much you love your mistress. Adore her. Worship her. How good it is to serve your mistress like the good bimbo you are. The handsome, dumb bimbo. Your thoughts all for mistress. All for her.

“Mistress… mistress… love… love mistress,” you whimper, panting, eyes dim, glowing a soft green as you gaze up at her face with utter adoration.

The lamia smirks, licking her lips. “Mmm. That’ssss right. Good sssslave.” Her coils flex around you possessively. “We’re going to have sssssso much fun...”

Slave of the Serpent


Wait

You tense, watching the lamia, though careful not to meet her eyes, waiting for her to strike as her coils whisper and hiss as they slither along the thick branch that holds her up. You widen your stance as the boat shifts under you.

“Are you sssstaring at my breassstsss, human?”

“Huh?” you say, your eyes instantly drawn to those firm, shapely orbs.

“Mmm. They are quite… fasssscinating, aren’t they?” she croons, crossing her arms under her breasts, lifting them, dropping them, causing them to bounce tantalizingly. “Sssssoooo firm. Sssssoooo ssssucculent…”

You swallow hard. You’ve always considered yourself a bit of a breast man. There’s just something about a woman’s perfect tits that gets your pulse quickening, and the display the lamia is putting on is making your pants conspicuously tight. You lick your lips nervously. “I um…”

“There’ssss no need to lie,” Magla purrs. “I know ssssilly humanssss love my breassstssss. All mammalsssss do. They’re just sssso firm. Sssso big. Sssso perfect. Aren’t they perfect?”

“Yes,” you say before thinking. You blink rapidly, trying to focus. “W-wait, I mean…”

“I think we both know what you meant, human. Don’t worry. I won’t tell a sssssoul how much you adore my big breasssstssss. How much you love to watch them bounce. Sssssway. How you love to sssstare and ssssubmit to my perfect, mind melting breasts…”

You’re starting to get worried. Not about how compelling and amazing her breasts are. But about how you should be worried about that. Why aren’t you? Isn’t it… isn’t it something to be worried about? Shouldn’t you be concerned that you can’t stop staring at her breasts? Watching them bounce? Sway?

“Do you like my breasssstssss?”

“Y-yes,” you say, unable to deny it.

“Good boy. Issssn’t it ssssso nice to be honesssst?”

It is nice. You smile a little, relaxing. Being honest is so refreshing. And being called a good boy is wonderful too.

“Would you like to get a… closssser look?”

“Yeah,” you murmur, watching her tits.

Magla smiles, and you have a brief moment of wondering why before her coils, which had been slithering into the boat, suddenly tighten around your legs and wrench them out from under you.

“Hey!” you cry, flailing as you’re pulled deeper into winding coils. “L-let go of me!”

“Now why would I do that? Esssspecially when you sssseem to like it ssssso much.”

You wriggle, trying to struggle, but her winding coils are like steel cables, tightening around your legs. Hauling you into the air.

And then, suddenly, you stop struggling, for you see where she’s bringing you. You see her firm breasts fill your vision. Those perfect orbs just waiting for you.

“That’ssss it,” the lamia croons. “Jusssst sssstop sssstruggling. Jussssst give in.”

Your eyelids droop. A soft, shuddering gasp escapes you as her coils tighten further around you, pinning your arms to your sides as her breasts fill your vision.

“Kissss them, sssslave.”

You could object to being called that, but it makes you tingle with delight. And besides, your lips are already pressing an adoring kiss to her big, perfect breasts.

“Worsssship them, ssssslut.”

You do. Kissing them more eagerly. Her mounds heave before your eyes with her deepening breath, her nipple coming into range, and eagerly you wrap your lips around that pleasant nub and give an adoring suck.

“Mmmm,” the lamia purrs. “Jusssst like that. Good sssslave. Good sssslut…”

You don’t even mind being called that now. Not when her breast is in your mouth. Not when you can moan and suckle, tingle and lick her firm nipples, your teeth grazing that tender nub, the lamia’s breath hitching, her voice lowering into a sibilant hiss as you adore her perky nipple.

“Yessss! Right there. Oh, good sssslave. Sssssuch a good sssslave for missstresss. Adore my breassstsss. Obey them. Obey them like the good bimbo you are. Jusssst let your mind melt. Let it flutter away. Forget everything but thessse breasssstsss. How good it issss to sssserve them…”

You moan, feeling your thoughts ooze away. Dripping from you. Melting like ice under the warm sun. Your thoughts turning to mush. Your mind oozing. Sloshing.

All for mistress.

Lovely mistress.

Her coils flex, opening just a bit, and you whimper as you feel her finger stroke your bulge. You moan, lashes fluttering as her fingers undo your belt, freeing your cock into the warm jungle air, your twitching length resting on her palm like some stolen treasure.

“Yesssss,” mistress purrs. “That’ssss what I like to ssssee. A good boy who only thinkssss with their ssssilly cock. You do, don’t you? All your poor mind issss wrapped up in this cock. All your thoughtsss contained in it. Why, if I ssstroke it, I bet you jusssst get ssssso ssssilly.”

“Yesssss,” you moan, shuddering as she pumps your cock.

“And if you cum, why, I sssussspect it’d drain your mind utterly, wouldn’t it?”

“Yessss!” you whine, nodding, agreeing, knowing she’s saying the truth. That all your mind is bound up in your cock. All your thoughts are in your aching balls. That if you cum, you’ll lose it all. Lose your mind. Lose your silly bimbo brain.

And you should be worried about that, but nothing is breaching the haze of pure, carnal need aching through you as she rubs your throbbing cock.

“Want to cum, sssslave? Want to cum for missstresss? Cum your brainssss out?”

“Yessss!” you wail in pure need. “Please! Mistress! Pleeeease!”

“Alright, darling,” she purrs into your ear. “Cum. Cum for missstresss.”

“Oooooh!” you moan as the pressure is released. As your whole body shudders, your orgasm pumping your cum into the coursing river. Your mind. Your free will as you drown in the glowing green of mistress’s eyes. Her wonderful eyes. Filling you with emptiness. With mindlessness. With her.

Only her.

Your perfect serpent mistress.

Slave of the Serpent


Potion of Feminine Beauty

Your fingers fumble for your belt, pulling out the pink potion. You pop the cap and down it in one gulp.

“What wasssss…” The lamia trails off, her eyes widening as you moan, and certain undeniable changes take place.

Such as your shirt suddenly ballooning with a pair of swelling tits.

Your ass plumping with a perfect bubble butt.

Your face softening, build slimming until you stand, swaying, no longer a man, but a lovely woman in the boat.

“Well,” the lamia says, smiling brighter. “Issssn’t that interessssting.”

“Wh… ah!” you gasp as her coils suddenly scoop you up, wrapping about you and dragging you into the air. You struggle, but even with a man’s strength you doubt you could have broken the steely strength of those coils as they tighten around you in a sudden grip, squeezing you until your breath gasps, your eyes popping open.

And transfixed by the lamia’s emerald eyes.

“That’sssss it,” she coos, the light of her gaze glowing. Pulsing. Drowning your thoughts in a sea of green. “Jussssst relaaaaax. Jussssst give innnn…”

“N-no,” you whisper, but it’s a small sound. A mousy squeak from the poor prey caught in the adder’s grasp.

“Yesssss,” the lamia purrs, her eyes pulsing slowly. Swirling. Drowning you. “Jussst give in. You don’t want to fight. You want to sssstare. You want to forget. Your want… to… ssssserve…”

“No…” you whisper, the sound even smaller. Weaker. Whimpering as you feel your thoughts grow heavy and hazy. Dissolve like sand, slipping through your grasp as you try and focus on them.

“You want to be a woman. A pretty girl. My pretty sssslave. You’ve always been thissss.”

“A-always?” you say, stumbling over the word, knowing it’s wrong, but feeling it’s so right.

“Of coursssse. Here,” she hisses, loosening her coils just enough you can free your arms. “Touch your sssssoft breasssstssss…”

Your hands shake, compelled to obey. You gasp as your fingers grasp your plump tits, eliciting a soft moan.

“Aren’t they wonderful? Aren’t they… sssspectacular? Masssage them, sssslave. Feel how ssssenssssitive they are.”

“Ooooh,” you moan softly as you knead your plump teats, feeling how sensitive they are. How tender. How every touch of your fingers sends pleasure sparking through you. “Soooo gooood…”

“Of coursssse, sssssweetling. They are ssssso ssssoft. Ssssso ssssensssitive. Why, when you’re playing with them, you can’t think of anything elsssssse. Can you?”

“Nooooo,” you moan, rubbing your tits, mashing them together, squeezing them and panting and whimpering as you gaze into the lamia’s spinning green eyes, feeling your thoughts swirl and mix, your head filled with the certainty of her sibilant tones.

“Of coursssse not. And when your pretty pusssssy issss played with, I bet you get even sssssillier, don’t you?”

“Wh-mnnnn!” you moan as you suddenly feel the tip of her tail slide between your legs, rubbing your tender pussy through your pants. Oh gods! You’re so sensitive. It’s all you can do not to cum like a slut from the slightest pressure on those tender lower lips.

“Aw. Doesssss ssssomeone like that?” the lamia croons.

“I… ah… I…”

“You do know what ssssort of girl enjoysss being played with like a sssssilly sssslut, don’t you?”

“Wh… what?” you gasp, fairly quivering in anticipation for her to tell you. To answer that desperate question.

“It issss,” she purrs, leaning in closer, her eyes devouring your world, their green light washing your face in their hues, “a ssssimple… mindlesssss… brainlesssss… ssssslave.”

You whimper, pant, your hands frantically massaging your breasts, thumbs rubbing your tender nipples as the lamia rubs your dripping pussy. She’s right. She’s so right. Only a mindless slave would get off so easily. Only a brainless bimbo would enjoy this so much. Only a silly, stupid, slut would be so close to cumming. So close to squirting. So close to… to…

“Cum,” she purrs.

You cry out, arching in her coils, your breasts quivering as your thighs tighten with your shameful orgasm, cumming in your pants like some twopenny whore. Pleasure pounds through you, your mind so weak it can’t process the sheer intensity of your experience.

“Look into my eyessss,” the lamia hisses.

You do. In your orgasmic state, riding the wave of your climax, your mind is bare, helpless, and drowns in the green sea of her power. You grow limp, your jaw slack as her gaze devours yours. As you sink deeper under her command. Her domination.

Her power.

The lamia smirks at your vacant face, and you smile in automatic mimicry of her joy. “Good slave.”

You moan. Yes. You’re a good slave. Good slave for mistress.

Good slave.

Good slut for the lamia.

Lamia’s Bimbo


Potion of Bestial Might

You don’t like the odds of being in a boat with a lamia looming over you.

But you’ve got something to change that.

You reach for your belt, grabbing the green potions that faintly glows.

“Oh my! What’s that?”

The lamia’s tail suddenly snakes out, plucking the bottle from your hand. “H-hey!” you cry as the serpent woman tugs it out of reach. “Give that back!”

“Or what?” the lamia giggles, bringing the potion level with her face. She deposits the green bottle in her hand, eying the swirling colours. “Mmm. What’s this do?”

“N-nothing!”

“Then, you won’t mind if I drink it?”

“Um…”

You wince as the lamia pops the cap, smirking at you as she downs the potion. She gasps, her eyes widening, her pupils slitting and glowing.

Oh.

That can’t be good.

“Mnnnnn!” the lamia moans as her form begins to grow. Her coils thrash, thickening, her scales changing from the lime green to inky black. Her chest swells, breasts engorging. The branch she dangles from creaks under the sudden strain of her weight before, with an ear-splitting crack, it breaks, dumping the lamia in the river. You fall to your knees, clinging the to bottom of the boat as she thrashes in the water, threatening to send your boat toppling.

Calm suddenly falls.

Warily, you peek into the river.

A shadow rises from the depths. Surfaces. You scramble back as the lamia rises before you, changed. She’s bigger than a house, her serpentine coils hissing through the dark water. Her hair has melded together into a massive cobra hood, framing her stunningly beautiful face. Four eyes of glowing, poisonous green look down at you, her lips widening in a fanged smile. Four arms stretch from her body, her scaled breasts as big as your boat.

“Wonderful,” the serpent woman hisses, her voice booming through the jungle, silencing all around her. “Gloriousssss! And it’ssss all thankssss to you.”

You yelp as she reaches down, carelessly plucking you from the boat. The giant serpent woman lifts you before her face, her four green eyes fixing on you, the power of them like an inferno.

“G-glad you liked it,” you stammer.

“I more than liked it, human. And asssss thankssss, I believe a reward issss in order.”

“Oh, uh, you don’t have to do that. But, um, if you insist, letting me down would be… be…”

Your eyes widen as she lifts you higher. Over her face. Her smiling mouth opens, revealing the dark depths within.

“No! No no no no!” you scream as her forked tongue snakes out, wrapping about your ankle. “Wait! Please! Not that! No! Please! Nooooo!”

You scream as she releases you, her tongue pulling you into her mouth. Her fangs snap shut, barely missing your head, trapping you in the darkness. Her breath is hot and spiced. Her tongue rolls you, tasting you. You struggle, wrestling it as best you can.

Then, she tilts back her head, and you’re sliding down.

Down.

Down into the endless gullet of her throat.

Magla gulps, swallowing you whole. She licks her lips with her forked tongue.

“Mmmm,” the lamia croons, patting her stomach where you’re in the midst of being dissolved. “Delectable.”

Bad End
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Go for the Goblins

You look at the bank, then back to the lamia perched on the branch, her eyes glowing faintly in the gloom. “Alright,” you say, holding up your hands. “Alright. Point taken. I’ll get your trinket back from the goblins, and you let me go on my way.”

“Mmm. Ssssmart boy,” Magla hisses. The boat rocks as her coils slither against it, pushing it towards the bank. You grimace at the sight, realizing she could have upended the boat at any time. You hop out onto the shore as the lamia slithers down from the branches, rearing up before you, her eyes glowing in the dark.

“There we go. Ssssee? That wassssn’t sssso hard.”

“Yeah?” you say. “Let’s see what the goblins are like before we start talking about difficulty.”

“Come now, don’t worry about that,” the lamia purrs, leaning over you, her finger stroking your chin, making you shiver in equal parts disquiet and desire. “Goblinssss jusssst love handssssome, brainlessss humansss. You’ll have no trouble getting in. Now, getting out?” she says with a fanged smirk. “That’ssss another sssstory.”

“Swell,” you say, already wondering if you made a very big mistake.

The Goblin Village


Slave of the Serpent

Every morning, you wake to the pleasures of obedience.

There’s many ways you can relish your utter servitude to mistress. For example, it makes you feel so obedient to clean mistress’s home, that ancient temple ruin lost in the jungles. Sweeping the stone floors while utterly naked, as mistress likes you.

It makes you feel so perfectly obedient to dump the remains of mistress’s meal out behind the temple among the other bones and waste, as mistress told you to.

It feels so gorgeously obedient to then arrange your mat in the middle of the room, kneel on it, and await mistress’s return from her hunting.

It can take hours sometimes, and if you get bored, mistress gave you some very simple instructions. You can stroke yourself, but you absolutely.

Positively.

Cannot.

Cum.

You try and hold off. Really, you do. Because you know if you start stroking your pretty bimbo cock, you won’t stop. You’ll just keep stroking yourself until you’re edging to the brink of madness. Pleasure building and building until you’re flushed and whimpering and panting, needing to cum so bad, but unable to disobey.

You know this.

But as you start thinking of mistress. Of her lovely coils. Her shining scales. Her perfect, glowing green eyes, you can’t help it. Your hand slides between your legs and grasps your aching cock. You gasp, whimpering, so sensitive, so hard.

At first you start slowly, trying to resist. Running your fingers up and down your cock, merely grazing your quivering shaft. But such teasing isn’t enough. It never is, and soon enough your hand has fully grasped your twitching manhood, and you’re stroking. Pumping your hand up and down your cock, your panting growing louder as pleasure builds. As your loins ache with the growing need within you. Hot, tense pleasure tightening in your body until you hit that peak. That point when you would normally feel that blessed relief.

Only to push past it. Plateauing, and still stroking yourself.

“Mnnnn,” you moan, frantically pumping your poor bimbo cock, moaning as you hover on the edge of bliss. On the edge of cumming. But no matter how hard you work your poor shaft, you can’t cum.

Not until mistress tells you to.

“Ah… ah…” you gasp, imagining mistress, perfect mistress, only makes your climax more promising. More delightful. More amazing and enthralling and so close you can fairly taste it.

But you can’t cum.

You need to. Need to so bad. Your arm aches as you continue to stroke yourself, but still it’s denied you. You whimper, your cock throbbing, your balls aching, but still you can’t push past it. Can’t cum. Not yet.

“Enjoying yourself, pet?”

You gasp, your skin so sensitive the mere brush of warm breath makes you twitch. You never even heard mistress return, but you can feel her forked tongue tease up your back, stroking your spine until you’re arching with the sensitive pleasure of her tongue. Her hands slide around you, into your lap, one grasping your throbbing bimbo shaft.

“Oh, poor thing. Look at how sensitive and swollen your poor cock is. Was darling trying to cum without permission?”

“M-mistress,” you moan as her hand joins yours, playing up and down your painfully sensitive cock, teasing that twitching shaft with lazy strokes of her hand.

“Don’t worry, slave. I know you can’t cum. Not without your lovely mistress saying so. Do you want to cum, pet? Do you want to cum for mistress like the silly bimbo you are?”

Her voice drills into your mind, drowning your thoughts with hot pleasure. You groan, discovering new heights of agonizing delights as her hand strokes your shaft, her thumb teasing the head of your cock, rubbing it until it aches with need. Your balls are so full. So tender. So needy.

“Mistress… mistress… please. Gotta… gotta cum. Mistress… gods… mistress… please… oh please…”

You’re babbling, moaning, but it’s all you can do. You hear her laugh, her tongue flick against your ear. Her coils shift, slither around you, draw you tight into her scaly embrace. “Mmm. You do sound earnest, slave. Do you really need to cum for me? Does your silly bimbo cock need release?”

“Please! Mistress! Yesssss!” you cry.

“Alright, sweetling. Cum for mistress.”

You cry out, shuddering as your whole-body releases. As sweet, molten pleasure pours through you, your cock twitching as you cum ropes of your pearly seed, sending it splattering across the stone floor of mistress’s home. You whimper, sagging limply, your mind blanked with the euphoria of orgasm.

“Mmmm. Good slave,” mistress coos, her tongue flicking your ear.

“Th-thank you, mistress,” you whimper.

“Of course, slave. Now, it seems you’ve dirtied my floor again. Be a dear and clean it up, won’t you?”

“Of course, mistress,” you say.

“And after,” she purrs, her finger gliding up your softened cock, making you shudder, your hyper-sensitive shaft twitching, stiffening, “you can buff my scales, and maybe even lick me out. Would you like that?”

“I can?” you gasp, fairly breathless with excitement.

“Only if you do a good job. Now, get to it.”

Eagerly, you set to work, getting out a rag and wiping up all the evidence of your orgasm, unable to keep the ditzy smile from your face. Licking out mistress and buffing her scales?

Isn’t she generous?

Bad End
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Lamia’s Bimbo

It feels much more liberating to be naked than clothed. Just one of the many discoveries you’ve made since becoming the lamia’s bimbo.

Another one is that you’re a great dancer.

It was a recent discovery, but one mistress was delighted in. As it turns out, your pretty curves are perfect for a bellydancer, something mistress has delighted in demonstrating to her friends. Today is another exhibition for you, and you know you must make a good impression.

You kneel on the floor, head bowed as mistress and her friends slither into the room. Naked but for some silk ribbons wrapped around your wrists, you shiver in delight, nipples stiffening as the lamias slither into positions about the ruined shrine. Their eyes gleam in the dark, the hole in the ceiling all the light allowed in, and it illuminates you like a spotlight.

One of the lamias put a flute to her lips and begins to play.

The sinuous noise seems to fill you. Carry you up off your knees. Your head is empty, perfect to be filled with the song of the lamias as you wind and swirl about the silk ribbons. Your perfect, plump breasts are on full display, nipples pierced with golden bells that chime with your movements, your arms swaying, your head swirling with the song.

The music carries you about the room, your hips swinging, your stomach undulating in a slow, sensuous dance. Your face smiles with obedient pleasure. With mindless bliss. Every time you see mistress’s green eyes glowing from the gloom your heart quickens and pussy moistens.

The glowing eyes of the other lamias pick at your attention as you slowly swing about, their attention growing ever more intent. Ever more fixed on your swaying hips and breasts. Their gaze thrills you, sending heat coiling in the hollow space beneath your stomach, your cunny clutching with an eagerness of pleasure.

The music goes on. You twist and dance, your breasts chiming with every movement. Your ribbons swirling about you like a haze of filmy cloth. Your slow, swinging dance brings you ever closer to mistress. Drawn like a magnet. Your breasts rising and falling with deepening breaths.

Mistress lazily rises, her own body swaying. Your mind is so tuned to her movement you almost stop in your tracks as her hypnotic swaying threatens to overwhelm you with but a glance. But you keep moving, your head emptying, your lust heating you until your skin flushes prettily.

Mistress hums, slowly twisting about you, joining the dance, her coils brushing your skin when you dance too close, making you gasp, shudder.

But that’s nothing compared to when her tail flicks out against your unprotected pussy.

“Ah!” you gasp, the sudden spark of sensitivity almost sending you to your knees. But you can’t stop. You keep dancing. Swaying. Hips rocking side to side with eager pleasure to please mistress.

Mistress smirks. The tip of her tail again flicks out, striking your bottom, making you whimper as the firm flesh thumps like a drum.

And all the while you dance.

All the while mistress winds around you, following your dancing, her eyes arresting your yours, never breaking, her green gaze drowning you in her control.

Your mouth soon goes slack, you head empty of anything. Only her will keeps you dancing. The power of her hypnotic gaze sending your hips swinging. The bells on your nipples chiming. Your pants and whimpers rasping. Your sweat gleaming across your skin.

Suddenly, the tune of the music rises in a climax, and mistress’s coils tighten around you.

You moan as your sensitive breasts are squeezed. As your body shudders, limp and helpless in the lamia’s clutches. Her eyes gleaming, wicked as she draws you to the floor, twisting over you, around you. Your legs are still free, and with lazy ease mistress parts them, baring your fluttering, naked pussy.

Mistress smirks, then leans in and runs her tongue along your gash.

“Ooooooh…” you moan softly, a singsong that matches the song of the flute perfectly as it falls to a lazy hum.

Again her tongue slides along your pussy. Again a hot, whimper of delight escapes your parted lips.

“Ah!”

Her tongue plays you like an instrument, your moans joining the piping of the flute delightfully. Your hips twitch, rocking, rubbing yourself against her delving tongue as you moan and whimper and gasp. Driven to heights of pleasure so quickly it’s almost embarrassing, if you didn’t know that was precisely mistress’s intention.

“Ah. Ah! Mnnnn! Mnnn!”

You can feel your climax nearing. Drawn closer by mistress’s teasing tongue. Stroking you towards that blessed climax. It follows the piping of the flute, your orgasm tuned to the height of the song. You gasp, moan, rocking, squirming like a rabbit in the coils of the lamia, pulled towards your peak by the tortuous strokes of her tongue. Closer.

Closer.

Closer.

“Mnnnnn!” you cry out, shuddering, your scream of pleasure pitched perfectly to the sudden, climactic trill of the flute. You convulse, bucking in her coils as your orgasm surges through you in a rush of hot pleasure.

You come down from your orgasm slowly, eased down by the falling tones of the flute and mistress’s wicked tongue. The lamia stretches over you, her green eyes glittering. “Well done, slave,” she purrs.

“Th-thank you, mistress,” you whimper.

She smirks, and kisses you. You moan, surrendering to her kiss, the bells in your nipples chiming. You distantly hear the other lamias moving, coiling about each other. Your orgasm was but the appetizer for their own serpentine orgy. You tingle with delight at the thought of having been so useful in your mistress’s pleasure.

One that is far from over. For as mistress leaves your lips, winding herself against another lamia, the two serpent woman kissing each other hungrily, stroking one another, their coils wrapping about each other and rubbing themselves to new heights of pleasure, one of mistress’s other guests wind about you, smirk down at you, her glowing eyes enthralling you as she presses your head into the velvety softness of her pussy.

With joy you get to work, for you are the entertainment here. Mistress’s lovely prize. Her slave for pleasure.

And you must never disappoint mistress.

Bad End
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Refuse the Lamia

You’re not this serpent bitch’s errand boy. You scowl up at her. “No deal,” you say.

“Mmm. Pity. Well, not really. Becausssse now I get to do, thissss!”

You yelp as the boat suddenly flips under your feet. You flail even as the dark waters rushes up to you, your splashing impact muffled as you go under.

The shock stuns you to the point you forget to try and swim for the first few seconds.

And by then, it’s too late.

The lamia’s coils twist around you like a massive, dark rope. Her gleaming scales are like steel cables twisting around you, lifting you helplessly out of the river like a waterlogged rat. You gasp, coughing up some water your accidentally swallowed.

“Look into my eyes.”

You catch yourself before you can obey, squeezing shut your eyes, feeling the intensity of the lamia’s gaze like a heat radiating against your face. “N-no!” you gasp.

“Oh really?”

Her coils suddenly tighten, squeezing you like a vice. You wheeze, your eyes popping open, feeling like they’re going to burst from your head.

But instead, they merely gaze into the spiralling green of the lamia’s eyes.

“Ah,” you gasp, feeling all the tension flow from you, even as Magla loosens her hold about you. “N-no…”

“Yessss,” she breathes, leaning in closer, the glow of her eyes washing over your slackening face. “Oh yesssss.”

Your mind scrabbles for your thoughts, even as they drip through your grasp like water through a sieve. You can feel your mind emptying, and you’d be horrified if it didn’t feel so good.

In fact, the sensation of the utter void of thought is strangely appealing. It fills you with a warmth that makes your head tilt back, your eyes growing dimmer and dimmer, glazing, reflecting the green light of Magla’s eyes as she drives you deeper into her trance.

“Yesssss. That’ssss it. Don’t fight it, ssssilly bimbo. Don’t sssstruggle. The mind issss ssssuch a terrible thing to wassste. Ssssso let’sss not. Let’sss let your mind jusssst… relaaaaaax…”

You moan, the only thing you’re capable of. Your mind melts with such ease you would almost be ashamed if you didn’t feel so good submitting to the lamia. Feeling your body grow limp, helpless in the serpent woman’s grasp.

“Who’ssss my bimbo?” she coos.

“Meeeee,” you moan.

“Do you love being my brainlessss sssslave?”

“Yesssss,” you groan.

“Of coursssse,” she croons, her coils lazily flexing about you, massaging you, squeezing your body and mind as if wringing a damp cloth. “Sssslavessss love being obedient to misssstresss. And you love misssstressss. Don’t you?”

“Yes,” you groan. “Love mistress… love you… love obeying mistress… love… um… love… love you. Be a good bimbo… good… good bimbo…”

Magla chuckles, her eyes spinning with greater intensity, drowning you in the glowing green spirals. “Good boy,” she croons. “We’re going to have ssssso much fun…”

Slave of the Serpent


Seduce

“I could do that,” you say, making damn sure it’s the last thing you do. “But consider what else I could do for you.”

“Ssssuch asss?” Magla says.

“Well, I don’t know if you noticed,” you say while staring at a knothole in the tree. “But you’re a devastatingly lovely woman.”

“Hmm. It had crossssed my mind,” the lamia purrs.

“And as such a beautiful woman, it goes without saying that any man would feel honoured for the privilege of pleasuring you.”

“True. True. Doessss that mean you’re ssssuch a man?”

“I’d like to prove it.”

“Hmmm…” Magla purrs. “Then, I ssssuggesssst you disssspenssse with thossse ragssss. I’d like to ssssee what I have to work with.”

“These aren’t rags. I paid a lot of money for these clothes.”

“Perhapssss. But I think you’d look much better without them.”

Well, fair enough. You have to agree, and you do think you’ve got a pretty impressive build. You strip away your clothes, your hands lingering on your belt and its sheathed sword before letting them fall with a clink to the bottom of the boat. You’ve chosen this path. Best to follow through.

You can feel the lamia’s eyes run up and down your form with approval. “Mmm,” the serpent woman hisses softly, her gaze lingering on your stiffened cock. “Not bad. Not bad at all. But, it might be difficult for your to sssserve from over there…”

You force yourself not to flinch, or even mover, as the lamia’s coils rise out of the waters and wrap around you, the sensation of her smooth scales rubbing your naked skin delightful and strange at the same time. She picks you out of the boat, her scales glimmering as they slither around you, carrying you to the shore. You let out a sigh of relief as she deposits you on terra firma once more.

“Now,” the lamia croons, sliding down the tree, gathering at the trunk with a smirk as she runs her hands down her sides, one sliding to her front and parting the tender flesh where her reptilian half joins her human body, revealing the pink depths of her pussy. “Let’ssss ssssee what you can do.”

You try and smirk, but it doesn’t come off as confidently as you hoped, considering the circumstances. You stifle your unease, crossing the ground to her. “Well, I’d start with… this.”

You reach up, cupping the lamia’s breasts. She sucks in a breath as you leisurely massage those firm orbs, thumbs rubbing her nipples as they stiffen under your caress. “Mmm. Ssssso, a breassst man?” she purrs.

“More than that,” you say, leaning in and letting your tongue circle the areola, making the serpent woman gasp, hiss softly in pleasure. “But it’s a good place to start…”

You lean in and kiss that firm bud, gently sucking at her firm teat. She gasps, hissing as you gently suckle on her nipple, teeth grazing it, making her hiss with pleasure. “Oooooh!” she moans. “That’sssss…”

“Nice, hm? What about this?”

You reach down, running the fingers of one hand along her slit. The lamia gasps, bucking softly as you leisurely rub those tender folds. While your mouth and other hand remain occupied with her sensitive breasts.

Rubbing her.

Stroking her.

Teasing her in ways you know will make her moan.

You jump when you suddenly feel her coils against you once more, slithering around you, your naked skin tingling under the feel of her scales. You moan as her body winds around your waist, trapping your helpless cock between her coils, rubbing your rapidly stiffening shaft.

“Mmmm. Enough!” Magla hisses, dragging you from her breasts, winding you down until your face is level with her silken pussy, the dry scent of her arousal tingling your nose. “Ssssserve me.”

“Will do,” you say, not like you have a choice as a moment later you’re pulled up against her sweet cunny. Instantly your tongue gets to work, teasing up her slick folds, licking her out. She tingles on your tongue, a taste like nothing you’ve known before, and soon enough you’re quite eagerly pushing your tongue into the tightness of the lamia, relishing her taste as she pulls you closer against her twitching folds, rubbing your face against her cunny.

“Yesssss!” she hisses, her breathing ragged from your eager ministrations. “Yessss! Just like that. Lick me, sssslave. Adore me! Kissss me! Am I not beautiful? Am I not wonderful? Am I not the mosssst lovely creature you’ve ever known?”

She is. But you dare not spare your tongue to say it. Instead, you use it to show her, sliding up her twitching pussy, gliding against the bead of her clit, making her gasp, back, her coils tightening around you, squeezing you until you feel like your eyes are going to pop! But even more, she keeps twisting her coils around your waist, rubbing your aching cock until you can feel your pleasure thudding behind your eyes like a drum. Aching for release. Begging for that final climax!

“Yes! Yesss! There! Right there! Fuck! Yesssssssss!”

Magla wails in pleasure as she cums, her serpentine body tightening around you with the glory of her climax, squeezing your cock between them. The combination of that and the sudden flood of her juices is too much, pushing you over the edge, and with a throaty moan you cum with her, cock pulsing, cumming, your mind flickering from the force of your orgasm.

You groan as her coils loosen around your creaking ribs, lazily lifting you up. You blink as the lamia strokes your cheek, her flushed face smiling. “Mmm. You were right. That wassss… incredible.”

You smile weakly. “Th-thank you. I love to please.”

“Too true. Ssssso, it would be quite foolish of me to loosssse sssssuch a sssskillful sssslave.”

You blink. “Come again?”

“Oh, I will,” Magla croons as her eyes begin to glow. Begin to spin. Begin to draw you into their hypnotic thrall. “Again and again and again...”

Relief, pleasure, and the weakness of your orgasm serve to keep you from realizing what’s happening until it’s far, far too late. Your jaw goes slack, your mind receding before the glowing green of Magla’s eyes. Drowning you in the glow of her hypnotic powers. Sinking you beneath waves of wonderful submission as you gaze deeper. Deeper...

“That’ssss it, sssslave,” Magla croons as your face goes slack. “Jusssst ssssink for missstresss. Jusssst ssssubmit for me. Jusssst. Give. Innnnn…”

You blink, your eyelids drooping. Falling. Falling. You feel your body relax in her coils. Weak. Soft.

All except your cock, which is ramrod straight once more, and trapped between her rubbing coils.

“Mmmm. Like that?” the lamia coos, reaching down, cupping your throbbing cock.

“Yesssss…” you moan as she flicks the tip of your tender shaft, making you gasp, whimper. “Nnn! Yesssss!”

“Of coursssse you do. Bimbo sssslavessss love it when misssstressss playssss with their cockssss. And you know what elsssse they know?”

“Nothing?” you slur.

That gives her pause, until she laughs. “That’ssss right! They don’t know anything. Bimbossss are jusssst mindlessss ssssslutsss for misssstressss to play with. And that meanssss only missstresss can tell them when to cum. Doessssn’t it?”

That sounds right. In fact, it sounds more than right. It has the same weight as an undeniable fact of nature. You smile dimly, nodding, never breaking your lidded stare from her eyes.

“Good sssslave,” mistress coos as she continues to tease your cock. “You’re going to make ssssuch a fine ssssslave…”

“Yes,” you moan as mistress rubs your bimbo cock. “Yes… mistress…”

Slave of the Serpent


The Goblin Village
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You follow the lamia down a path twisting through the jungle, the sound of her scales rasping in the dark.

“It’s an amulet they ssssstole from me,” Magla hisses. “A pressssiousss prissse of mine. A ruby wrapped up in gold.”

“How’d they steal it?” you ask.

“Never you mind,” she hisses, her eyes flashing in the gloom of the jungle.

“It seems like it would be useful to know.”

“It will be ussseful it you sssshut up!”

You raise your eyebrows but drop the matter, filing it away for future reference. Magla seems disinclined to talk more until she winds herself up ahead, parting the fronds of the jungle with her hand.

“There,” the lamia hisses.

A glow peeks through the gap in the brush. Your skin crawling with unease at being so near the lamia, you creep closer and peer through.

A village indeed awaits beyond, though that’s being a little generous. There’s less than two dozen huts all gathered around a central fire pit, which currently blazes with life. Short silhouettes move before the flames, their curvy figures obvious even at a distance.

“The amulet isssss in that hut,” Magla says, pointing at the largest building at the center of the camp, flanked with strange totems climbing its steps. “Bring it to me, and I sssshall ssssend you on your way.”

“How kind of you.”

“I can be kind indeed. I will wait at your boat, in casssse you get any funny ideassss…”

You hear the whisper of her scales, but by the time you turn she’s long gone, and only the darkness of the jungle remains. You turn back towards the dancing bonfire, thinking. You’ve heard much about goblin maids. An all-female species, they frequently trade with other races, but usually that is a guise. After all, since they’re all women, they need males of other species to propagate, and how better to gain opportunities than through trade?

Of course, a one-night stand is often not enough. A goblin maid needs to breed, and they have a reputation for alchemical concoctions. Fertility potions specifically. Many are the fairy tales of a barren princess being given a potion by a goblin maid. Also many are stories of men drugged into obedience as mindless breeding bulls by the cock-hungry harlots. How much is exaggeration and how much fact is what you need to decide on.

You have met some goblin maids at the university. Students or merchants selling their wares. They’ve always been very polite, and flirty, but you’ve known enough to avoid spending the night with them. Those students who did date the buxom green girls usually lost interest in their academic work, quite often dropping out and gaining a newfound interest in domestic bliss.

Long story short, goblin maids are notorious as seducers and homewreckers, so walking up to a camp of savage, busty green women might actually work. Leaving? Well…

Walk into the Village

Sneak into the Village


Sneak into the Village

The goblin maids at the university were bad enough, and they were confined by the laws of Alba and the university’s code of conduct. You have no plans on seeing what wild goblin girls are capable of. As quietly as you can you sink back into the foliage and creep around the village. The night is fine cover, and the blaze in the center of the village offers you plenty of opportunity to get a lay of the land. The jungle grows close to the village, but the hut the lamia pointed out sits near the middle of the others. You’re going to have to go through the village to get to it. Looks like most of the goblins are attending whatever their celebration is, though you catch a few guards posted around the perimeter, but not many.

At last, you spot an opening, and you steal through the night, as quiet as you can be. You reach the edge of the village without incident, passing among the outer huts with care, keeping to the shadows and away from the torchlight.

You’re halfway through when you freeze, hearing a pair of soft footsteps and giggling voices. Shadows stretch across the path ahead, coming around the hut. You look about frantically, and see a doorway. You brush aside the curtain that provides a door, slipping inside, heart hammering as you hear the two villagers draw near.

And mercifully keep going.

You let out the breath you were holding, only then looking around to see where you are. You stand in a hut, the dim light filtering through revealing a large single room with a number of clay pots near the walls. Hunting tools and the hides of beast dot the interior, along with some spears and other weapons. You glance about them curiously, then stiffen again as you hear footsteps once more approaching. You whirl about, taking a quick step back as the curtain is suddenly thrust aside, dim torchlight illuminating a small figure.

She’s a goblin girl, but no modest academic like you’re used to. In her is all the savage wildness of the jungle, her clothes little more than a tattered loincloth and nothing but a strip of hide to hold back a pair of firm, shapely breasts. Her hair twists in a ponytail, and in one hand she carries a spear. Dark paint is daubed across her skin in tigerish stripes. Short, merely coming up to your stomach, she more than makes up for it in curves, the shortstack being shapelier than even Elizabeth despite being half the noble lady’s height.

The goblin girl’s eyes widen at the sight of you, then lower in sultry hunger. She grins, a swing of her hips carrying her inside, the curtain falling in her wake to mask the world beyond. A relief in one respect, as it leaves you and her alone. A problem in another, for she’s between you and the way out.

“Hey humie,” she grins. “You wanna play with Grakka?”

Wait

Attack

Parlay

Seduce

Potion of Feminine Beauty

Potion of Bestial Might


Wait

You step back from the goblin girl, eying her across the room. She grins, casually cocks her hips and pulls a long pipe from her belt.

“Uh, wait,” you say.

She does not. She puts the pipe to her lips and suddenly blows.

Something flashes in the dark, stabbing your neck. You gasp, hand flying there, yanking out what stung you. You stare the dart, bewildered. “Wha…”

Lust hits you like a freight train scented with roses. You reel, your veins suddenly aflame with poison, your eyes shooting wide open, lips parting in a gasp, cheeks blooming with a flush. You stagger, your steps suddenly impeded by the fact your cock is throbbing against your pants, full masted within seconds.

“That a good look!” the goblin giggles.

Your eyes swing down to her. Your head feels a size too small for your brain, which is pounding with a sudden need. A need coming into focus as the goblin smirks, hooking her fingers in her bra and pulling it up. Her green breasts bounce into the open, and you’re fairly drooling at the sight of those plump orbs, her nipples coal black.

“C’mon humie,” the goblin says, her eyes alight with lust, her loincloth tossed aside to reveal the velvet folds of her lime-green pussy. “What you want?”

You can’t hold back. Higher brain functions have made way for lower ones. Much lower. Like, dick level functions. You rush her, tearing your clothes off as you close the distance. Grakka squeals with delight as you grab her, push her down onto the floor of the hut. Your hands fill themselves with her green tits, making her moan as you squeeze them, her hips rising eagerly, rubbing her pussy against your throbbing cock.

“Yesss! Fuck Grakka! Fuck Grakka, stud! Give cock! Give… Ooooooh!”

She moans as you thrust into her, burying your cock to the hilt in the teasing shortstack. Her body quivers in delight, her pussy clamping down on your cock as you plunge deep into her, her small, curvy body writhing under your hands with pleasure.

“Yessss!” the goblin moans. “Fuck Grakka! Rut! Give cock! Yessss!”

You’re panting, your mind whirling, but your hips are moving. Plunging your shaft into the bouncy bimbo, fucking her into the floor. She grabs your head, pulling you down, kissing you hard. You moan, eyes rolling back as her lips meet yours, moving against yours. You fuck her faster. Harder. Rutting her with an energy you’ve never known. It’s not passion. It’s not love. It’s nothing so high, so emotional.

It’s pure, primal lust. A need. The need to breed this green slut beneath you.

Her lipstick tingles on your skin, and you briefly wonder what concoction it sports, but even that thought is fleeting. There, gone, drowned in the waves of lust pounding through you as you fuck the green tease.

Her body is perfect. Her cunny is divine. Her breasts soft yet firm beneath your hands, her rocking body driving you to fuck her harder. Faster.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck Grakka! Fuck me! Yes! Breeeed meeeee!” the goblin huntress wails as she reaches that peak of pleasure, her inner walls clamping down on your sensitive cock.

“Yessssss!” you cry, head thrown back as you plunge your cock into her yet again. As your balls tighten, and you unload all your pent up lust into the busty green slut. She cries out beneath you, her body seeming too small to take the sheer size of your load, but her pussy drinks it up greedily, taking every drop you have.

“Yess! More! Give Grakka more!” the goblin girl cries out.

You moan, but find your cock still hard. You can’t stop moving. The poison in your veins demands more. More of her. More of you.

More of this.

More.

More!

You keep at it, fucking her like a beast in heat. You take her on the floor, on her hands and knees. You take her on the bed, your chest rising, falling, heaving with every thrust into the green slut.

Soon enough, you’re on the cot in the corner, your body spent, tamed, but your cock still hard, and Grakka still hungry for your cum. The green girl grins down at you as her hips rock, riding your manhood, pounding you down onto the bed, your cum oozing down her plump inner thighs, smearing the warpaint that once decorated her.

“You like?”

“Yesssss,” you moan, helpless beneath the huntress’s lust as she claims you.

“You stay with Grakka? Be good husband?”

“Yessss,” you groan. Why not? You can’t even remember why you came here. Your mind sinks under the influence of the drugs. The poison of the dart has since faded, but her lipstick tingles across your skin in a hundred flowering kiss marks, feeding your addiction to her pleasure. Washing away your memories, aided by the pleasure of your cock pulsing another hot orgasm through your veins.

Grakka giggles, planting her hands on your chest as her hips resume their bouncing. “You see! We be happy. You give Grakka lots of daughters!”

“Yesssss!” you groan as you reach your peak again, cumming once more into the busty green babe. A life of breeding your wonderful goblin wife.

What could be better?

Goblin Stud


Goblin Stud

You swing the axe down, splitting the wood in a single blow. The goblins watching ‘Oooh!’ and some softly applaud, their eyes glued to the way your muscles move against your bare back. You feel a tingle of pleasure at their praise, and can’t help an appreciative glance at the busty green women watching. They’ve gathered from their homes to openly ogle you, appreciating the hard form of your body as you continue to chop the wood for tonight’s bonfire. You certainly appreciate the attention. More than a few of them have ‘borrowed’ you for an evening, the evidence for that in the swelling of their bellies.

You feel the beginning of a flush again, and not just from the heat of the jungle. It sometimes feels like you were built for another climate, but that doesn’t make sense. There’s only ever been the village. The jungle.

Your wonderful wife.

Your lips tingle as you think about her. Your beloved. Her firm green curves grown soft and shapely with her pregnancies. Her big, jiggling breasts bouncing as you thrust into her. Her moans. Her gasps.

Her soft, soft lips.

“Done chopping?”

You’re pulled from your thoughts at that voice. You turn, smiling happily as you see a familiar figure walking towards you. Your beloved Grakka is curvier than ever before, though there’s still evidence of her muscles from when she was a hunter. She’s less so now, having taken to being a goblin broodmother with the eagerness of her species. Her eyes run over the other goblin maids as she comes up to you, reaches up, and tugs your head down. Willingly you bend for her, your lips meeting hers, her lipstick tingling in the kiss. You moan, eyes growing lidded as the sweet toxins of her lipstick fills you with the warm bliss of the pleasure addict.

“Mmm,” Grakka says, admiring your sweat-gleaming form. “You look good. Come. It time for fuck.”

“Yes ma’am!” you say, beaming as she tugs you along behind her like an obedient puppy. The other goblins groan in disappointment, but wander off on their own business again. After all, they’ll get to see you again soon.

You’re not going anywhere.

Sometimes, you think about that. About leaving the village, wondering if there was something you were meant to do. You never get farther than the wondering, though. Because by then, Grakka has given you another kiss, and once more you’re floating on soft, fluffy pleasure and obedience.

Your cock automatically hardens as you see your hut before you. Your daughters play before it, glancing your way and giggling. Such lovely girls. They’re going to make some bimbo very happy, just like their mother has. Grakka shoos them away and pulls you inside the soft gloom of the hut.

The second the curtain falls down behind you, the goblin whirls about, throws her arms around your neck, and presses another punishing kiss to your lips. You melt into her kiss, your cock rock hard in your loincloth. Grakka hums, brushing aside the fabric, filling her palm with your shaft.

“Ooooh, you want breed Grakka again?” the goblin says.

“Yes,” you pant, eyes foggy with lust and the drugs that coat her lips. “Yes, Grakka. Want… want to breed wife. Want to fuck…”

“Good! Me want fuck too,” the goblin says, kissing you again. She pushes against you, and the back of your ankles hit the bed. You fall back onto it, Grakka on your lap, still kissing you. Fondling you. Stroking you throbbing shaft in her palm. You moan happily, your eyes swimming with lust as the goblin maid strokes your cock with ever increasing eagerness, your wife’s eyes gleaming in the dark, her smile broad as her soft lips continue to work against your own.

“You ready,” she breathes, positioning herself above your throbbing cock, then slamming her hips down, sheathing you in a single sharp motion within her folds.

“Mnnnnnn!” you moan as her pussy envelops you. Massages you as the goblin maid begins to eagerly bounce, fucking you onto the bed, your cock stuffing her depths.

“Yesss!” Grakka moans. “Yes! Give cock. Give human seed! Breed Grakka. Breed womb!”

“Yes!” you gasp, thrusting up into the short green slut, her buxom curves bouncing with your every, feverish thrust. “Yes! Breed you! Love you! Grakka! Love Grakka so muuuuuch!”

Your face tingles with her drugged lipstick. Your cock throbs with desire for your beloved wife. Her body entrances you. Every bounce of her big, green breasts sinks your mind deeper into delighted submission. Every tightening of your pussy on your shaft makes you moan and shudder. Your hands are locked on her hips, driving her down onto your cock, needing to cum in her. Needing to breed her again. Again. Again and again and again. For the rest of your days.

“Yes! Cum! Stud cum for wife! Cum for Grakka! Yes! Yes! Yesssss!” Grakka wails as she bottoms out on your cock, her pussy tightening around you with the sudden glory of her orgasm.

“Mnnnnn!” you groan, your hips bucking your cock into her, your orgasm following hers, your balls tightening as your seed pumps into the curvy goddess planted atop your shaft, your eyes rolling back with the headiness of your peak.

You collapse atop the bed, moaning weakly, as if every ounce of your strength had been drawn up into the goblin with your orgasm.

“Mmmm. Good husband,” Grakka giggles as she lifts herself off your cock, her eyes sparkling. “Me want more!”

“Moooore?” you gasp, laughing weakly.

“Yes! Me want more husband seed,” the goblin says. She pats your cheek, smiling. “Not worry. Me know how get going.”

She does. By now, she’s learned every nicety of your body, especially in how to make you cum and ready you to go again. You groan softly as she scoots down, her drugged lips wrapping around your wilting cock. “Ooooh fuuuuuck,” you moan as those dark lips glide up and down, your cock stiffening instantly in her mouth.

“Mmmm,” Grakka moans, her hand cupping your balls, gently massaging them as if to help them swell anew with seed. Which is exactly what happens. You have no idea what kind of potions Grakka gets from the chief of the village, but you take whatever she gives you, and both of you have benefited. Within moments your cock is again rock hard, your balls churning with your seed, ready to breed your goblin wife again and again, as often as she wants.

And she’ll want more. At this rate, you and she will have to leave the village to start your own with your many daughters. You will father an entire tribe of goblins with Grakka.

But that’s fine. After all, what else is a goblin stud good for?

Bad End

Index Start Over


Attack

Moments like these demand action, and you deliver. Your hand flies to your sword, drawing it with a hiss of steel. The goblin’s eyes widen, then grow lidded and hungry.

“Oooh, me like hunt,” the buxom green babe growls, dropping to a crouch and levelling her spear.

You’re relieved she hasn’t shouted for help, but a little unnerved at her confidence. Not to mention her size. You’ve never fought something so much smaller than you. Still, weight and height is on your side, and you lunge, trying to batter aside her spear in a sudden sally.

Too bad she’s lived fighting bigger foes.

The goblin ducks under your blow, her spear suddenly coming about, not in a jab, but in a sweep. Off balance from your charge, your legs are pulled out from under you. The sudden fall is too fast for you to even register, and with a stunning impact you find yourself on the ground, your head ringing.

Grakka doesn’t spare a second. Within an instant she’s jumped on you, her curvy green body driving the air from you as she lands on your chest and grabs the lapels of your shirt. You have a sudden vision of her lips glistening with something dark before she’s hauled your face to hers, and is giving you the kiss of a lifetime.

Fireworks burst behind your eyes. The taste of her lipstick is like nothing you’ve ever known. It sings down your veins in a sudden burst of pure pleasure. You moan, quivering as her tongue teases your lips, parting them before pushing inside. The battle for dominance between you and her is over as quickly as your fight was, and within a moment you’re whimpering as the goblin huntress kisses you with a hunger that makes your cock throb in your pants and moans escape you in soft cries.

She breaks the kiss, grinning down at you, her drugged lipstick shining with your saliva. “You cute,” she says, reaching up and fairly tearing off the strap that serves as her bra, her big green breasts bouncing into the open in a pair of large, tantalizing melons. “You want kiss breasts?”

“Y-yes,” you gasp.

“Okay! Grakka nice. You allowed.”

More than allowed. She touches your head, tugging you forward and to her tits. You moan as your lips lock with those generous orbs, kissing them, tasting her skin, how enriched it is with her sweat and scent. You can’t help but kiss again.

Again.

Again.

Soon Grakka is giggling as you eagerly rain kisses down on her plump breasts, whimpers and gasps escaping you as the goblin grinds her hips down on your cock.

“Mmmm. You good! My turn kiss again.”

She shoves your head back, and you purse your lips to take another kiss, but instead the goblin slides down your front, her eyes gleaming as she tugs open your pants, your cock springing into the open, twitching before her eyes. “Ooooh!” Grakka coos, grinning widely as she takes it in. You gasp as her fingers envelop your shaft, stroking it up slowly, her eyes growing lidded, her smile even wider. “Me like! Long time since seen man cock. Me have fun?”

“Y-yes,” you gasp.

“Good boy.”

The pleasure at those words is dwarfed by what comes next, as her lips envelop your cock, and slide down to the root. You cry out, a whimper of pure bliss and helpless weakness as her drugged lipstick drags down your cock, painting it with hypersensitive desire. “Ooooooh!” you moan as she begins to bob, sucking you off, every slide of her plush lips making your hips buck and voice rise in another trebling moan.

“Mmmm,” Grakka moans as she starts to bob with ever greater earnest, her lips sliding up and down your throbbing cock hungrily, her hair tickling your fluttering skin as she dips down, rises, her mouth so tight, so good, so wonderful you can’t last. You clutch at the floor, your hips rising, your voice torn from you by the sheer intensity of the pleasure.

“Fuck! Fuck! Cummiiiiiiiing!” you cry as you cum, body tightening with the pleasure as you pump into the goblin’s mouth, who seems more than willing to swallow every drop, her throat working, her lashes fluttering as she devours your thick seed.

But if you thought that was the end, you very much underestimate a goblin’s lust.

Grakka drags her lips up your cock, applying another slow, teasing layer of her lipstick onto your shaft, lifting it to half mast. “Mmm. You good! Very virile. We make lots of daughters!”

“D-daughters?” you gasp, your mind spinning, trying to grasp her meaning. “But… um… I…”

“It okay. Me know you just cum. We fix that,” she giggles, and applies a big, loving kiss to your balls.

Your hips back, another gasp ripped from you as you feel your seed churn, the mark of her lipstick like a sudden heaviness in your balls. Another kiss, another, and soon you’re whimpering as a heavy, aching need radiates from your groin.

Giggling, the goblin lifts herself from your waist, moving over you. Despite her size, she absolutely towers over you, and you can only look up at her in blushing, panting worship as the green goddess steps over your groin, your cock drawn like a magnet to her loincloth. Especially when she grabs the filmy fabric, carelessly tearing it aside to reveal her green gash.

“Now, we fuck!” she says, and slams herself down onto your manhood, sheathing you into the depths of her pussy in a single, sharp motion.

“Gnnnnnn!” you groan as she takes you once more to the root, the coating of her lipstick making your cock almost painfully sensitive to her slick folds. “Oooooh fuuuuuck!”

“Yessss!” Grakka moans, her shapely green hips pounding her onto your cock, her big green breasts bouncing, her eyes burning, her pussy sucking at your cock. “Yes! Give Grakka cum! Breed Grakka. Breed! Be good stud. Good stud breed wife! Good stud breed goblin wife!”

“Yessss!” you moan, grabbing her hips, the need in your cock beyond thought, beyond reason. You frantically pound her down onto your shaft, thrusting up into her clutching pussy. “Yesss! Fuck! Fuck slut! Fuck wife! Breed! Breed wiiiiife!”

“Yesssss!” Grakka wails. “Yes! Breed pussy! Breed womb! Yes! Yes! Mnnnnn!”

She bottoms out, and this last stroke is the end of your resistance. You cry out, bucking, burying your cock within your buxom green lover, cumming like a geyser. Your balls clench, unloading every drop of your hot seed into the fertile beauty, Grakka moaning in bliss atop you, your pleasure so great your mind blanks, winking out like a star in the heat of your orgasm.

You sag on the floor, panting, spent, your head a muddled mess of fluffy pleasure and bliss. Grakka moans, stroking your chest, her eyes burning with delight as she grins down at you.

“Husband fun,” she coos, touching her mons as if feeling your seed take root. She giggles. “We have lots of girls!”

You smile dimly, nodding along. “Yes…” you pant. “Lots of… girls…”

Goblin Stud


Potion of Feminine Beauty

Goblin maids desire husbands to breed them.

So maybe you can do something about that.

Your hand flashes to your belt, pulling out the pink potion there. You pop the cork and throw it back, the pink fluid tingling on your tongue as it goes down, spreading through you in a wave. “Ah!” you gasp as your chest balloons into your shirt, forming a pair of perfect, firm breasts. “Ooooh!” you moan as your ass plumps, forming a soft bubble butt. You waver where you stand, your new feminine curves putting you off balance for a moment, which would have been a very good time for Grakka to attack, if she wasn’t too gobsmacked to do anything.

“What… why you woman?” the goblin maid gapes.

“Ah,” you gasp, your mind racing. “I am… I am cursed!” you wail, pressing a hand to your heart. “Oh yes! I fear that I ah… when I was but a lad, I was cursed by an evil um… snake… witch, that whenever I meet a woman who arouses me, I shall become a… a woman as well!”

You wince at the awful story, even more so your acting. Not exactly up to the standards of the Royal Players, that’s for sure.

But apparently good enough for Grakka. The goblin maid gasps in horror. “No!” she says.

For a second, you’re too surprised the goblin is taking you seriously to continue, but after a moment you manage to rally. “Uh… y-yes. Yes!” you cry. “It’s a terrible curse, making sure that I never breed such a lovely… um, goblins as yourself. Oh, woe is me! Such a tragedy.

“But,” you continue, your mind racing just ahead of your stumbling tongue. “But, there is um… there is a cure! You see, if I return to the witch a… a prize of hers, I will be transformed once more into a man. Yes! Such is the curse.”

“You do? Yay!” the goblin giggles, clapping her hands, her eagerness apparent. “What you need do?”

“I need to find her amulet. A ruby inset in some gold,” you say.

“Oh! You mean snake bitch’s thing?”

“Snake… bitch?”

“Yes!” the goblin says, huffing indignantly. “Snake in jungle. She mean! She eat many goblins. We almost catch her once. We grab necklace before she get away.”

That does sound like Magla. Although the thought of the lamia actually eating some of these buxom green babes makes your stomach turn. “Um, yes. Right. Her. She’s the one. But if I can return the necklace, I will become, once more, a man.”

The goblin huntress purses her lips, shifting her curvy hips one way to the other in a pendulous motion you find simply enchanting. She suddenly bangs the butt of her spear on the ground with decision, pulling your attention back to her face. “Okay!” she says. “We see necklace. We free man from curse!”

“Really?” you say.

“And then,” Grakka says, sidling a little closer, her eyes teasing and fluttering her long lashes. “Then, you show Grakka good time with cock!”

You swallow hard, your heart fluttering, pussy sending sensations both familiar and delightfully new racing through you. “Um, yes. Well, let’s just… see what can be done first.”

Giggling, Grakka nods and sidles back towards the door of the hut. She peeks out, then waves you to follow her.

You hurry after the goblin huntress, wincing as you feel the feminine potion wear off, your body changing once more to a man’s as you creep through the shadows and after your guide. Grakka looks back once at you, her eyes devouring your male form with lusty hunger. The sight only seems to fortify the goblin, who turns and races through the village and towards the chief hut.

The festivities are well underway at the bonfire before the large building. Tension tightens in you as Grakka slides along the shadows, and suddenly ducks inside the hut. You hold back, watching the partiers tensely, ducking behind one of the looming totems and peeking around the statue. You wait for a moment when the goblins are focused on a pair of dancers whirling about before the roaring flames before you break cover, slipping across the final few feet and through the door.

The faint glow from outside just reaches in, and provides the only illumination. Fetishes crowd the walls and ceiling in a panoply of dark spiritualism. Masks and wooden idols leer from every wall, and all, you can’t help but notice, have certain very exaggerated attributes. You feel your neck warm as you look at wooden fertility goddesses sporting breasts bigger than your head. Others are hulking, shadowy figures whose cocks are as long as their legs, the rest of their bodies massive, furry figures of savage virility. Some incense burners dot the interior, the herbs which flicker with embers wafting a pungent scent in the air that tingles in your nostrils.

Your eye catches a gleam of something red in the corner and you turn your head. The jewel is just as Magla said, a red ruby set in a golden facet like a pair of cow horns.

The only problem is it rests around the neck of a goblin chieftain.

The busty beauty smirks from atop a throne of wood, her eyes gleaming with sultry intelligence. She’s as scantily as Grakka, who stands at her side, beaming. A bra made of what looks like hollowed skulls hides her shapely breasts, her child-bearing hips straddled by a belt of reeds and charms that jangle when she shifts. She’s even more buxom than the huntress beside her, with a softer frame bejeweled with hooped earrings dangling feathers and a ring through her nose.

You freeze, confounded by the sight. Grakka points at you. “See, Chief Gabia? See? I told you! He come for necklace!”

“Yes. You do good,” the goblin chieftain says as she lazily reaches up, stroking the ruby which peaks the necklace. “You want lamia necklace?”

“Yes! He cursed by snake lady,” Grakka says. “He become woman if he get hard!”

Gabia’s eyes wander down to your groin, where the outline of your cock is plainly visible. “Hmm,” she purrs. “That right?”

You swallow hard. The sound of the festivities continues on behind you, the drums thudding in the dark, vibrating through you, and reminding you an entire village of amazonian goblins await but a shout away. Not great odds. “Er, y-yes. Magla has cursed me to ah… to do that if I get aroused.”

The priestess snorts, the ring in her nose jangling. “So say? Hmmm. Well, we not want that. Me like strong, virile male too much. And,” she adds, her eyes flashing in the dark, her hand tightening on her necklace. “We hate snake!”

The vehemence in her voice startles you. But then, if the lamia has been preying on the village for so long, maybe it’s understandable. “I um…”

“And me think,” the goblin says, rising, strutting to you. Even though she only just comes up to your chest, her regal air and calm, compelling challenge makes you feel quite small compared to the green woman. “Me think maybe we help each other out.”

“You… you do?”

“Mmm. Me think that maybe we help out. You help tribe take care of lamia, we… undo curse. Okay?”

“Hm?”

Gabia sighs, as if talking to dumb males such a bother. “Me give necklace. You bring lamia into trap. We catch lamia. How sound?”

That… is a plan you can get behind, surprisingly. If the goblins take care of Magla, then you’re in the clear. Of course, then you’ll have a tribe of goblin maids to deal with, but they’re clearly more reasonable than the snake woman. “Sounds uh… great!” you say.

Gabia grins. “Me think you like. Grakka? Get warriors! We go on snake hunt!”

Grakka whoops in delight. “Gonna catch snake bitch!” the goblin huntress cheers, racing past you and out of the hut.

You shift, suddenly alone with the goblin chief and her too knowing smile. “Um, should we…”

“You not cursed,” she says with matter of factness.

“I uh… no,” you admit.

She smiles, reaching up and patting your cheek. “It okay,” she says. “I not tell. I warned you coming.”

“Warned?” you say.

“Spirits,” she says with a look at the fetishes which crowd the hut. “They speak in dreams. Tell me humie man come to village soon, and help with problem. Help with curse of land. He have destiny.”

“Is… that right,” you say.

“And me help, if you help,” she says. She again fondles the amulet with a sly look. “You go to temple?”

“Yes,” you say, unsure how much to admit, and how much she knows.

The goblin smirks, flicks the amulet. “This important for that.”

“Oh?”

She nods, taking off the necklace and passing it to you. “Here. Spirits tell me hold on for you.”

“Ah, I um… Well, thank you,” you say, taking it uncertainly.

Gabia chortles, pats your cheek again, and hooking a finger in the collar of your shirt, suddenly tugs you after her. Startled, you stumble out and into the village once more.

The festive air hasn’t dissipated, but it has changed markedly. No longer are the goblin girls dancing, instead they all carry spears, their eyes gleaming in the firelight, their grins wide and eager. The sight of so many busty green women armed to the teeth is more than a little disconcerting, especially as they part ranks before you and Gabia, allowing you both to walk through them and towards the jungle. They fall in behind you, striding after their chief and into the darkness.

It’s a quick march to the shore, but when you’re a distance from it, Gabia makes you stop. “You lure snake here,” the goblin priestess says, indicating the clearing you’re in. “We take care of her.”

“Right,” you say.

Gabia smiles, but it’s not a happy smile. It’s a hungry, predatory one, the goblin seeming to melt into the foliage about the clearing. Her warriors follow suite, and if you didn’t know a small army of goblins lurked in the shadows, you’d swear you were alone.

You turn, making your way back down the narrow path and to the shore, fingering the amulet in your pocket before pulling your hand hastily out. Your heart quickens its beat as you hear the soft sound of the rushing river. You step out of the jungle and onto the bank, your boat still tied to the tree, swaying slowly in the current.

“Magla?” you call.

Leaves hiss as the lamia slithers down from the tree your boat is tied to. She rears before you, her eyes burning green in the dark, her fangs shining in a grin. “Ah. My hero, have you brought me my prisssse?”

Give Her the Amulet

Lead Her into the Trap


Potion of Bestial Might

You’re not trapped here with the goblin.

She’s trapped here with you!

You grab the green potion at your side and down the concoction in a single gulp. The changes are almost instantaneous.

The pain certainly is.

“Hrrrrr!” you growl as your body swells within your clothes, the fabric melting into your skin as you grow thick, bristling fur. Your body swells, growing larger, larger. The goblin huntress’s jaw drops, her head tilting back as you suddenly tower over the buxom shortstack, horns growing from your head, scraping the ceiling, your arms stretching, corded with muscles like steel cables. You snort, the sound escaping a bullish muzzle.

“Oh,” Grakka breathes, then her eyes wander down, arrested at the sight of your flaring bull cock. Her eyes widen significantly. “Oooooh…”

You snort again, your sense of smell suddenly leagues better than it was, and able to discern the goblin’s perfume much more accurately. What’s more, it’s quite good. Where once you merely had a hint of that sweet medley, now it’s as if you’ve shoved your face between her breasts and are inhaling her pungent floral aroma.

And you like it.

You rumble, the sound rising from deep within your chest, your cock thickening, growing to half mast as you tower over the huntress, the shadow of your shaft falling over the short, green slut with an intimidating girth. Grakka bites her lower lip with excitement, glances at her spear and throws it aside.

This gives you pause. Just enough so that you don’t respond as the goblin moves forward, her hands rising, and softly touching your pulsing shaft.

“Hrrrrr…” you growl as her hands tenderly touch your thick cock, her eyes sparkling with awe as she can barely fit both hands around your girth, her soft lips moving forward and planting a big kiss on your shaft. You grunt, your cock twitching as her dark lipstick leaves its mark on you, as her tongue runs along the underside, tasting the sheer musky power of your shaft.

“Ooooh,” Grakka moans, her eyes lidded as she kisses your cock again. Again. “Sooo big. Big as Urgrua! God of breeding!”

Breeding. You like that. You reach down, your massive hand engulfing the goblin’s head. She freezes, feeling the awesome power in your grasp, but you only use it to push her head forward, mashing her cheek against your bollocks and cock.

“Lick,” you growl, the verbal command coming out guttural and crude. Not the Grakka seems to mind. If anything, it spurs the shapely huntress to plant more adoring kisses on your thick cock.

“Mmmm. Yes, god,” she moans, planting hot, eager kisses all along your cock, the marks of her lipstick tingling, making your balls feel so wonderfully heavy, and your cock so gloriously hard. You grunt as the goblin slut licks and worships at your shaft, her hands stroking it up and down, her face nuzzling your musky manhood, delighting in the thick, virile scent of you.

“Ooooh, god boing to breed Grakka?” the goblin pants, pulling off her bra, pressing her glorious breasts around your throbbing shaft, rubbing you between those plump orbs, her long lashes fluttering with teasing desire. “God going to fuck Grakka? Mate? He going to breed goblin with pups? Me want. Me want cock in cove. Please fuck. Gotta fuck!”

The feel of her soft breasts rubbing your cock, her begging for you to stuff her full of your potent seed is soon too much. You snarl, grabbing her, pulling her from your cock. She squeaks in surprise, just long enough for you to tear her loincloth away, baring her fertile cunny. The scent drives you mad. You throw her onto the mat in the corner, the goblin gasping in surprise. Then, you’re over her, pressing her down beneath your bulk. Her legs snap open on instinct, welcoming the pillar of your cock as you ram it home.

“Yesssss!” Grakka wails as your manhood plunges into her, stuffs her. Her pussy clamps down as you begin to rut, thrusting in and out of her with feverish need, her arousal barely enough lube to facilitate your entrance, your cock barely able to fit even half in her spacious pussy. You’re just too big! “Yesss! Breed Grakka! Breeeed meeeee!”

You rut into her, grunting, every thrust like a piston slamming into the goblin’s clutching pussy. You can smell her fertility. Feel instinctively her body surrendering to your cock. Begging for your seed. For you to breed her, stuff her, fill her with your feral cum.

“Hr… hrrr… Hrrrraaaaa!” you roar, plunging your cock deep once more into the quivering slut, bellowing as you peak, as your cock pulses, your balls tighten, and unload what feels like gallons of your boiling cum into Grakka’s fertile depths.

“Yesssssss!” you goblin wails, shuddering in delight, her eyes rolling back as she takes all of your cum, her stomach bulging with the sheer amount you fill her with.

You pant, heavy chest heaving as you lazily shift your hips, drawing your cock from her with a wet schlurp. Cum drools from her gaping lower lips, and the goblin moans with despair at the loss. You snort, shaking your horned head. Breeding sluts. Always need cock. You should give her more soon.

You pause cocking your head. Was there something else you were supposed to be doing? No. Breeding goblin sluts seems right. Your mind is far too small to capture more complicated thoughts. Your processes are demanded by instinct rather than logic. Not that you’re complaining. After all, what else would drive you? You’ve always been this big. This powerful. This mighty.

Lazily, you flex your arms, feeling your muscles bunch beneath your fur. Your muzzle grins with the confidence of your might, your shoulders rolling as you feel your cock harden anew.

You hear a gasp and turn your head. The curtain that served as the door has been pulled aside. The sound of your mating has drawn the rest of the village, and dozens of goblin maids gape at the cum drenched mess of their huntress, and their eyes are glued to the thick pillar of your cock.

You can smell the need in the air. Sense the way the goblin girls shift with a sudden awareness of a dampness between their thighs. You grunt, grinning.

You’ve got work to do.

Goblin God


Seduce

Confronted by a goblin maid who clearly knows how to use a pointy stick, you glance at your sword and consider that, maybe, that isn’t the tool to confront this problem.

Fortunately, you’ve got other tools for the job.

“Hey,” you say, smirking down at the goblin, your fingers teasing the buttons of your shirt. “How are you?”

“Hm?” the goblin maid says. “Me fine.”

“I have to say, it’s quite warm in here,” you say, looking around the hut as you lazily undo a button. Another. A third, lazily tugging them down to reveal your chest by the weak glow coming under the door. “Do you mind if I get a little more comfortable?”

The goblin’s eyes are wide as you tug down your shirt further, shrugging it off. She’s practically drooling over your toned body, crafted by the gods to be attractive to the opposite sex. “Nooo,” Grakka says, her glistening lips lifting in a hungry grin, her lashes lowering in a sultry flutter. “Me not mind at all.”

“Thank you,” you say, tossing your shirt aside. “Because the sight of such a lovely goblin is making me quite… hot,” you say.

Grakka giggles. “Oooh, you think me pretty?”

“Absolutely,” you say, and that isn’t an exaggeration. “I’ve never seen a woman with such wonderful green skin. As green as emeralds.”

“Oooh, and what, you think about breasts?” she asks, matching your teasing stroke for stroke as she pulls off the strap that bound her chest, her breasts bouncing into the open like ripe, green melons.

“They’re amazing!” you say, eyes glued to those firm orbs. “They’re so lovely and full! Your nipples are like perfect dark points just begging to be properly appreciated.”

“And ass?” the goblin giggles, twirling, flicking aside her loincloth so her plump bottom is fully exposed.

“The perfect counterpoint to such lovely breasts. You have the hips of a goddess and the beauty of one too.”

“And,” she says, stepping towards you, her eyes teasing as she reaches up, tugs you close. “Me lips?”

“Gorgeous,” you breathe as you’re pulled close to those soft, dark, puffy lips. “They’re like the petals of a flower, beautiful and delicate and deserving to be adored.”

“And feel gooood too,” Grakka purrs, and pulls you into a kiss.

Her kiss sings through you like an electric shock. You gasp, jolting, fireworks bursting behind your eyes as her lips press to yours, so soft and yielding, yet hungry. She pulls you closer, bruising your lips with hers, her tongue pushing past your lips and engaging in a short, brutal battle with your own. Short, because you yield almost at once, surrendering the kiss to her.

You’re suddenly toppling backwards onto the floor, grunting at the impact, and Grakka is atop you, still kissing, her ample breasts pressing down on your chest, her nipples hard, teasing points. Her hands move against you, stroking you adoringly as she kisses you. She breaks the lock of lips, panting, grinning down at you with the wildness of the huntress with her prey between her claws. “You like lips?”

Your eloquence has abandoned you, your mind whirling, lips tingling from her kiss. Dimly, you realize her lipstick is drugged, but somehow that knowledge doesn’t quite translate into any deeper understanding of your predicament. “Y-yes,” is all you manage to gasp.

“Good! Want more?”

“Y-yes,” you manage.

“Me too.”

Grakka bends down and begins to kiss her way down your chest, every press of those lips leaving a blooming mark on your skin. Every kiss making your breath hitch, body buck as pleasure pounds through you like sudden injections of sensuality. You can barely lift your head as Grakka kisses her way lower.

Lower.

Lower.

Soon enough she comes to your pants, and those soon part under her clever, clever fingers, pulled aside, allowing your manhood to spring into the open. Grakka’s eyes flash with a look that makes you hesitate, right until her drugged lips start kissing their way up your shaft.

“Oooooh fuuuuuuck!” you groan, head thrown back, hips rising as the goblin adores your cock, her tongue lathing the underside, spreading the dark stain of her drugged lipstick, her fingers reaching between your thighs and tenderly massaging your balls.

“Mmmm. Humie good size. Me think him cock verrrry nice,” the goblin girl giggles, her lashes fluttering as she again lavishes his cock with adoring strokes of her tongue.

You gasp, fisting the reeds of the floor, whimpering as your cock throbs, pulses, captive between the lips of the goblin, so terrible hard and sensitive. Every brush of her lips is like a shot of pure pleasure. Every stroke of her fingers drawing from you a whine.

“Please!” you moan. “Please! Grakka… oh… oh g-gods, please!”

“You want me suck?”

“Yessss!” you moan.

She giggles, gives your cock one last kiss, then tilts your shaft, and takes it to the root in a single go.

The feeling of her warm mouth around your cock is like nothing you’ve ever dreamed. You howl with pure pleasure, thrusting up into her mouth, her lips a perfect seal that slides her lipstick up and down your twitching shaft, coating it in her glorious lipstick.

“Fuck! Fuck! Yes! Oh gods yes! Yesss! Yesssssss!”

You wail, your orgasm surging through you in a sudden swell of pure heat. You cry out, your whole body tightening as your cum pumps into Grakka’s mouth. The goblin moans, eyes rolling as she hungrily sucks, drinking down every drop of your hot seed, her lips stroking your manhood even faster, her hand gently squeezing your balls to give her all you have.

You sag on the floor, panting, your chest heaving, but as Grakka lifts her lips, your find she’s far from done. For your cock is still rock hard, and so very ready as she leisurely steps over you, straddling your waist, her glistening pussy hovering over your cock.

“You want me fuck?” Grakka asks.

“Y-yes. Pleeeeease,” you moan.

“Okay,” she says, smirking. “We fuck.”

Down she descends, and if you thought her mouth was good, her pussy puts that utterly to shame.

Your mind goes white with the sensation of her tight folds encasing your cock. Bouncing atop you. You cry out, bucking as you cum, pumping your seed into her again, your mind washed away in another surge of hot pleasure.

“Yes! Breed Grakka! Breeeeed!” the goblin moans as she pounds her hips down onto your lap.

You groan, slumping on the ground, your mind awhirl as your cock gives a few final, needy spurts into the goblin’s womb. Your chest heaves with exertion, your vision spinning from the intensity of your orgasm, bliss robbing you of the strength to do anything as Grakka lifts her hips from your cock, sliding herself down your chest so she looms over you. Perfect. Beautiful. Powerful.

“You my stud!” she says.

“Y-yes,” you gasp, any other reply impossible.

The goblin giggles, giving you another kiss on the cheek. You moan as the drug of her lipstick spreads through you anew, tingling in your body. “Good boy,” the goblin purrs, hefting her breasts, and smothering your face beneath their soft weight.

Without need of instruction, you at once begin to kiss and adore her big, green tits, knowing your wife will love it. Needing to please her as she’s pleased you.

And knowing too that many more such pleasures await as the goblin’s stud.

Goblin Stud


Giver Her the Amulet

You stare at Magla in breathless awe. The power of her. The beauty. Without seeming to think, you reach into your pocket, and draw out the amulet.

The lamia’s eyes flash. Her lips curl up in cruel excitement. “Ah,” she says, reaching for it.

“The goblin tribe is waiting in a clearing ahead,” you say, causing her to freeze. “I was supposed to bring you there, and lead you into a trap.”

Magla’s burning eyes flick to you intently. She slowly tilts her head. “Issss that sssso?” she says. Her hand gently takes the amulet from yours. “And yet you have told me.”

“I did,” you say.

“Why?”

“I…”

You hesitate. Why did you? You know she’s going to betray you. Know she’s a monster. Evil. And yet, you’ve given up your only chance of stopping her.

Magla watches the conflict play out on your face, and her smile widens. “Ah,” she purrs, putting the amulet on. “Of coursssse. I ssssee it now.”

“You do?” you say.

“Oh yessss,” she purrs, gliding forward, taking your cheeks, tilting back your head so you’re looking up, helpless, into her glowing green eyes. “You can’t imagine being without me. You have undersssstood your true plassse. And that isss kneeling before me.”

“I… um…”

“You’ve underssstood that freedom issss sssso… underrated. That what you really need issss to be my willing ssssslave…”

She’s right. You realize it with a sudden sense of liberation. She’s right. You do want to be hers. Her slave. All of what you are demands you become this serpent’s obedient boy toy. Her mindless bimbo, enthralled to her eyes. Obedient to her every whim.

“Yes,” you say.

“And you need to be mine, don’t you, sssslave?”

“Yes,” you gasp as her eyes begin to glow. As the colours begin to spin in lazy spirals of domination. “N-need to be… be yours…”

“Then ssssink, sssslave. Ssssink into my eyessss. Sssurrender to my power. Ssssurrender to my will. Become mine. My toy. My pet. My willing, eager, ssssslave.”

You gasp softly as her eyes spin more, sucking away your mind like whirlpools of green. Your eyes grow lidded with a sudden weakness, your mind emptying willingly, happily, eagerly surrendering to Mistress’s gaze. To her power. To become what you were always meant to be.

Her obedient slave.

You feel her coils gather you up, but you don’t break your gaze, helplessly connected to her eyes as she slowly slips into the water, carrying you with her and downstream. Away from the goblins. Away from the trap. Away from a future of freedom and your own will.

Away.

Away.

And to your new life as the lamia’s slave.

Slave of the Serpent


Parlay

You hold out your hands to assure the goblin you mean no harm. “Hey, please. No violence. We don’t have to fight.”

Grakka eyes you. “No?”

“No. Look, I didn’t mean to come into your uh… lovely home. So, if you could just move to the right, I’ll get out of your hair, and we never have to mention I was here. Okay?”

The goblin considers you. She suddenly smiles. “Mmm. Okay!”

That throws you a little. You were expecting some kind of a fight. “R-really?” you say.

“Yes! Me let go. But me want something first.”

Fuck. There’s always a catch. “What is it?” you say.

“Kiss.”

“Beg pardon?”

She points at her glistening, pouty lips. “Me kiss! Just one. Then, me let you go! That sound fair, right?”

No, actually, it doesn’t. It sounds far too simple, which means there’s a catch. But you’re trying to see the deception to this, and not having much luck. But then, what is your other option? Fight and kill her? You are the one who staged a home invasion. Inadvertently, but you’re pretty sure you don’t have the moral high ground here. You shift your weight nervously. “Just one kiss?”

“Only one. Me promise me not force you more!”

“Well… alright.”

Grakka squeals in delight, clasping her hands, her eyes shining as you slowly kneel down to her level. But those seconds it takes is far too long for the goblin maid, and the instant your knee has touched the ground she’s bounded across the floor, grabbed the front of your shirt, and pressed an absolutely bruising kiss to your lips.

You’ve kissed a lot of women over the years.

None were like this.

Your lips sing against hers, a perfect shock of pure pleasure racing through you like electric wires. You gasp, eyes opening wide, body trembling with the sheer energy of her kiss. Your mind whirls and your cock throbs, stiffening to its full length as her lips move against your lips.

Grakka is pushing forward. You’re falling back. You land on your ass as the goblin presses against your front, her jiggly breasts mashed to your chest as she continues to kiss you, your eyes rolling back, soft whines escaping you as your body thrums with a sweet sensitivity. As your cheeks flush, your body heating with an almost feverish need.

And that’s before she starts palming your bulge.

“Mmmmm!” you groan as she fondles your cock through your pants. As your eyes roll back, your waist rutting, rubbing your cock against her touch and the fabric of your pants.

Grakka at last breaks the kiss with a wet, “Mwah!” She smirks down at your dazed face, your breath fairly steaming with every pant.

“Want more kiss?” the goblin slut asks sweetly.

“Y-yes,” you gasp.

“Okay!”

Again her lips come down on yours.

Again you sink into the sweetness of her embrace.

You’re moaning into her lips, sinking into the pure physical potency of her presence. Your hips move faster, rubbing yourself against her. Her fingers tease along your cock before finding the laces of your pants, tugging them open with a simple gesture, your moan rising as your cock springs into the open, instantly captured by the goblin’s hands. You feel her lips smile against yours, and her palm begins to stroke your cock.

“Mmmm. You want fuck?” the goblin purrs.

You know you shouldn’t. But the reason why seems woefully unimportant compared to the sensations shooting up your manhood as you buck into her palm. “Y-yes! Yes!” you gasp.

She giggles, yanking down her loincloth, baring the velvet folds of her green pussy. “Okay. We fuck!”

Her hips slam down onto your cock, taking you to the root in a single go, and just like that, you’ve discovered heaven.

“Oooooh fuuuuuck!” you moan as her tight pussy rides your cock, stroking you in her heat, even as she continues to kiss you. Peppering your face with dark lipstick marks that tingle and buzz.

“You want fuck?” she groans.

“Yesss!”

“You want breed?”

“I… ah… I…”

“You want breed Grakka?” the goblin maid pants, grinning wildly, pounding her hips onto your cock with frantic eagerness. “You want breed Grakka pussy? You want breed with goblin pups? You want fuck Grakka everyday? Be stud? Be Grakka stud?”

“I… I… Y-yesssss!” you wail, surrendering to the pleasure throbbing through your cock. “Yes! Want… want to breed! Want to be your stud! Oh fuck! Grakka! Yes! Fuuuuuuck!”

“Cum in Grakka! Cum in cove! You cum for wife! You be good stud and breed Grakka!”

“Nnnnnn!” you groan, shuddering, hips bucking as you feverishly pump into the goblin’s clutching cunny. You’re helpless beneath her. Helpless to resist her. You have to cum. You’ve got to cum for her. Gotta cum. Cum for your wife. Cum for mistress. Cum for… for…

“Ooooh!” you moan, shuddering as you cum, stuffing the moaning goblin maid with your seed. Every spurt like a star exploding in your mind as you fill the bouncing green slut with all that you have. You groan, flopping on the floor, panting and spent from your exertions.

Grakka giggles breathlessly, dismounting you, your seed slickening her thighs as she leans over you. “Good husband,” she croons, and gives you another long, mind melting kiss.

Goblin Stud


Walk into the Village

Sneaking into the village is certainly an option, but if you get caught, who knows what fate awaits you. Besides, savages these goblins might be, but nothing you’ve read seems like they’d mean you harm. And to get the amulet, well…

You firm yourself, and stride towards the village with too much certainty to turn back. You make no attempt to hide your approach, and the guards who idle outside the entrance perk up as you move towards them. Spears are lowered, and one shouts out, “Who that?”

“A guest,” you say amiably, spreading your hands to show you’re unarmed as you step into the torchlight. “I have come to meet your chief!”

You’re close enough to make out the goblin’s faces, among other things. Their silhouettes gave you an idea of their figures, but actually being before them really brings it home. Short they may be, but the goblins more than make up for that with their curves, their plump breasts and hips forming a perfect hourglasses. The only thing that hides their attributes from your eyes are a thin strip of hide for a bra, and a loincloth straddling their hips.

You’d feel bad for ogling them, if the two green girls weren’t doing the exact same thing to you. One is fairly drooling as she looks you up and down. “Ooooh! You tall one,” she says.

“Um, thanks,” you say.

The pair giggle and exchange quick glances. They move forward, grabbing your hands. “Come! You see chief Gabia!”

“Yes! Must meet chief!”

“Sounds good,” you say, letting the two goblins draw you into the village. Well, that was certainly easy.

Is what you think, but as you’re pulled into the light of the bonfire and see the festive goblins, you realize the hard part has just begun.

It’s an orgy of sights and sounds, and an actual orgy mixed in for good measure. Goblins beat at drums while dancers whirl before the roaring flames, naked but for paint smeared on breast and hip and stomach. There are no tables, but food is being handed out by other goblin girls, who flutter their lashes at all and sundry. You spot several goblins locked in arms and lips, the busty green women moaning as they move against each other in sapphic passion.

A gasp escapes several of the goblin girls as they spot you, and suddenly you’re surrounded by a sea of green women. Everywhere you look are smiling faces, hands plucking at your clothes and cooing with awe at the sight of you. Your escorts shove their way through towards the massive hut in the center of the village. “Out way! Out way! For chief! Stud for chief!”

Stud? That’s either really good or really bad. You look up at the towering totems flanking the door, their figures of gravid fertility crudely hacked from wood and painted in brilliant hues. You don’t have long to look, for soon enough you’re pushed past and through the door of the hut.

The smoky gloom within makes you squint. Only The faintest glow from outside reaches in past the open door. Fetishes crowd the walls and ceiling in a panoply of dark spiritualism. Masks and wooden idols leer from every wall, and all, you can’t help but notice, have certain very exaggerated attributes. You feel your neck warm as you look at wooden fertility goddesses sporting breasts bigger than your head. Hulking, shadowy figures loom with cocks as long as their legs, the rest of their bodies massive, furry forms of savage virility. Some incense burners dot the interior, the herbs which flicker with embers wafting a pungent scent in the air that tingles in your nostrils.

Your eye catches a gleam of something red in the corner and you turn your head. The jewel is just as Magla said, a red ruby set in a golden facet like a pair of cow horns.

The only problem is it rests around the neck of a goblin shaman.

Chief Gabia is like the other goblins in her plump curves and sensuous figure, but lacks the crudity of the revellers. There’s a sense of controlled power in her as she watches you from atop a throne, a fan of feathers forming the back, flaring out like the rays of a dawning sun. A pair of hollowed skulls support her firm breasts, while another skull of wood hangs from her head in a casual mask. Around her belt are fetishes and charms, and only a loincloth keeps the treasure between her legs hidden. A piercing juts through her nose, and golden hoops hang from her ears.

But there’s a power in her too. A sense of control. The waiting danger and raw, primal potency of the jungle in which she makes her home.

Her eyes watch you, lidded, and as you make her out you see a lazy smile spread across her face. The curvy short-stack rises from her throne, descending the few steps with a swing of her hips.

“Me welcome,” she says. “I Gabia. Chief of Broken Fangs.”

“Uh, lovely to meet you,” you say, hearing giggling from the guards.

Gabia notices them, jerks her head. Disappointed groans come from the two guards, but they obediently retreat through the door, the beads that screen the hut from the outside door making a sound like rain as they shift, leaving you alone with the chieftain of the tribe.

Once more your eyes take her in, and no man would be able to deny her primal beauty. Your cock hardens in your pants quite obviously, and Gabia notices with a deepening smirk.

“Mmm. What bring stud to camp?” the goblin asks, walking towards you as if she were ten feet tall rather than almost half your height. She stops before you, hands on her hips as she takes you in. “What bring him here?”

Tell the Truth

Seduce the Goblin


Tell the Truth

“Well, actually,” you admit, “I came here to steal that particular necklace for a lamia.”

The goblin’s reaction is something to see. Her playful air vanishes, her eyes narrowing and her spine stiffening. “Ah,” she says. “You sent by snake.”

“Er… snake?”

Gabia nods. “Snake enemy of tribe. She eat many goblins.”

Ew. “I had a… She said you stole the necklace from her.”

Gabia grins viciously at the memory. “One day, we almost catch snake. She escape, but we grab necklace before she get away.”

“Right,” you say. “Well, she wants that back, and is sort of holding my boat hostage. So…”

“Hmm,” Gabia muses, toying with the amulet. “Okay,” she says, taking it off. “You can have.”

“Really?” you say. “Just like that?”

“Yes,” Gabia says, taking the necklace off and passing it to you. “But only if you help tribe catch snake!”

You pause in the midst of taking it. “Come again?”

Gabia looks past you and barks something. The two guards look startled to be called back in, but when Gabia says something else in the strange tongue, all playfulness vanishes, replaced by eager hate. They whoop, rushing back out and shouting, the sound of the drums fading.

Gabia looks back to you, fondling the necklace. “It simple,” she says. “I give you amulet, and you help tribe catch snake.”

“Er, okay,” you say. “But ah, why would I need the amulet?”

Gabia rolls her eyes as if bemoaning the stupidity of studs. “It special,” she says. “Amulet come from temple.”

That gets your attention. “Temple?” you say.

Gabia nods. “Spirits speak to me,” she says, looking at the shadowy idols crowding the hut. “Message comes down through dreams. Gods of tribe say you come, and that you need amulet for temple. Me not sure why. Me not really care, but spirits demand I give, and I do.”

“I… see,” you say. You know you should be surprised, but after what Aramia said, it checks out. You take the amulet the stone flashing in the weak light as she passes it to you. It feels warm in your hand. Warmer than it should. Power rests in this item, you realize. Power unlike any you’ve known despite your years at the university. “Th-thank you,” you say.

Gabia flashes a smirk. “Stud welcome. Now, come,” she says, tugging you by the hand towards the door. “It time for snake hunt!”

You stumble after her and outside. The festive air hasn’t dissipated, but it has changed markedly. No longer are the goblin girls dancing, instead they all carry spears, their eyes gleaming in the firelight, their grins wide and eager. The sight of so many busty green women armed to the teeth is more than a little disconcerting, especially as they part ranks before you and Gabia, allowing you both to walk through them and towards the jungle. They fall in behind you, striding into the darkness with silent intent.

It’s a quick march to the shore, but when you’re a distance from it, Gabia makes you stop. “You lure snake here,” the goblin priestess says, indicating the clearing. “We take care of her.”

“Right,” you say.

Gabia smiles, but it’s not a happy smile. It’s a hungry, predatory one, the goblin seeming to melt into the foliage about the clearing. Her warriors follow suite, and if you didn’t know a small army of goblins lurked in the shadows, you’d swear you were alone.

You turn, making your way back down the narrow path and to the shore, fingering the amulet in your pocket before pulling your hand hastily out. Your heart quickens its beat as you hear the soft sound of the rushing river. You step out of the jungle and onto the bank, your boat still tied to the tree, swaying slowly in the current.

“Magla?” you call.

Leaves hiss as the lamia slithers down from the tree your boat is tied to. The lamia rears before you, her eyes burning green in the dark, her fangs shining in a grin. “Ah. My hero, have you brought me my prisssse?”

Give Her the Amulet

Lead Her into the Trap


Goblin God

Your body is a temple, and your goblins adore worshipping it.

In the large reed hut you grunt as you plow yet another goblin maid on your throne, her moans trebling as your thick cock hammers her, your hips spanking her ass. She rides your lap, moaning, her large breasts bouncing as she takes every inch of your shaft within her, her eyes rolling back as bounces herself with an almost feverish desire to feel you deeper. Harder. Faster! It’s almost amusing the difference in size between you and your newest cock sleeve, if you understood humor more complicated than slapstick.

Not that you mind. Some gods may be wise and brilliant, but you’re not one of them. Your mind is forever drowned in a haze of bestial desires for food and fucking. Yours is a faith of the purely physical, and none of your worshippers have a problem with that.

“Yes! Fuck more! Fuck! Give seed! Fill womb! Breed! Breed meeeee!” your latest conquest wails as she cums yet again.

You grunt, grabbing her hips, slamming her down a final time. The tightness of her spacious cunny envelops your cock, and with a bellow that shakes the roof you cum, pumping your thick, feral seed into her pussy. The goblin moans, her stomach swelling from the sheer amount of cum you stuff her with.

You breathe out, your hot breath fairly steaming as you lounge back on the throne. The goblin maid currently mounted on your cock moans in feeble protest as two handmaidens help her off. The goblin is helped by the pair out of sight, and you immediately lose interest. After all, she’s hardly the first to become acquainted with your cock, and most assuredly not the last.

That thought shines dimly in your mind, but comes into sharp focus as your priestess makes her way into the room. The goblin shaman sways in, charms jingling across her body, her pregnant stomach swelling from beneath her engorged teats. Behind her file in several huntresses, the war-like goblins painted in woad and bearing their spears, their eyes shining in excitement for the ritual about to commence.

It’s a familiar ritual, and you’re more than happy to participate. You shift, rising to your feet. Your horns scrape the ceiling as you tower over the trio. You snort, inhaling the sudden sweetness of their arousal, pungent to your enhanced senses.

The priestess (she has a name. Probably. But the brainpower needed to remember it is quite beyond you) raises her arms towards you, her charms rattling in an eerie accompaniment. “Oh great Urgrua! We come with mighty huntresses. They slay big game! Mighty are they. And they want have mighty young!”

You snort. Of course their young will be mighty. After all, they’ll be yours! Just the thought of stuffing those green short stacks makes your thick bull-cock swell with hunger to taste their fertile pussies. The two huntresses fairly quiver, eyes going glassy, glazed as they get drunk off your musk, like any proper slut should.

The goblin priestess grins with delight at your display. “Ooooh, mighty god of breeding agree! He think huntresses worthy of cock! Worthy of breed by mighty seed! Go!” she cries, reeling back, delivering a pair of stinging spanks to the plump bottoms of the two huntresses, propelling them forward with squeals of delight. “Go! Mate! And breed mighty warriors!”

The two goblin maids stagger before you, falling to their knees before your feet. They lift their heads, eyes riveted to the thick pillar of your manhood. Their hands are drawn magnetically to it, running along its veiny girth, eliciting a rumble of pleasure as their adoring hands run up and down your meaty dick, their awe making you harder still until your cock and balls fairly throb with hunger to stuff these sluts. Their heads dip forward, and their tongues glide up your shaft.

Though the pleasure of the bestial rutting in which you breed your many sluts has never faded, you hold a special place in your heart for the feeling of adoring lips lavishing your fuckstick. There’s just something so wonderfully potent about a curvy slut adoring your cock like it were some pagan idol in need of ceremonial respect, and fuck knows you share such an opinion. Your chest heaves with your deep breathing, the lust throbbing upwards through your cock.

And that was before the pair lean in, and mash your cock between their shapely tits.

“Hrrrrr!” you growl as the huntresses stroke you with their breasts, continuing to lavish your cock with their lips, their tongues, their adoring gasps as they fairly bathe in your musk. Your hips twitch, pumping your cock between their breasts, pre oozing down your shaft. They must have used some ceremonial oil, because their gleaming green breasts slide seamlessly up and down your cock.

Enough playing. You grab one of the green sluts (you don’t care which. They’ll both get some before you’re done) and toss her onto your throne. She squeaks in surprise, bent over the seat, the heart-shape of her ass raised in the air.

All the invitation you need.

You grab her hips, and the goblin cries out in pleasure as you push your cock into her tight depths. “Yessssss!” she wails. “Breeeeeed meeee!”

You roar, voice like thunder in the confines of the hut as you begin to thrust, fairly lifting the goblin with every pounding thrust of your bitch breaker. Your balls slap her with every push, up until the second huntress finds her way beneath you and begins to kiss and massage your bollocks as you fuck her friend.

Such pleasure is beyond you, and with a sudden, thunderous bellow, you cum, pumping the quivering goblin girl with great bursts of your hot seed, the goblin huntress moaning, your cum drooling from her overstuffed cunt and down your shaft for the second goblin to lap up like an addict.

“Good,” the priestess croons as she watches you breed her huntresses, her own hand between her thighs, strumming her green pussy. “Good. God is mighty! He bring many strong young.”

You ignore her. Of course the tribe will be stronger with your children filling the wombs of the goblins. They’re yours! With that in mind, you withdraw your cock from the first goblin, catching up her friend, lifting her, then sheathing her in turn atop your cock.

Her cry of ecstasy is music to your ears. Almost as much as the thumping of her ass against your hips as you plow her as you did her companion.

For you are their feral god of virility.

And you’ll be more than happy to bless their wombs with your seed.

Bad End
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Seduce the Goblin

“Nothing much,” you say. “Just that I heard the most beautiful goblin in the world happened to be the chieftain of this tribe.”

Gabia’s lips twitch. “Mmm. Really?” she says, pushing out her chest, cocking her head coyly, the fetishes in her belt chiming. “You think I prettiest goblin in world?”

“I didn’t at first. But when I saw you on that throne, I knew it was true. That you’re absolutely ravishing. Fantastically beautiful. Your breasts so big and firm. Your hair so long and black. Your lips so red and soft.”

“Mmm. Me like that. What about ass?” she asks, turning about, her green derriere on full display as she pushes her bottom against your groin, making you gasp as your sensitive cock rubs against her ass. “It good too?”

“W-wonderful,” you say, shocked by her brazenness, though you know you shouldn’t be. Your hands move down, landing on her hips, making the goblin purr as she shamelessly rubs her ass against your manhood. “It’s so big and ah… and soft…”

“And feels so gooood,” the goblin purrs.

“It ah… oooh…”

She reaches up, playfully tugging your collar. You can’t help but follow her, led like a dog on a leash, your eyes riveted to the slow sway of her perfect ass as she guides you to her throne. The goblin chieftain lifts herself onto the first step, stretching forward, pushing out her soft bottom against your crotch. You suck in a breath as she rolls her hips, rubbing your cock even more insistently against her ass. She glances back, smirking wickedly.

“You want fuck?” she breathes.

“It ah… has occurred to me,” you say, your hands coming to rest on her hips, squeezing and molding her ass, admiring the elasticity of her bottom.

“Mmm. Me too. Me want you in cove. Me want you fuck pussy.”

“Well, if you insist…”

You have no objections to following her commands. Fuck it, it feels so easy to do it. To yank down your pants, palm your cock, rubbing it against her dripping pussy, and push your shaft inside.

“Oooooh!” you moan as you feel her tighten around you like a vice. Fuck! She’s soooo tight!

“Yessss!” Gabia moans, pushing back against your cock. “Yesss! Fuck pussy! Give cock! Give me cooooock!”

You have no objection to that. Your hips hammer her plush bottom, spanking it a deeper green as you saw into her pussy. Her tightness squeezes you wonderfully. Your cock throbs as you claim her eager pussy.

“Yesss! Yessss! Fuck me! Give cum! Give me human seed! Stuff Gabia! Fill Gabia! Yes! Yes! Yesssssss!” the goblin chieftain wails, her inner walls tightening delightfully around you, massaging your cock until you can’t hold back. With a cry your cock throbs, unleashing your load into the goblin’s milking pussy, every spurt drained by the cock-hungry short stack.

You exhale heavily, pulling out of her, only for Gabia to grab your hand, whirl you around, and shove you into her throne. With an oof you land, and instantly the goblin is between your legs, her petite hands running along your deflated cock, her eyes lidded with lust.

“Been long time since had human cock,” the goblin purrs, running her tongue along your shaft, making you gasp, moan. “Me enjoy.”

“O-okay,” you pant, your cock hardening eagerly to the goblin ministrations as she tastes your and her mingled essence.

She smirks. “Good stud,” she purrs, then opens wide and takes your cock to the root in a single go.

“Fuuuuuuck!” you moan as the perfect vacuum of the goblin’s lips engulf your shaft, Gabia’s eyes grow lidded as she bobs, sucking you with adoring hunger. You grab the arms of the throne, head thrown back as she keeps bobbing, sucking, taking you in her hot mouth, her tongue adoring your cock, her hand slipping between your legs, fondling your balls.

“Ah… Ah!” you gasp, helpless before the goblin’s assault. Her expertise. Her utter certainty of the best ways to milk your manhood of all your cum. You whimper and moan as she devours your shaft, massages your balls. She’s too good. Too skilled. You can resist her. Can’t hold back. “Ah. Ah! Mnnnnn!”

You groan, shuddering as you cum again, surrendering your seed to the goblin’s hungry mouth, watching her lashes flutter, her lips hollow as she drinks you down, down, down, her throat working to swallow every drop of your precious cum.

Gabia lifts her lips from your cock with a gasp of delight. Her eyes burn as she rises, climbing onto your lap. “Me know why you here,” she purrs, settling atop you, her perfect ass pressing down on your cock.

“Wh-what?” you gasp.

“Me know you come for necklace,” the goblin croons, fondling the jewel. “Me know you seek temple in jungle.”

You’d like to question her how she knows this, but then her ass grinds down on your cock, post-orgasmic weakness making you helpless to do anything but moan as your sensitive shaft stirs again. Gods! How does she know just how to get you going?

“I…” you pant. “I…”

“Me not care,” the goblin purrs, her eyes burning bright, her smirk wide as she touches your cheeks, compels you to look into her eyes. “Me think destiny right here. Me think you should stay. Be goblin stud. You stay and stuff goblins. Fuck full of pups. Me think you should. Me want you. What you say? What you do?”

“Oooooh,” you groan as her ass wiggles on your lap, teasing your cock again to achingly sensitive hardness.

“Choose,” she purrs.

Stay with Gabia

Ask for the Necklace


Stay with Gabia

You may not have started this adventure planning on becoming the breeding stud of a goblin tribe, but fuck it! The pleasures you’ve felt as Gabia drained your balls like they were a dwarf’s tankard is too good to pass up.

“Yes!” you gasp. “Yes, I’ll… I’ll stay. Stay and be your stud. Just… just let me fuck you more!”

Gabia giggles, and even though you know she’s much shorter than you, she seems impossibly tall as she sits on your lap, pressing her big, plush breasts against your chest. “Mmm. Me know stud make right choice.”

She kisses you, and the taste of your cum and her juices on her lips arouses you like nothing else. You groan, breath hitching as she lifts her hips, your cock rising as if magnetically drawn to her pussy, and she sheathes you again in her.

“Mmmmm!” you moan into her lips, mind blanking as your sensitive cock is once more massaged within her pussy. As her hips rise and fall, riding your lap with increasing eagerness. Fucking you into the throne. The sound of the drums from outside pound through the darkness, throbbing in time to your quickening pulse as Gabia claims your cock. Your lips. As she tears open her bra, her perfect green breasts bouncing into the open, mashed against your chest as she rides you. Fucks you.

Breeds you.

“Mmmmm!” you moan, rutting up into her, helpless with orgasmic pleasure, but needing more so desperately you can’t stop. And why stop? This is what you wanted. To fuck this goblin beauty. To mate with her. To stuff her so full of seed she bulges.

“Yes! Yes! Give cock! Give me coooock!” Gabia moans, her plump bottom pounding onto your lap, your hands latching on, squeezing her perfect emerald bubble butt as she rides you, her tits mashed into your chest as she kisses you again.

She’s so good.

Too good.

You groan, your aching balls giving up another load. Your cock twitches, pulses, surrendering your seed to the goblin’s clutching cunny. Gabia moans, quivering as she cums with you, your cum leaking down her thighs she takes in so much.

You collapse atop the throne, panting, wheezing, spent beyond anything you’ve ever known. Gabia giggles, settling her plush rump atop you. She leans forward, burying your face beneath her plump tits.

“Mmm. It okay. Stud rest now. Me know it lots for first time. But you get better! We have special potions so you be good to fuck whole village soon.”

“Wh-whole… v… village?” you pant. The thought of being drugged and primed to be the perfect breeding stud to a village of goblin beauty’s stirs your cock anew despite your recent exertions.

Gabia giggles, feeling the brave effort of your manhood between her thighs. “Mmm. You be so happy here,” she coos, smothering you deeper beneath her green tits.

As you surrender to the pressure of her tits, you have a delighted feeling she’s right.

Village Bicycle


Ask for the Necklace

Although spending your days endlessly fucking busty goblin sluts is tempting, you’re still a bit too independent to sign away your life to it.

“I’ll ah… t-take the amulet.”

Gabia pouts. “Mmm. Fine,” she says, reaching back and pulling it off. She passes it to you, your limp fingers struggling to close on the red stone. “You can have.”

“Thanks,” you gasp. “The lamia will…”

You’re startled by the change that comes over Gabia’s face at the mention of the lamia. “Snake?” the goblin growls. “You mean snake?”

“Um…”

“Snake enemy of goblins! She eat many.”

Oh, ew. “I er… well, I’m not helping her willingly. She stole my boat and…”

Gabia gives you a shrewd look. A smile slowly teases over her lips. She pulls herself out of your lap and turns her head towards the door of the hut, barking something in her own tongue. One of the goblin guards pokes her head inside, and Gabia gives the goblin maid some sharp commands, causing her to duck out again.

“Um,” you say.

Gabia looks back to you, fondling the necklace. “Me make deal,” she says. “I give you amulet, and you help tribe catch snake.”

“Er, okay,” you say. “But ah, why would I need the amulet?”

Gabia rolls her eyes as if bemoaning the stupidity of studs. “It special,” she says. “Amulet come from temple.”

That gets your attention. “Temple?” you say.

Gabia nods. “Spirits speak to me,” she says, looking up at the idols crowding the room. “Message comes down through dreams. Gods of tribe say you come, and that you need amulet for temple. Me not sure why. Me not really care, but spirits demand I give, and I do.”

So, the amulet comes from the temple? Useful to know. “Well, thank you,” you say.

“Stud welcome. Now, come,” she says, tugging you by the hand towards the door. “It time for snake hunt!”

Her touch pulls you to your feet, although your legs feel like rubber after the liberal fucking you’ve been engaged in. However, you’ve always recovered fast, and by the time you reach the door of the hut, you’re walking with minimum of limp.

The festive air outside hasn’t dissipated, but it has changed markedly. No longer are the goblin girls dancing, instead they all carry spears, their eyes gleaming in the firelight, their grins wide and eager. The sight of so many busty green women armed to the teeth is more than a little disconcerting, especially as they part ranks before you and Gabia, allowing you both to walk through them and towards the jungle. They fall in behind you, striding after you and into the darkness.

It’s a quick march to the shore, but when you’re a distance from it, Gabia makes you stop. “You lure snake here,” the goblin priestess says, looking about the small clearing you’re in. “We take care of her.”

“Right,” you say.

Gabia smiles, but it’s not a happy smile. It’s a hungry, predatory one, the goblin priestess seeming to melt into the foliage about the clearing. Her warriors follow suite, and if you didn’t know a small army of goblins lurked in the shadows, you’d swear you are alone.

You turn, making your way back down the narrow path and to the shore, fingering the amulet in your pocket before pulling your hand hastily out. Your heart quickens its beat as you hear the soft sound of the rushing river. You step out of the jungle and onto the bank, your boat still tied to the tree, swaying slowly in the current.

“Magla?” you call.

Leaves hiss as the lamia slithers down from the tree your boat is tied to. The lamia rears before you, her eyes burning green in the dark, her fangs shining in a grin. “Ah. My hero, have you brought me my prisssse?”

Give Her the Amulet

Lead Her into the Trap


Lead Her into the Trap

“Yes,” you say. “But it’s not here.”

“Oh?” Magla hisses, slithering slowly about you, her eyes pulsing.

“No,” you say, careful not to look her in the eyes. “I left it in a safe place until you gave me my boat. Just in case.”

“You do realisssse that I could have jusssst hypnotized you and gotten the information that way. Hmm?”

Uh oh. “Um…”

She laughs. “I do love the sssstupid onessss. Sssshow me my prissse, fool, and we will ssssspeak of boatsssss.”

You relax a little. Good thing she thinks you’re stupid. Not something you expected to be glad about, but oh well. “Sure,” you say. “This way.”

Still chuckling, Magla slithers after you and into the dark. The hairs on the back of your neck prick at the lamia’s nearness, but you force yourself not to turn around until you return to the clearing.

As before, there’s no sign of the goblins. You step into the empty space, stopping as Magla slithers around. “Well?” she hisses, and there’s a note of impatience in her tone. “Where issss it?”

“Under that tree,” you say.

Magla hisses, gliding to the tree and peering at the ground. “Where? I can’t sssssee…”

“Now!”

The shout comes from above. Magla jerks her head up even as a half dozen goblin huntresses fall from the tree, a net spread between them. The lamia is too shocked to do anything for the split second it takes for the net covers her, but then she explodes into motion.

Screeching, hissing, Magla writhes under the net, her powerful coils bunching and straining it, even as the goblin huntresses rush in with ropes, struggling with sheer numbers to tie up the hissing, spitting serpent woman. You hold back, eyes wide at the fierce battle.

But the net and numbers tell, and soon enough Magla is bound to the ground, her head and shoulders just poking out of the bindings, her green eyes flashing with fury and chest heaving with her exertions.

“Well done.”

You look down to find Gabia striding out of the jungle, the goblin chief’s eyes bright with menace. She struts up to the lamia, and for the first time you see something approaching fear in Magla’s face.

“What… what are you going to do to me?” the lamia hisses.

Gabia giggles. “Ooooh, me not know. But, me think snake have too much fun hypnotizing goblins with pretty eyes. Me think it time snake had taste of own medicine.”

Magla’s eyes widen as the goblin plucks a glowing pink potion from her belt. “N-no! Wait! Not mmph!”

Her protests are cut off as the goblin shoves the potion into the lamia’s mouth. Magla’s eyes widen in horror as the glowing pink concoction drains from the glass and into her mouth, only for her eyes to grow lidded moment later. You watch in amazement as pink spirals rapidly replace the glowing green of the lamia’s eyes, her head lolling. Gabia pops the bottle from the serpent’s lips, and Magla moans.

“Oooooh!” the serpent woman gasps, and as you watch she begins to change. Her dark scales shift, lightening to a bright pink. Her lips grow plumper, her breasts heavier. Bouncier. Her figure swells against the nets that bind her until the ropes snap like they’re made of string.

But even freed, Magla doesn’t seem too keen to escape. The once proud serpent’s spiralling eyes are locked on Gabia with drooling adoration. “Mistress!” the lamia gasps, smiling dumbly. “Can… can dumb snake serve mistress?”

Gabia titters. “Of course snake can,” the goblin chief coos as she brushes aside her loincloth, revealing the pink divot of her pussy. “She can start right now.”

Magla cries out in joy, wriggling up between Gabia’s thighs, adoringly locking her lips to the goblin’s pussy. Gabia moans as that forked tongue gets to work, delving into her twitching cunny, the goblin grasping the serpent’s hair, grinding her cunt onto the moaning bimbo snake’s face.

Recalling the proud Magla, there probably couldn’t be a worse fate for her than being the personal pleasure bimbo of a village she spent her life tormenting.

Although, now that you know the goblin’s have such potions, maybe now would be a good time to make good your departure.

While the goblin huntresses are cooing and admiring their new plaything, you slip back down the trail and through the dark. As you walk, you fish the amulet back out of your pocket, inspecting it thoughtfully. It is quite at odds with the style of the goblins. The symbols inlaid in the gold are reminiscent of those you saw in the book on the temple of Heffana. You could believe it was stolen from the temple, or one of its environs.

And Gabia made it sound like it was important for your quest. You sigh. You do wish that you knew more about your quest than everyone else seems to. What’s the point of it? Why you?

You’re still wrestling with those thoughts when you return to the bank and your boat. You stuff the amulet back into your pocket and climb aboard. Untying your boat, you pole into the middle of the stream and start paddling upriver once more.

Well, the temple awaits. And answers aplenty, no doubt.

You just hope they’ll be worth it.

Flower of the Jungle
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Village Bicycle

Living in the goblin village has taught you more about goblin culture than a hundred years in the university.

For one, you discovered that studs have no need for clothes. After all, you don’t want pants getting in the way of the goblin maids admiring your cock.

For another, a stud is essential for diplomacy. Which is why you’re currently kneeling between the thighs of the visiting chief, Janna, the buxom goblin babe moaning as you eagerly tongue out her pussy, your hands gently massaging her thighs as she leans back upon her seat in the Great Hut.

“Oooooh!” Janna moans, her hips rolling, grinding her pussy on your face as she pants, her fingers wound in your hair, tugging you deeper into her clutching cunny. “Yes! There! Lick there! Oooh! Good stud! Gooooood stud!”

Gabia giggles from her place across the room while Janna’s stud thrusts into her own pussy. The other stud is much slenderer than you. An elf, the poor man panting as he frantically fucks the green skinned beauty, his height only emphasised by how he has to bend forward to rut into the curvaceous short stack.

“Mmmm… Elf good,” Gabia purrs.

“Humie good toooo,” Janna pants. “It good build alliance. It soooo goooood…”

You smile as you swirl your tongue around Janna’s clit, the goblin sucking in a sharp breath, her thighs clamping around your head as she shudders, moaning as she’s pushed past the brink of orgasm. Her cry is muffled by her plump legs crushing your head, not that you mind as she soon sags on the throne, spent for now.

From there, you work more leisurely, allowing your tongue to swirl around her pussy while she speaks breathlessly with Gabia about hunting rights and other political business. You listen distantly, not really caring. After all, it’s not a stud’s job to dictate policy for the chief, although you have offered advice. Goblins are far from stupid, but you know more about technology and trade by virtue of attending the university and coming from the world outside. As a result, the goblin tribe has flourished, even managing to open a trading post upriver from Port Ramman. Any thought of the human traders of taking advantage of your green goddesses was quickly shot down, as those who attempted to cheat the goblins soon found themselves a new job as drugged, mindless goblin husbands.

You have no sympathy for them. After all, they deserve their fate. And the profits, once considered fairly, are plain to see on Gabia. Around her neck gleams golden necklaces and around her wrists are charms and jewels. She looks like an excessively cheap whore, but you know she delights in the weighted feel of the gold, and you’re certainly not complaining. Not after she got you that handsome gold collar and the silver leash she likes to lead you around with.

The thought of your service to the tribe makes you feel warm and beloved. The tribe certainly enjoys showing you how much they appreciate you. Fucking you, feeding you, letting you kiss and adore their soft, green breasts, you never dreamed being the public slut of a goblin tribe could be so good.

“Then agreed. We bring furs, and you offer brew from invaders?” Janna says.

“Agreed,” Gabia purrs as the elf whimpers, shuddering as her pussy at last defeats him, milking the elf of his seed in sharp, gasping tightening. “Mmmm. And when you deliver, you get fucked by stud again.”

“Me come soon!” Janna says, mussing your hair fondly.

“Can’t wait,” you say, giving her clit another teasing flick of your tongue.

The goblin chief sucks in a sharp breath. She gives you a smoky look before climbing off your face. You roll your jaw as Janna takes her elf’s leash, pulling him towards the door. The slender elf gives you a fond, exasperated glance you share.

Goblins. Can’t help but love them.

As the curtain falls back over the door Gabia comes up behind you, giving your ass a sharp spank. “Good work, stud! Janna very happy with trade.”

You jump, glancing down at the goblin chief with a grin. “Good. Those furs will trade high in Port Ramman. The kingdoms are always looking for exotic pelts. They’ll be the height of fashion in Alba soon.”

“Mmm. Brains and cock. Me like,” the goblin growls, giving your firm bottom a hungry squeeze.

“Do you now?” you laugh. “I’d never have noticed.”

“Stud talk too much,” Gabia says, taking your silver leash. She plops down on her throne, giving your leash a tug. “Time for cock.”

“Yes ma’am!” you say, happily moving over her, lovingly meeting her dark lips. You’ve tasted the drugged lipstick so much you’ve built an immunity to the worst of it, but the taste still sends tingles shooting through your cock, your almost unbearable stiffness put to good use as you push into the goblin’s pussy, moaning as you sink deep inside of her, beginning to thrust hungrily into Gabia’s hungry cunt, feeling the elf’s cum slosh inside of her as you fuck her.

“Mmmm!” Gabia moans, tugging you down, her plump breasts pressing into your chest as you fuck your chief on her throne. The elf might have been a nice change of pace, but Gabia is always eager for another taste of your thick, human shaft and eager, almost bestial rutting. Almost as eager as you are to feel her plump green curves under your hands as you breed your chief anew.

There may have been a time when you thought of a life beyond the walls of the village, but that was long ago. You’re the goblin village stud now. Advisor to the chieftain, who, through the trading network she will establish, will come to be known as the jungle queen.

And you? Well, you’ll still be her stud.

But there’s nothing else you’d rather be.

End
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Flower of the Jungle
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As dawn breaks over the world, a shape is outlined on the horizon. A statue, it stands on the edge of the river on a wide stone platform carpeted in creepers and vines. It depicts a kneeling holstaur of extremely fertile curves, the stonemasons having put a great deal of effort into the shape of breasts that sag onto her lap, her face one of benevolent serenity, her hands resting palm up as if accepting the devotion of her worshippers.

Once, its grandeur would have overshadowed the river for miles, but time and the jungle have done much to reduce it. One of her horns is broken off, and vines cling to her great curves like ropes seeking to tear her down. Cracks form in the stone and plants sprout about her base. You can only imagine what she might have looked like at the height of her civilization, but nonetheless, as you see the huge stone statue loom above the waters, excitement tingles through you.

The book you found in the university spoke often of this statue. It was the marker for the beginning of the Pilgrim’s Road, where worshippers would disembark in order to follow the highway to the great temple of Heffana. Your destination.

But it’s been a long time since streams of worshippers walked this way to reach that distant glory. As you paddle to the shore, you can see the neglect of ages hangs heavy about the place. Steps descend into the waters, running up to a road that stretches forth into the distance. Heavy, stone buildings line the path, but greenery grows in the cracks and trees tower from where once had been roofs. The jungle has laid claim to the town that once welcomed pilgrims, and even in the bright sun of day, it’s a dark place.

You tie your boat off to a stone peg and carefully climb out onto the old walkway. Bricks are broken by the roots of trees sprouting from beneath, and the noise of the jungle seems eerily distant as you walk down the path. In fact, it’s quite quiet here.

You scan the foliage warily, rubbing the pommel of your sword with a thumb, ready for anything. You hope. A ruined arch leads the way forward, and you suddenly find yourself in a true riot of the jungle.

The road has almost disappeared under a carpet of greenery. Trees meet above, their boughs casting heavy shadows which plump flowers look down on, their pink petals open and raining down a soft pollen that fills the air with a strange, sparkling light. Your nose twitches, the scent of the flowers rich and strong as you make your way forward.

As you walk, you notice something else. Ahead, growing out of what had once been a roadside shrine utterly consumed by the jungle’s carpet and greenery, is the biggest flower you’ve ever seen. You blink, the pollen making it hard to see. But as you watch the petals begin to peel back.

And reveal the beauty within.

Your jaw slowly drops as you behold the woman within the flower. Her skin is a luxurious green, her waist sprouting from the soft pink petals. Bare, full breasts swell from her chest like two flawless melons, and her hair is a carpet of flowers. Pollen rains down around her like sparkling motes of light, her eyes opening and her lips quirking up in a teasing smile.

“Well well!” she purrs, leaning forward on her flower, batting her long lashes at you. “Hello there, cutie! I’m Stalina. What are you doing out here all alone?”

You freeze. An alraune. Plant girls of the jungle, you’ve heard many stories about them and studies in the university. Wild spirits of the forest, their species are varied and so are their powers. Some can be helpful, some seek to seduce the unwary and dissolve them in their sap. Others pull poor souls into the ground and devour them there.

You’re familiar with the variants of Alba, which are not many and generally just produce sweet smells, making them quite popular among the villages and even the occasional garden of nobility, but there are few records of what the species in the Emerald Shore can do, which is doubly worrying because there’s been no end of adventurers delving into the jungles, but few coming back out.

“Hi,” you say. “I was just heading off…”

“A pilgrim?” Stalina asks breathlessly, and your eyes are pulled down to her ample tits as they jiggle. “How exciting! It’s been so long since pilgrims stopped by.”

You glance about the overgrowth spilling over the buildings. “I gathered that…”

“Well! As the first pilgrim in… gosh, decades maybe, you surely must perform the ritual.”

“Ritual?” you say.

“Ritual of cleansing, silly!” she giggles. She tilts her head towards the broken fountain not far. “Oh, but, it looks like the pipe broke. Silly me!” she giggles. “But don’t worry! I have a solution.”

“You do?” you say, even more wary.

“Oh yes,” she purrs, hefting the plump, green orbs of her tits. She bites her lower lip with delight as she begins to massage those heavy breasts, palming them, mashing them together. The lewd display paralyzes you in shock as she works her luscious tits, moaning softly as she massages them. Bounces them. As you watch, a dribble of sweet nectar oozes from her nipples.

“Mmmm! There we go,” she giggles. “My roots go deep into the enchanted spring. And my nectar is just the sweetest! You’d adore having a taste.”

“You… you want me to…”

“If it’s not too much trouble,” Stalina coos, leisurely bouncing her heaving breasts, fluttering her lashes at you, the sparkle of pollen raining down around her head. “After all, no pilgrim can continue down the road without cleansing themselves with the water of the goddess. And you’d haaaate not to follow tradition, wouldn’t you?”

You swallow hard, eying the jungle around you. This is obviously a trap, but somehow, you can’t seem to tear your eyes from her glorious green breasts. The way they bounce in her arms. Those nipples begging to be kissed. To be suckled. To be adored like a good bimbo should. Needs to. You blink slowly, watching the lights sparkle around her chest. The pretty pollen. Lovely pollen. Pollen you’ve been breathing in. So sweetly scented. Making your head so heavy. So dumb. So sloshing with silly thoughts and… and…

And brainwashing you.

You realize this slowly, blinking, looking back at her. But the alraune merely smiles and gives her gorgeous green tits another bounce.

“C’mon,” she purrs. “Give ‘em a suckle…”

Drink her Breasts
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Pull Back

“I… N-no, thank you,” you say, blinking away some of the mind-numbing haze and taking a step back. “I’d better not.”

“Aw,” she giggles. “That’s so cute! You think you had a choice.”

You stiffen as the jungle around the plantgirl rustles. Vines rise like dozens of swaying tentacles around Stalina, the green beauty smirking as her writhing limbs twist about her, her cheek tilted into her palm with a mocking air.

“Don’t worry, sweety,” she giggles, her eyes glowing with wicked delight. “You’re gonna love being mine.”

Wait
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Drink Her Breasts

Understanding the problem doesn’t give you the power to resist it. The thoughts of danger seem oddly distant. Unfamiliar, as if the person aware of the mind controlling power of her pollen exists outside of you. Apart. Watching from a distance as you move slowly towards her, walking as if half-asleep, your eyes lidded, mouth slightly parted.

“That’s it,” Stalina giggles, vines rising from the base of her plant, twisting around you and gently guiding you closer to her. Her hands cup her breasts, giving them another teasing bounce. “C’mon, sweetie. My cute human. My silly, mindless boy. All pretty and dumb for my pollen. Enslaved by my big boobs. My jiggly tits. You want it, don’t you?” she coos, puckering her lips prettily. Her soft, soft, lips. “You wanna be my eager bimbo, right? Just drink my sweet cream? Guzzle it down?”

“I… I…” you say, swaying. You try and halt your feet, but they just keep plodding on. Bringing you closer. Closer.

“Shhh. That’s okay. You don’t need to say it. Good bimbos just need to obey my pollen. Just do whatever their new mistress says. Just breathe in. Out. Big, deep breaths. Letting their mind sink. Their body obey. Obey mistress.

“Obey.

“Obey.

“Obey…”

Every time she says those words, the flowers in her hair puff another cloud of pollen into your face. You can feel it tingling on your skin, basting you in her mind melting haze. Your head empties and is filled with pink fuzziness. With adoring pleasure as you’re drawn into Stalina’s flower, against the softness of her petals, her big breasts filling your view.

You feel her hands gently touch your head, ease your forward, directly into her big, green tits, your lips gently latching on to a budding nipple.

And sucking.

Sucking.

Sucking like a good, brainless slave.

“Mmmm,” Stalina moans as you drink her. As her sap oozes into your mouth. So sweet and thick. So wonderfully tingling and delightful as your eyelids lower, as lethargy fills you. Surrender claims you. “That’s it. Gooooood bimbo. Drink my lovely sap. My sweet, mind melting essence. Give me all your thoughts, silly bimbo. Give me all your love.”

“Mmmyessssh,” you slur around her nipple, your tongue so heavy, your eyelids fluttering as you keep sucking. Keep drinking. Keep drowning in her wonderful syrup. You groan in delight as you feel her hands and vines tug away your clothes, stripping you, revealing the hardness of your cock throbbing between your legs.

“Oooh, what’s this? A present for me?” the flower girl giggles as she palms your cock, making you whimper, buck into her palm. “Mmm. I think we can have some fun with that. Don’t you, sweetie?”

“Mmmyesssss,” you moan.

“Good boy. I knew we could.”

You feel the softness of petals brush your cock, your breath hitching as a small flower rises from Stalina’s base, enveloping your twitching manhood in itself. You groan as it begins to tenderly suck, swirling around your cock, pumping your sensitive, aching shaft with feather-light strokes and sucking.

“That’s it,” Stalina croons, her voice the sugary sweetness of damnation. “Drink my sap. Give me your cum. Cum your silly essence into mistress. Surrender to your mistress. Gimme all that cum. Give it to me, my bimbo. Give it all to meeeee.”

You can’t conceive of resistance. Of not obeying. Your mind is drowning in pink pollen. Your body enthralled to her petals as you hump her flower. Panting. Moaning. Whimpering as you buck and gasp and fuck faster.

Faster.

Faster.

You can feel your sensitive balls throbbing with your seed. Feeling heavier than they should be. Like all your essence were focused in them. Drawn into them. Your cum churning with need to be fed on by this plantgirl. You have to give it to her. Give mistress your essence. You have to… have to… have to…

“Mmmm!” you moan, shuddering as you cum, your seed pumping into the flower, devoured, sucked down into Stalina’s roots.

“Yesssss,” the alraune moans. “That’s it! Oh fuck yes. It’s been sooooo loooong. Give me more, my pretty slave. Give me all your sweet cum. You have to. Have to give it to me. Give me it all. Oh fuck yes. Yesssss,” she moans.

Had your mind not been so utterly basted in her pollen, you might have realized something was wrong. That you shouldn’t still be hard. Your balls not so full.

But thinking is far from you now. You can only buck, moaning, pumping into the flower with ever greater need. Animal instinct controls you. Fauna yielding to flora as you cum again, feeling her drink your essence once more. As weakness begins in your fingers and toes, spreading every time you buck, whimper, cum again into her flower.

You can’t see your arms and legs shrivel as your essence is drawn into her. Sucked through your cock into the alraune. But you see how she glows. Glorious. Resplendent as you cum again and again into mistress like a good slave. A good bimbo.

“Mmmm,” Stalina giggles as she eases your desiccated face from her breast, your parched lips popping free, locked in a weak O of adoration. She looks at your mummified body as your cock gives a final spurt into her flower.

“Delicious, sweetie. Thanks,” the flower girl says, kissing your brow before dropping your corpse at her roots. In time, the last of your nutrients will feed her. But she’s drained you of all she needs, your quest ended at the breasts of the plant girl.

Bad End
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Wait

You hold back, uncertain how to deal with the plant girl, watching for the vines to strike.

Or, you try to. But when she starts bouncing her breasts in her arms, suddenly it’s very hard to concentrate on anything else.

“What’s the matter?” she says, nestling her green melons on her crossed arms, lifting them tantalizingly. “Do you like what you see?”

“N-no!”

“Liar!” she giggles, eyes sparkling in the pollen raining down. “You like my big, green tits. Don’t deny it. I can see it plainly.”

Her eyes glide down to the unmistakeable bulge in your pants, and you feel your cheeks warm. You were already blushing, but now you’re unbearably hot and nervous.

“What’s the matter?” Stalina coos, giving her breasts another bounce. “Having some trouble thinking, pretty boy? Silly boy? Mindless bimbo boy?”

“I… uh… n-no!” you gasp. “I just… um… I…”

“Can’t look away from my big breasts? My big melons? My gorgeous tits? My bouncy, aching, wonderful boobs?”

You’re drooling. You realize this dimly, but can’t quite muster the brainpower to do anything about it. Every moment you stand there more pollen rains down. Every breath you take inhales more of the sweet, pungent pollen. Making your head feel so heavy. So cottony. So thick and woolen and… and…

Dumb.

Even as you recognize this, you also realize you don’t know how to stop it. So why not stare at her big breasts? Watch her bounce them so teasingly? So tantalizingly? Watch her big, gorgeous, plump tits bounce and sway? Her fingers glide over those perfect mounds. Circle needy nipples. Teasing. Flicking them. Making her gasp and moan.

“C’mon, silly bimbo. Don’t you want to bury that empty head between these big breasts?” Stalina coos. “Don’t you want me to make that big, bimbo cock of yours cum for me? Milk it of all your silly seed? Silly bimbo. Handsome bimbo. Bimbos need to cum. They need to cum for pretty mistresses. Obey lovely mistress. Suck her big breasts. Kiss them. Obey her big boobs. Just breathe in. Out. In. Out.”

You realize you’re breathing heavily, sucking in more of the thick pollinated air. That might have concerned you, but your thoughts are consumed with her breasts. How big they are. Big, wobbly, mind numbing breasts. Trying to focus, you realize you can’t. Can’t focus. Can only stare. Stare and whimper and your cock is so hard.

You moan as a vine slithers forward and flicks your bulge, your whole body bucking with sensitivity.

“Aw. Poor bimbo,” Stalina giggles as her vine lazily strokes your cock. Teasing it through your pants until you’re shaking. Whimpering. “His poor cock is so needy for me. So hard for me. Come closer, sweety. Let’s take care of that…”

The vine touching your cock strokes it, drawing you forward, whimpering, gasping, leading you like an obedient puppy towards the plant girl. Your mind whirls as you try and think, but the closer you get, the thicker the pollen. The more you breathe in. Soon, it feels like you’re walking through a fog of it.

And then you’re before her. Before mistress. Perfect mistress. Gorgeous mistress.

And her big, bouncy green breasts.

“That’s it,” she purrs, touching your cheeks, drawing you down, making you kneel as she nestles your head atop her big, soft breasts. “Just like that. Being such a good bimbo. Good bimbo for mistress.”

“Yessssss,” you moan, eyes glazed as you stare into hers, as you feel her vines tease open your pants. As you whimper, your cock springing into the open, so sensitive, so thick, twitching as pollen teasingly flutters onto your tip.

“Good bimbo,” Stalina says as the petals of her lower flower stroke your twitching bimbo cock. Teasing and kissing your sensitive manhood. Swirling around your aching tip until you’re pathetically humping, rubbing your cock against those lovely petals. “You’re doing sooooo gooooood…”

Your head is so heavy. So empty. So sloshing and thick and dumb and tingly. You can’t think. Can only pant, whimper, inhaling the pollen that coats the plant girl’s breasts. Gasping as the petals glide over your cock, enclose your twitching manhood.

And begin to suck.

“Ooooooh!” you moan, shuddering in pleasure as the petals stroke and bob, sucking your twitching, needy, desperate prick. “Mmmmmistressssss!”

“Good boy,” Stalina says, beaming down at your face locked between her huge breasts, squeezing you between them, trapping you in her cleavage as her flower sucks your bimbo cock. “That’s it. Just give in. Just let mistress suck your silly cock. Just give mistress all your pathetic cum. Just surrender, bimbo. Just give in…”

You pant, rutting, whimpering, moaning as you desperately fuck the flower. Thrusting your twitching, throbbing, aching cock into her. You need to cum. You have to cum for her. Have to give her your seed. Have to… have to…

“Mmmmm!” you moan, your climax hitting like nothing else, your cock throbbing, aching, swelling, releasing! With a gasp you feel your cock surrender, pumping your needy cum into her flower. Every twitch of your body surrendering another jolt of your hot seed into her.

“Mnnnn,” Stalina moans, her lashes fluttering as she drinks your cum. “Gooood boy. But you still have so much more, don’t you?”

You realize you do. Somehow you do. Somehow your cock is still hard in her flower, still being sucked, even as the rest of you feels so light. So weak. So helpless and soft as she continues sucking you.

Drinking you.

Fucking your poor, pathetic bimbo cock.

You cum again.

Again.

Every time you feel weaker. Drained. Sucked away into the petals of her flower. Drinking and pumping your pathetic shaft as you give up your essence to mistress. Soon your body feels so light. So wasted. You’re so entranced in her big breasts, her sweet pollen, you don’t even realize how withered you are. Not even as your cock give a final, weak, pathetic spurt, emptying your cum into her, your death following on so sweet an orgasm you barely register it.

Stalina giggles as your wasted, mummified form falls to the ground. “Mmm,” the alraune purrs. “Delicious, sweetie. Thank you so much.”

Bad End
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Attack

You grab your sword, whipping it out with a hiss of steel. The plant girl narrows her eyes, a vine lashing for you.

You slash, your keen sword slicing through the vine easily, sap oozing from the severed end.

“Ow!” the plant girl yelps. “Hey! Don’t do that!”

“Don’t try and grab me,” you counter.

“You…” she growls, gripping the petals of her flower as more of her vines come at you.

You dance back, sword flashing in the daylight. There’s dozens of vines but she’s cautious now, her vines flinching back from your blade, and within moments you’re out of range, her vines twitching feebly at you. Stalina’s cheeks puff out with anger as he leans forward against the edge of her flower.

“Meanie!” she shouts. “Come on! I’ll be nice!”

“No doubt,” you say, your eyes once more lingering on her chest. But you tear them away, turning from the plant girl and marching back down the path, idly cleaning the sap off your sword as you go. A close call, and you wonder if she was typical of plant girls on the Emerald Shore? If not, maybe the magic that courses through the place truly is corrupted. It’s a strange thought, and one that stays with you as you delve deeper into the jungle, and down the broken road.

The Pilgrim’s House


Parlay

“L-look,” you say, trying to focus on her through the haze of pollen. “I can’t be yours. I have to get going. I need to reach the Temple of Heffana.”

“Mmm. But that’s sooooo far away,” she coos, giving her breasts another bounce. “And I’m right here.”

You find your eyes once more riveted to her jiggling melons. You swallow hard, forcing your eyes from them and back to her face, no less lovely, but perhaps less enthralling. “Y-yes. But I need to go, you see.”

“Mmm. I get it,” she sighs, tilting her head. “After all, I can’t even move from this spot. And I’m so in need of some company. Tell you what. You can go if you… do something for me.”

“And that is?” you say, your eyes slowly drawn back down to her chest.

She giggles, and from the corner of your eye you see something new. A delicate flower unfurl from the base of her body, level with the soft petals around her waist. “A little bit of your essence, sweetie,” she coos. “Just a taste. It’s been so very long since I had some. And the bulls who always used to come by always had a bit for me. Think of it like… an offering.”

“O-offering?” you say, your cock throbbing in your pants.

“A little treat. Surely that’s not so much to ask? Surely not from such a virile stud like you. Hm?”

You hesitate, but your head feels so heavy with the pollen. It’s so hard to think. And… and if she’ll let you go, is there any harm? You’re not sure. You’re having a hard time with any thought beyond how amazing those petals would feel on your cock. How amazing she is. How lovely her breasts and sweet the scent of her pollen. You just can’t stop breathing it in.

“Come closer, sweety,” the plant girl coos.

You’re walking before you realize it, crossing the space between you and her. After all, only a taste. Just a taste wouldn’t be so bad. Your fingers fumble with your laces, but then her hand is on yours.

“Here,” she purrs. “Let me help with that. Good boys have such trouble when face to face with beauty like mine.”

You swallow hard, her face an inch from yours, her great, heavy breasts pressing against your chest as her fingers deftly open your pants, draw your throbbing cock out and into her soft palm. “Y-yes,” you pant. “R-right. T-trouble…”

“Mmm. Good boy,” she purrs, slowly pumping your cock, stroking it to full length, making you groan as your manhood twitches in her hand. “And I know what good boys need. Don’t I?”

She does. She knows so well as she draws your cock forward. As the soft petals of her flower caress your tip, making you whimper, groan as the flower gently encloses your cock.

And begins to suck.

It’s so gentle at first. But insistent. The steady pulse around your shaft. The flutter of the petals as you moan and thrust into it, your cock aching as the petals tease, as the plant sucks you off.

“Mmm. Doesn’t that feel good?” Stalina croons down into your face.

You can’t answer. The sensation is indescribable. The feeling of being nestled against her plump tits. Of feeling her petals stroke and suck you. It’s so good. Your mouth opens, but only a needy moan escapes as more pollen rains down on your face. As you whimper and buck and thrust and surrender to the flower power.

“That’s it, sweety. Just suck. Just surrender. Just be a good bimbo slave. You want to be a bimbo slave, don’t you? You want to cum for me, right? Want to give me all your cum? All your essence? Of course you do. I know. I know just what bimbos like. And they like getting sucked… And fucked… And being just the best bimbo slave possible.”

You whimper, moan, nodding as you buck faster. Panting. Gasping. Fucking the flower with ever greater ardour. The pleasure drowns your mind. Sinks it deeper and deeper in adoring submission. In being her good slave. Her obedient slave. Her cum stud. Her bimbo. Her pretty pollen slut.

You’re getting closer. The feel of the petals drawing you deeper. Deeper. Closer towards that blessed peak. You’re whimpering, gasping, moaning as you buck and fuck and moan and gasp. As you sink deeper and deeper. As your eyes grow glassy and your cock so needy.

“Want to cum, slave?” Stalina croons.

“Yesssss,” you moan.

“Good boy. Cum for me. Give me your seed. Now! Cum, stud. Cum for mistress!”

“Yessssss!” you wail, shuddering, bucking, moaning as your cock twitches and surrenders your hot cum. Feeling the flower suck it down. Drink you. Drain you.

And yet you’re still hard.

“Wanna give me more?” Stalina asks.

You don’t need to answer. Your whines and pants as you keep frantically thrusting into her is all the answer she needs to keep sucking you.

Drinking you.

Draining you of every orgasm, your mind so lost, so drained by her flower that you can’t think. Can only cum.

And cum.

And cum.

Even as your essence is drained through your cock. As your body withers against her breasts. As your eyes grow sunken. Lost. As your skin withers against your bone. As you let out a soft, gasping cry as death claims you with your final orgasm.

“Good bimbo,” Stalina giggles into the lifeless eyes of your mummified corpse, before letting you fall from her breasts, sucked dry as if by the desert sun.

Bad End
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Potion of Feminine Beauty

Your hands fumble for your belt. Maybe you’re too dazed by the pollen. Maybe you were going for the green potion. Or maybe you genuinely thought that growing a pair of bouncing tits and a slick pussy would help you in this situation. Either way, you pop the cork, and drink down the sparkling pink concoction.

“Mnnnn!” you groan as the changes surge through you. As your chest expands into a pair of perfect breasts. Your ass plumping to form a soft bubble butt. Your body thinning with your new feminine form, your voice rising to a girlish squeak as the vines of the plantgirl suddenly wrap around you, pulling you forward towards her.

“Oooh! What’s this? That’s a new one for sure. Did you really…”

“Ah!” you gasp as Stalina suddenly tears open your shirt, your plump tits bouncing into the open. “H-hey! Wait! Stop that!”

“My goddess,” the plant girl coos, utterly ignoring you as she cups your plump titflesh in amazement. “Look at that! Mmm. And so very firm too. Not nearly as big as me, of course. But still, look at how sensitive those nipples are.”

“Ooooh!” you moan as her thumbs stroke your budding nipples, your thighs clamping together as hot pleasure surges into your pussy. “H-hey! Stop that! What do you think you-“

One of the flowers on Stalina’s head suddenly exhales a puff of pollen directly into your face. You blink rapidly, sneezing. “What… what was… ohhhh…”

You trail off as the colours of the jungle suddenly seem to shimmer and run together. As the world around you becomes more vibrant. More real. You can fairly feel the rainbow of hues radiating from Stalina’s flowers. Your head feels so light and empty. Your body so tingly and sensitive.

“There we are,” Stalina giggles, her voice reverberating. “Isn’t that nice? Getting all sensitive and drunk on my pollen while I play with your bimbo breasts?”

“Mnnnn,” you moan, head lolling as her vines tease around you, stripping away your clothes, laying bare your lovely curves.

“But dear me,” Stalina says with a click of her tongue. “Your poor breasts are so much smaller than mine. Shall we fix that?”

“Mmm?” you moan, blinking dimly into Stalina’s lovely face. “F-fix? But um… How would…”

“I have ways,” the alraune giggles. “And I just can’t wait to show you. How about it, my pretty milkweed? Shall we make your breasts all plump and bouncy? All heavy and milky? All perfect and gushing and sweet?”

Everything she says sounds so amazing. Especially as you feel her tentacles rub against your pussy and tight backdoor. You wriggle in delight, gasping as the vines stroke your dripping folds. “Um, I… I um… That… that does… does sound… sound…”

“Perfect?” she purrs, and slides a tentacle inside your clutching cunt.

“Mnnnn!” you groan as your body bursts with pleasure. As your inner walls clamp down, squeezing that wonderful intruder. “Ooooh! Yessss!”

“And you want more, don’t you?”

“Mooooore,” you moan.

“That’s a good slut,” Stalina purrs, and from her base rise two pretty pink flowers that tenderly attach themselves to your breasts.

The feel of those soft petals adhering to your whorish nipples is indescribable. You groan, arching, pushing your chest into them as the flowers begin to gently tease your breasts, the pollen within coating your nipples, gently sucking on them.

At first you think the growing weight of your chest is just your new perspective on life. But soon it’s undeniable. Your big breasts are getting bigger. Heavier. You can feel their weight on you, pulling you down. Hear them slosh with thick, wonderful cream. You pant, gasp as you rock yourself more insistently on the vines fucking your pussy, groaning with delight as another invades your ass, stuffing you and oozing wonderful sap that lubes your holes so perfectly for mistress.

“That’s it,” Stalina coos, the sound vibrating through you. “Give me all that precious cream. Good bimbo milk. Mmm. Mammals always have such wonderful breasts. Such a shame the priestesses don’t come by here soon. But we’ll start our own religion, won’t we? Just me and my bimbo. My pretty, brainless slave. You’ll like that, won’t you? Do say yes.”

“Yesssss,” you moan, panting, rutting, fucking against the vines that stuff you. Capture you. Suck at your plump tits. “Oh goddess yesss! Be a good slave. Good bimbo! Mistress… oh fuck. Fuck! Mistress!”

“Is it good?” Stalina asks.

“Soooo gooooood!” you moan.

“Mmm. Well, it’s about to get even better!”

You groan as your breasts feel bigger than they can possibly ever be. As your swollen chest presses you back into the vines. As if you’re fit to burst, then do! With a shuddering moan you feel your milk spray into the suckling flowers, milked away, the stems bulging as they drink down your thick cream.

“Oooooh!” you moan.

“Do you like that?” Stalina says.

“Yesssss,” you groan, panting, weak, helpless as the vines fuck you and milk you and mistress’s soft hands stroke your face and toy with your hair.

“Of course you do. Good cows love being milked by mistress. And you’re my good cow, aren’t you?”

“Goood cooooow,” you moan.

“That’s right. And you want to be mine forever, don’t you?”

“Yesssss!” you say, unable to imagine anything in life possibly equalling the pleasure of her vines, her flowers, and your wobbly, bouncy, milky breasts.

“Good girl,” Stalina giggles, and blows another cloud of soft pollen into your face.

You sigh in delight, sinking into the mind-numbing haze of her pollen. Surrendering to the blissful emptiness of being her mindless cow bimbo, your lashes fluttering as you sag.

Drift.

And surrender to mistress.

Plantgirl Cow


Potion of Bestial Might

You don’t like these odds, but you have a way to even them. Your hand flashes to your belt and grabs the bubbling green potion there. Popping the cork, you down it in a single gulp.

At once you feel the changes of the potion surge through you. But it’s not with the thickness of growing muscles and feral might.

Instead, you start shrinking.

“Wh-what?” you gasp as your clothes slide of your suddenly narrower arms and legs. “No! Wait! Not… nnnnn!”

You watch helplessly as your skin turns a bright red, your body scrawny and tiny, only your cock still its normal size. Two ratty bat wings sprout from your back as you look at yourself in horror. An imp! You’ve become an imp!

“Well well! Isn’t that interesting.”

Your head jerks up to find Stalina towering over you, the alraune grinning in amusement. “And just what caused this, hm?”

Her vines reach for you. In a panic, you urge your wings to work, the little things flapping frantically as you try and gain altitude and escape the plant girl, only for her hand to snatch you out of the air, fingers curling around your tiny body.

She laughs in delight as she brings you before her face, smirking at your terrified eyes. “Hmmm. What an interesting change, little one. How did you do that?”

“L-let go of me!” you yelp, then cringe as her eyes narrow. “Um… p-please?”

“Hmm. Let me think about that. This changes things.”

Her green breasts rush towards you as she tucks you in the valley between them. You squeak in their softness, surrounded by ample titflesh. You wriggle and struggle to try and get free, but Stalina merely crosses her arms, squeezing you between her breasts until you whimper, trapped in her softness.

“Hmmm,” she muses, her voice muffled by her breasts. “An interesting change, for sure. I wonder what else it holds in store. And what I can use it for.”

You don’t like the sound of that! You redouble your efforts, but the only thing you manage to do is rub your twitching demon prick between her luscious breasts, groaning as your cock throbs with shameful pleasure at your predicament. This is ridiculous! You’re a graduate of the Albia University! And yet here you are, transformed into a pathetic little imp, trapped in some savage plant girl’s breasts and helpless to escape, even as your cock is rubbed and stroked between her soft, green tits.

You’re not even sure you’re trying to escape anymore. Just rutting your cock, whimpering as shameful pleasure pulses up your shaft when you hear her gasp. “Yes! I’ve got it.”

“Ah!” you yelp as several vines grab you, pulling you from between her breasts. “Wh-what? What have you got?”

“I’m ever so curious what your cum will taste like, my little imp,” the green beauty giggles as you dangle before her, her vines wrapping around your chest securely. “Don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll enjoy it.”

“Um, wait. Hold on. I… oooooh!”

Your complaints fade into a groan of purest pleasure as she leans in and wraps those flawless lips around your pulsing prick. You moan, arching, wriggling as her lips move up and down your cock, sucking you adoringly, her tongue flicking out, swirling about your twitching red shaft.

“Ah… oh fuck. Oh f-fuck! Stalina… oh fuck, Stalina, I… I… Gnnnn!”

Your cock is so very sensitive, and in this new form, you have so very little self-control. With a cry of pure pleasure, hips frantically thrusting your musky cock into her mouth, you cum, your seed pumping in great spasms.

“Mmmmm…” Stalina moans, her lashes fluttering as she drinks you down.

And now, you’re not the only one changed.

You watch as red veins of glowing light spread across the plant girl. As her skin darkens, turning grey with demonic corruption.

She lifts her lips from your cock and look down at herself in amazement. “Ooooh,” she says, moving her arm, watching the red veins pulse with infernal power. “Look at that! Amazing!”

“Uh, y-yeah,” you pant. “Cool, then um, if you’ve got what you wanted, maybe you could… let me… go…”

You wilt as she turns her eyes back to you, her lips lifting in a sadistic smile. You yelp as she pulls you forward, her mouth engulfing your cock as she hungrily sucks you. “Oooooh fuuuuuuuck!” you moan as her velvety lips move up and down your prick. Your next orgasm is quick in coming, as are the changes in Stalina.

The petals around her waist turn a poisonous purple as she chugs down your demonic cum. Her skin turns dark as coal highlighted by veins of red, and it’s not just her. All around you, the vegetation is mirroring her, corrupted by proxy. Twisting and growing bloated, leaves rustling, branches growing swaying tentacle vines.

Stalina’s eyes open, meeting yours, and you watch in shock as hers turn a bright gold, pupils becoming slits, horns like great thorns sprouting from her head.

You’re shocked, yes. Horrified for certain. But the changes are so terribly appealing. So sinfully arousing as she continues to suck, you can’t help but keep cumming. Your seed seems endless as you moan and pant, wincing as her vines creak, darkening, thickening around you, even as your cock keeps pumping your shameful essence into the hungry lips of the plant girl.

At last, after what seems an eternity of pleasure, Stalina lifts her lips from your cock with a gasp. No longer is she the pretty plant girl. Now, she is a thorny beauty of hell, swollen in size to nearly twice her height. She smirks, stretching, her sloshing breasts bouncing atop her chest.

“Mmm! Magnificent!” she sighs.

“Y-yeah,” you gasp weakly. “Great. But… I… can I… g-go?”

“Go? Silly imp! You’re never leaving. You’re my new cum dispenser. And I’ve got just the place for you.”

“H-hey! Wait! Please! C’mon!” you cry as her vines pull you down to the base of her roots. As a flower springs up, enveloping your demonic prick, beginning to suck your helpless imp cock. “C-can’t we taaaaaalk! Mnnnn!”

Stalina giggles as you cum again, trapped against her roots, milked by the flower sucking your cock. “Mmm. Delicious! I think this is the start of something wonderful.”

You’re too exhausted to complain. Even as her roots shift, clutching your arms and dragging them to her base, trapping you against the hungry plant girl, you can’t seem to muster another denial. Locked to the alraune’s body, your cock pumped by her flower for your essence, you’ll spend the rest of your existence as her helpless source of corruption, her presence spreading across the jungle like a blight.

But your mind will give out long, long before then from the constant pleasured assault on your shaft, your adventure ending with you nothing but her helpless demonic cum dispenser.

Not exactly the fame you came looking for.

Bad End
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Seduce

“Hey now,” you say. “There’s no need for that.”

“There isn’t?” Stalina says.

“Not at all! If you wanted some attention, I’d be more than happy to provide it. After all, a woman as lovely as you deserves to be adored.”

“Hmm,” Stalina hums, her vines retracting lazily. “It is true, I do deserve some pleasured attention.”

Sensing your opening, you nod eagerly. “Absolutely! Someone so beautiful and wonderful deserves all the praise and adoring in the world.”

She giggles. “Oh stop,” she says, but you can see how much she enjoys your flattery, the petals of her flower quivering, her vines curling. “Hmm, but,” she suddenly adds, giving you a sidelong look, her smile deepening into a smirk. “You said you don’t want to milk my big breasts. Was that a lie?” she says, hefting those impressive orbs.

You swallow hard, the haze of the pollen tingling in your nose as she presents once more those gorgeous green tits. You lick your lips, knowing this is dangerous ground. “Oh, no. No! It’s that I just find… your breasts so much more lovely so full of your sap. So firm and heavy. Such unearthly wonder.”

“Mmm. That is true,” Stalina says, crossing her arms beneath her bust, hefting them teasingly. “They are so very big and heavy. So big and firm. So big and bouncy.”

You hesitate, mouth dry as she gives them a bounce. “Uh, y-yeah. So um… so big…”

“And,” she continues with a sly look your way, “Bouncy, right?”

“Right.”

“Big and…”

“B-bouncy,” you say as she gives them another teasing jiggle.

“Mmm. That’s right. Big and bouncy. Big and full. Big and jiggly…”

Your swallow hard as you watch her massage her green tits, nectar leaking from her thick nipples. “I uh…”

“And I just bet…” Stalina continues, her soft lips forming every word with achingly precise pronunciation. “That you would adore giving them a nice… big… kiss. Wouldn’t you?”

Alarm bells are ringing in your mind, but you can’t seem to tear your eyes from her bust. From the way her big green tits swell over her arms. How the pollen in the air sparkles and rains down. Is there more pollen than before? It seems like it. You think. It’s getting kind of hard to think. Every breath is so heavy with pollen. Heavy like your head. Heavy like her breasts. “I um…”

“C’mon, big boy. You were so eloquent before. If you can’t praise my big, bouncy boobs with words, why not do so with your lips? Give them a nice big kiss. Doesn’t that seem right?”

It does seem right. So right. You can’t quite figure out why it feels so right, but if it feels so right, it must be. Must be right to stagger towards her. Kneel before her flower, staring at her big breasts. Her plump green tits. All the pollen on them. So much sparkly pollen. As Stalina smirks down at you, takes a breath, and blows another cloud of wonderful pollen into your face.

You gasp, lashes fluttering as you inhale another lungful of mind melting sweetness. Sweet pollen. Lovely pollen. Your eyes open, lidded. Your lips part, surrendering. You feel her vine push at the back of your head, ease you into her big, green tits.

And you’re kissing them, moaning weakly as you adore her wonderful breasts. Her perfect breasts.

“What’s wrong, handsome? Can’t find the words?” Stalina giggles. “Mmm. That’s okay. Good kisses say so much more, don’t they? They say how much you love your mistress’s breasts. How much you adore kissing them. Serving them. Just a big, brainless bimbo boy. Enthralled to my tits. A slave to mistress. And slaves don’t wear clothes, do they?”

“No,” you pant between your eager kisses on her tits. “No… Don’t… don’t clothes… no clothes…”

“Then strip, pretty boy.”

You fumble out of your clothes, the fabric clinging to you from your sweat, but soon enough you’re naked. Naked for mistress. Never halting your adoring of her breasts. Kissing them. Worshipping them like a good bimbo. A good slave.

“Goooood boooooy,” Stalina moans as you keep kissing. Keep licking. “Such a good boy. Ah! And I see your silly bimbo cock is ever so hard, isn’t it?”

“Mnnnnnn,” you moan mindlessly.

“Of course it is. Silly bimbo cocks are always terribly hard. But I can fix that.”

You gasp as you feel something soft touch your cock. You can’t see what it is, for mistress’s big breasts obscure everything, but you feel gentle touches tease against your twitching cock. Gentle stroking. Sliding over your prick. Undulating.

Sucking.

Sucking.

Sucking.

“Mmmmm,” you moan in helpless pleasure.

“Is it good, slave? Do you like my soft flowers sucking your cock?”

“Yessssss,” you moan helplessly.

“Of course you do. Good bimbos love having their cocks milked. And you’re my mindless titslave, aren’t you?”

You can’t refute her. Her breasts are just too good. Feeling her push you forward more. Burying you between her big breasts. Soaking you in her pollen. And all the while your cock is sucked and stroked and adored by wonderful softness.

“What’s the matter? All out of pretty words?” Stalina giggles. “Silly bimbo. You should have known better than to try. After all, I’m much too clever, too beautiful, and far, far too wonderful to be swayed by mere words. Actions are all that matters, and I do love it when your actions make you my mindless titslave.”

“Mmmm,” you moan, lashes fluttering, eyes lidded, sinking into glorious, wonderful, adoring submission. It feels so good. Too good. How did you miss this all your life? Not that you have to worry about that from now on. You’ll never leave mistress again. Lovely mistress. Glorious mistress. Perfect mistress and her flowers. Her pollen.

Her big.

Soft.

Breasts.

Your orgasm has been long in coming, but the intensity is worth it. You feel your cock ache and pleasure surge up through you, spiking through your groin and up your back. “Mmm. Mmmm. Mmmm!” you moan, eyes rolling back as your cock surrenders. As you cum, hips bucking with every jolt of your seed, swallowed greedily by the flower milking your groin.

But she’s not done.

She’s far from done.

“Goooood boy,” Stalina moans. “Mmm. That’s wonderful. But you’ve got more, don’t you? Good bimbos always do. Come on. Give it all to mistress.”

Her order must be obeyed. And you can. Your cock is still so hard. So twitching. So eager as you continue to thrust into her flower, moaning pathetically as she continues to milk you. As you whimper, pant, every breath making the pollen coating her breasts flutter into the air, up your nose, into your mind. Your head is empty. Your heart is full. Full of love for mistress.

You cum again, quivering. Moaning.

Again. Gasping. Bucking.

So lost in your adoration for mistress, you never even feel your arms wither and chest shrink. Your skin dry and stretch like paper over your bones. Your last thought as you cum a final time, as darkness closes in, is how wonderful it is to serve. How glad you were to be of use to her.

One last time.

Bad End
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Plantgirl Cow

It’s been years since the plantgirl made you her cow. Not that you can tell. The only thing that’s changed for you has been how productive your breasts are. Your mind has long since made way for the purely physical ecstasy of your tits, every moment a new lesson in pleasure as the flowers continue to milk and guzzle your gushing cream, your body trapped against the walls of roots, vines holding you in place, your engorged teats swelling whorishly from your chest as you moan and whimper in unspeakable delight.

But there’s something even better. You can sense when mistress wants something from the tap. It always begins the same. You feel her hands cup your jiggly tits, giving them a gentle squeeze, making you moan in delight, the vine within your pussy twisting and thrusting faster into your tight cunny.

“Mmm, what’s that?” mistress says. “Does my pretty cow slut want me to drink her big breasts?”

Speech has long since escaped you. “Moooooo,” you moan.

Mistress giggles. “Hmm? That sounded like a yes. But my dumb cow! I’m always drinking you. Drinking you with my pretty flowers.”

Oh, why does she have to confuse you? She knows you’re too dumb to explain how much more you want from her! You can only moan and wiggle, swaying your sloshing tits with desperate need.

“Hm? What’s wrong? Does my slutty cow want more? Does she want her big, jiggly tits milked a bit more? Maybe teased? Maybe… suckles?”

“M-moo!” you moan, nodding frantically. “Moooo!”

“Of course! How silly of me. Really, sweety, you must get better at explaining yourself.”

She giggles again, but you don’t notice. The sensation as she tugs one of her milking flowers off your jiggly teat is far more important at the moment. A heavy, moaning groan escapes you as your nipple is bared, a trickle of your sweet milk drooling down your teat.

“Mmm. Wonderful,” mistress says, leaning forward and fastening her soft lips around your nipple.

The sensation is an explosion of pure, tactile pleasure. “Mmmmoooooo!” you moan as mistress cups your engorged teat, massaging your plump breasts, squeezing it and letting your warm milk spurt into her hungry mouth. “Moooooo!”

You gush around the vine fucking you, cumming in a sudden shameful peak of pure pleasure. You moan, sagging, whimpering, bucking as the alraune’s lips continue to work your breast. Suckling and teasing, bouncing your mound in her hands as she drinks from your breast. You know that she can get the nutrients of your milk from the flowers. But this is so much better. How lucky you are to have such a caring mistress. A mistress willing to milk her slutty cow. Making you low and moan and sag, weighed down with your fat tits as mistress keeps working your milkers.

Pleasure is unending and unendurable. Torturous in its wonder. You moan and whimper, cumming again, again, your juices flowing as freely as your milk as you surrender to the ecstasy of your milking.

At last, your mistress lifts her lips from your whorish breast. “Mmm. So good. Sometimes, it’s worthwhile to drink like a beast. Isn’t that right, my cow?”

“M-moooo…” you whimper.

“Of course it is. Now, for your other…”

She plucks the flower from your other teat, sticking it to the one she’d just been drinking from to ensure not a drop is lost. “M-mooooooo!” you moan as she begins suckling from your other breast, milking you with the same adoring passion. Squeezing your fat teat for all its worth.

When she’s done, again the flower will be applied to suckle your breasts until she wants another taste in person. And you will wait, milked mindless, milked endlessly by her vines and flowers.

The plantgirl’s cow for the rest of your wonderful days.

Bad End
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The Pilgrim’s House
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As you walk on down the road, you come to realize another disadvantage of failing to bring any supplies.

Namely, you’re freaking starving!

It was easy to forget while dealing with seductive lamias, a village of busty goblin gals, and a fuck hungry plantgirl, but as the hours go by, all your exertions begin to catch up to you. Your eyes wander among the thick foliage, though you’re not sure if you’d dare eat something found in the jungle. Who knows what fruit grown in such wild magic might do? You might become a tree. You might explode. You might become a mindless bimbo.

But as things are, you might not have a choice. Your stomach cramps with hunger and your arms and legs ache with weariness and lack of rest. Your head spins as you try and stay true to the road. You start seeing things, like the sky changing colour. Menacing forms in the foliage that turn out to be shadows. The shapes of leaves and branches that look like seductive figures. And a house sitting on the side of the road.

Wait.

Hold on.

You stop, swaying a little as you force yourself to focus on reality. There… there is a building there. It’s old, true, built with square, heavy blocks like the buildings at the ruins you docked at. Shadowed by the overgrowth, yet there seems to be habitation there. The walls are cleared of vines and the path to the door is tended and true. Square windows glow with yellow light. A hole in the roof breathes out smoke, and with it, the scent of sizzling meat.

You realize you’re drooling and hastily wipe your mouth. You glance at the sky and notice that it’s getting dark. Well, friend or foe, the fact is you’re not going to get much farther if you don’t eat something.

Your natural caution is tempered by the fact your stomach aches with hunger, and you stagger towards the building. Calling it a house would do it an injustice. It looks more like a small temple with the walls inlaid with coloured stones to depict scenes of religious glory you can’t quite make out in the dark. There is no door, merely an opening up a set of steps.

You’ve almost reached it when a figure steps into the light. You start back, but as you make her out, your jaw drops.

That it is a her is beyond a doubt. Curves that would put the plant girl you met to shame are barely covered in a loose robe, her breasts positively immense. A hood frames a soft, feminine face with hair spotted white and black, her skin tanned a deep brown, her eyes warm and lips full and luscious. A holstaur, cow women, more mortal than fey, but this one sports all the unearthly, motherly beauty of her kind. She smiles, and just the smile seems to fill you with a sweet bliss.

“My my,” she says, her voice a breathy sigh. “What’s a poor boy like you doing wandering along the road?”

You realize your mouth is still hanging open and hastily shut it. You give her an awkward bow. “Ah, yes. Hello. I saw your er… temple and…”

“Of course,” she says, again with the warm smile. “The Pilgrim’s Path is long, and so, many small shrines such as this have been constructed to tend to the weary faithful. Come in, traveller. I am Dhana, and all are welcome at Heffana’s breast.”

Your eyes are drawn again to her heavy chest, and the way her plunging neckline threatens to reveal more of those chocolate spheres. You yank your attention back to her face. The ghost of a smile shows she’s not fooled, or perhaps something else. You know you should be cautious here, but the smell of food is driving you mad.

“Thanks,” you say as you climb the steps. “Glad to ah… show my respect.”

She turns and leads you inside the small temple. It’s not much, but that’s plenty. A large room dominates the space, with cells along the wall to provide rooms for travellers. A fire burns merrily in a hearth, and a long table that would normally seat a dozen or more takes up much of the rest of the room. A veritable feast is laid out upon it. Meat still steaming from the spit is laid beside bowls of fruit you’ve never seen before. Cakes loaded with icing and strawberries are piled along with fresh baked bread and pitchers of cream.

“Wow,” you gasp.

“Please, sit. Enjoy,” she says.

“Thanks,” you say, taking a seat. Again, that tingle of caution in the back of your mind warns you, but you’re literally starving, and faced with such a feast you can’t stop yourself from piling a plate with food and starting to eagerly chow down.

The holstaur takes a seat across from you, watching with a kindly smile. “Enjoying the food?” she asks.

“Very,” you say around half a loaf.

“I’m so glad. It’s been a long time since pilgrims have come down the road. I’ve been so very lonely…”

The way she says that makes you acutely aware of her beauty. “That’s… unfortunate,” you say, your hand already creeping towards a cake, your eyes affixed to her soft lips.

“Thank you. Though of course,” she laughs softly, “we all must make sacrifices in the service of the goddess. Still…”

“Mmm,” you mumble as you slather a piece of bread with honey and eat it whole.

“Feeling full?” she asks with a warm smile.

“Getting there,” you say.

“Mmm. That’s so good to hear,” Dhana says. “I want our guests to be nice and relaxed on their way to meet Heffana.”

You pause in the midst of taking a piece of cake. Something about the way she said ‘relaxed’ rings a warning bell in your head. “Erm…”

“Would you like to try the cream?” she asks, tilting her head towards one of the pitchers sitting near at hand. “It’s quite good.”

You hesitate, your eyes drawn down to her large chest. Holstaurs are not unknown in Alba, though they are mainly of the… domesticated variety. Nonetheless, every holstaur has ample bounty to offer, and their need for milking is well known.

Did she…

Would she …

Drink Some Cream

You’re Good


Drink Some Cream

Well, what could it hurt? “Sure,” you say, pulling the pitcher near at hand and taking a drink. It’s shockingly good! Warm and rich, it flows down your throat smoothly, the taste heavy and soothing to your throat. Even a sip seems to ease the weariness in your limbs.

“Do you like it?” Dhana asks, leaning forward a little.

“’s good,” you say as you take another drink.

“So glad to hear it. It’s very soothing, isn’t it?”

“Mmm,” you hum, taking another gulp.

“Very rich.”

“Mmm…”

“Very… relaxing…”

She’s got that right. You can feel your muscles unknot from the wearied travels thus far, letting you sink into the chair as you take another drink, only to find that the pitcher is empty.

“Aw, is it all gone?”

“Y-yeah,” you say.

“Don’t worry, baby. I’ve got more. More than you could ever drink…”

Your eyelids are feeling quite heavy, yet they can’t help but widen a little as Dhana straightens, touches the front of her robe, and lazily opening it up. Her heavy breasts seem to fill the world, bouncing into the open, so big, so firm, so sloshing with thick, tantalizing cream.

You realize your mouth is watering again, your eyes riveted to those perfect orbs and thick, needy nipples.

“Poor baby,” Dhana coos as she rises, her breasts wobbling as she slowly moves around the table, her fingers dragging across the hard surface, tracing a path around dishes as she comes around before you. “So tired… So weary. You’ve come so very far, haven’t you, sweety?”

“Mmmyeah,” you say, eyes riveted to her chest and the way her big breasts bounce. The milk within them sloshing. Her dark nipples thick with arousal.

“Of course,” the holstaur coos, slowly sitting into your lap, making you grunt at her weight, then gasp as she settles atop your rapidly stiffening cock. “Poor baby wandered so far to come here. He needs to rest. To let the miles just… fall off. And he must be so very thirsty…”

You swallow again, your mouth feeling so very dry when confronted with her big breasts. “I uh…”

“Shhhh,” she murmurs, gently taking your head, easing you forward. “Let momma take care of you…”

There’s a moment of faint resistance from you, but then you’re against her large breast, your lips parting, taking a thick, dark nipple between them, and you’ve begun to suck. There’s little need for prompting. The moment your lips give her a suckle the richest, warmest, most delicious milk you’ve ever known is gushing into your mouth. You moan, eyes rolling back as sweet, blessed languor fills you, weighing you down like heavy blankets as you sag into the chair.

“Yessssss,” Dhana moans, her arms tightening around your head, pressing you harder against the soft pillow of her breast. “Oh goddess… yesssss… That’s it. Oh baby, that’s right. Drink mommy’s milk. Mmmm… Oh she needs it so bad. Needs a thirsty boy to… ah… to drink up her cream. Oh good boy. Such a goooood boy…”

You moan, lashes fluttering, so heavy, so tired. So very relaxed. Strength seems to ooze from your body, replaced with the warm heaviness of Dhana’s milk. You just can’t get enough of her!

“Mmm… That’s it. What a good baby. Just drink up. Drink up mommy’s milk. Just let your silly head empty. Silly bimbos don’t need thoughts. Just need to drink. Just need to guzzle. Just gotta be a good bimbo for mommy. Ooooh, I know I shouldn’t. Poor pilgrims just need to be taken care of and sent on their way. But mommy is just so lonely. Is that wrong, baby?”

“Mmmm,” you moan, her words barely making an impact as your mind sinks in thick, warm cream.

“Of course not,” Dhana pants, grinding herself on your lap, your hungry mouth driving her wild. “Oh goddess… Yes. Yesssss. It’s not wrong for mommy to want her own milk boy. Her own sweet baby to suckle her big tits. To drink her milk. To be hers. Nooo. And you don’t mind, do you, baby? You don’t mind being mommy’s milky bimbo, do you? Not when you can get lots of milk. So much milk. Oh goddess…”

You’re not sure what she’s saying anymore. Her words have lost meaning the more milk you drink, and the more she grinds herself atop your cock.

“Yes. Yessss! Oh goddess yes!” Dhana moans, chest jiggling with her rapid breaths. “You’re being such a… a good boy. Such a needy boy. Ooooh, you’re so tired, aren’t you? So tired and mindless and soft for me. Just a good milky boy. Just a good bimbo. Oh fuck, goddess, yes. Yessss! Keep milking me. I… Ah… Oh, I know I shouldn’t…”

So she says, but she clearly doesn’t care as she reaches down and fumbles open your pants. You groan in delight as your cock is freed, fairly springing into the warm air of the temple, throbbing with need as her hand grasps it, making you whimper, moan, helpless beneath her breasts and her soft form.

Dhana cries out in ecstasy as she shifts herself atop you, and sheathes you in her pussy. Your own moan is swallowed by her breasts, your lips still so busy suckling from her big nipples as she rolls her hips, riding you on your chair, plunging you in and out of her tight, massaging pussy.

“Yesssss!” she moans, hugging you against her big breasts as she fucks you. “Oh goddess yessss! Give it to me, baby. Give me your cock! Fuck me. Oh goddess yes! Fuck me haaaaard!”

As if she even needs to ask! You buck beneath her, thrusting up and into her tight depths, frantically fucking the busty holstaur as she rides you, as you drink her, lost in her breasts, her pussy, her wonderful, mind melting milk.

“Oh baby! Baby, yes! More! Give me your cock! Fuck! Yessss! Right there! Oh goddess… goddess, yes. Yes! Yessssss!”

She cries out, a moan of heady bliss as she cums. Her orgasm seems to change the taste of the milk spurting into your mouth, making it even thicker, headier, drowning your mind in a heaven of warm cream. You cum with her, but your orgasm seems pale compared to the sweetness of her cream pumping into your mouth.

Dhana sighs, settling atop you, still lazily working her hips, riding you into the chair. She looks down at you, your eyes dim, empty of thoughts, and she smiles.

“Good baby,” she purrs, gently petting your hair. “We’re going to be so happy together…”

You whimper. “Mmmommmmy…” you moan happily as you continue to drink her wonderful cream.

Shrine Slave
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You may be exhausted, warm, and feeling very good and soft right now, but you have a feeling if you drink that cream, you’ll feel much softer than you should be. You give her a polite smile. “I ah, think I’ll pass for now. Filled up on cake.”

Dhana giggles. “Oh dear. Mustn’t have that. You’re much too sweet already.”

You laugh with her, though you’re not sure why. It wasn’t that good of a pun. But then, you tend to laugh at any joke from a pretty woman.

Soon enough you’re feeling very full. Your stomach feels almost fit to burst and the weariness of the road is starting to creep in with the warm, sated feeling oozing through you like syrup.

“All finished?”

“Looks like it,” you sigh.

“How wonderful,” she says, rising. “Then, would you like to make use of the baths?”

“Baths?” you say.

“Oh yes,” Dhana says, smiling warmly. “The shrine exists to comfort the weariness of wanderers. To cleanse them of fatigue for the final leg of their journey to the temple. So, my weary pilgrim, would you car to try them?”

Baths

Go to Bed


Go to Bed

A bath with this beauty is unspeakably tempting, which probably means you ought to refuse. All sorts of things might happen in the baths or under her hands, and as delightful as you know they’ll be, experience thus far on the Emerald Shores has taught you caution where lovely women are concerned.

“I’d love to. But… Oh dear,” you say, feigning a yawn. “I feel just… exhausted. Your food certainly fills a man up, and I could really use a nice rest after all that walking.”

“Of course,” Dhana says. If she’s disappointed by your answer she doesn’t show it, merely rising smoothly and gesturing. “Come, I will show you your bed for the night.”

You follow her with mingled relief and disappointment to one of the cells that line the wall of the room. Dhana opens a door revealing a wooden bench with a blanket and a simple pillow.

“It’s not much, I fear,” she sighs. “The pillow in particular is so very disappointing.”

“It’s better than I could hope for,” you say.

“That’s so kind of you,” she says, smiling. “But, perhaps there is something I can do to make your sleep more comfortable.”

“What?”

“Shall I join you?”

You turn to her in shock. “Eh?”

She smiles warmly down at you, her hands teasingly cupping her great, wobbly breasts, almost pushing them free of the loose robe she wears. “What softer pillow could there be than my breasts? What warmer blanket than my body? The goddess teaches us to ease the hardships of the world by any means. I would be glad to share your bed this night.”

Your suspicions about what might have happened in the baths are suddenly blatantly being offered. You hesitate, your cock throbbing in your pants, begging you to take this busty beauty up on her offer, and your mind, so heavy with good food, better company, and just plain exhaustion is sorely tempted to rest your head on such buxom pillows.

Sleep with Her

Sleep Alone


Sleep Alone

“T-tempting,” you say, and gods above but it is tempting, especially with those huge, pillowy tits right in your face. “But I um… I think I better… I think it will do. Self-denial is all the rage right now.”

“Strange. Who would want to deny themselves comfort?” she asks.

“Good question. One for the philosophers. But too late to discuss in depth. Night!” you say, squeezing into the room and hastily shutting the door behind you. For a moment you worry she’s going to follow you in. After all, there’s no locks you can see, but after a moment you hear her move away with a soft sigh.

You feel a sympathetic pang in your heart for the priestess, but not so much you’re going to offer yourself up for her pleasures. As you move towards the bed, the weight of your weariness drags at your arms and legs, barely able to shed your clothes before you fall onto the pallet. No sooner does your head hit the pillow than you’re asleep, snoring away happily.

Morning Road


Shrine Slave

Abstractly, you know there’s a world outside the room. After all, mommy goes there everyday, so it must exist.

At the same time, you have utterly no interest in it. After all, why would you leave when everything you want is right here?

You’ve grown slenderer over the years you’ve spent in the room. Your strength sapped, your body transformed to a perfect, slender, soft beta boy by mommy’s milk. You don’t mind. Mommy likes you nice and weak. Nice and soft. Nice and eager for her to bury under her tits and feel your soft, greedy lips suckling at her nipple.

You stir as you hear the door open and weakly raise your head. Mommy steps inside, radiant with the glow behind her. She smiles at you as she gently closes the door behind her, slowly crossing the room.

“And how’s my precious bimbo doing?” she asks.

“Mmm…” you moan. “Soooo gooood.”

She laughs softly, sitting on the side of the bed, leaning over you. You stare at her big breasts moving behind the thin veil of her robe, her hand rising, gently stroking your hair. “That’s what I love to hear,” she murmurs, her other hand reaching down, gently wrapping her fingers around your cock. “And you’re so hard! Didn’t you cum enough earlier?”

“I… um… uh…”

“Shhhh,” she murmurs, petting you anew, and the worries brought on by her questions fade away as you relax beneath her touch, your attempts at thinking washed away by her soft voice and stroking hand. “It’s okay, baby. I know. You’re always so horny for me. Every time you see my big breasts your cock just gets so hard.”

Your smile dreamily. She always knows just what to say.

“Do you want another suckle, baby?” she asks, hefting her chest, the sloshing of her fat breasts music to your ears. “Do you wanna suckle?”

“Y-yes!” you gasp. “Yes! Please! Mommy… want to… need to suckle. Want your breasts. Pleeeease mommy!”

“Good boy. And do you want me to fuck you?” she asks. “Do you want to cum in my wonderful pussy like a good bimbo? Want me to milk you while you milk me?”

“Yes!” you groan, your cock so hard, so twitching, so needing mommy’s soft thighs around it. “Pleeeease!”

“Do you love me?” she asks, squeezing her breasts together. “Do you love mommy’s big breasts and wonderful milk?”

“Yes! Love you! Love you sooooo much!” you groan, nearly crying with how much you adore her, aching with her teasing. The scent of her milk in the air, driving you mad with need.

“Good boy,” she purrs, shrugging off her robe. The moment you see her bared, jiggling tits your meager thoughts lose all cohesion. Your jaw falls slack with awe at the holstaur’s heavenly beauty. You never tear your eyes from them, even as the holstaur steps over you, straddling you, and gently sheathing you in her hot, tight pussy.

“Ooooooh!” you moan, sagging into the bed as she leans forward, burying your face beneath her breasts. Instantly your lips find a fat nipple and begin to hungrily suck, sweet cream jetting into your mouth with every adoring suckle.

“Mmm. Sooo hungry, baby,” mommy giggles as she rides your cock, her hips gently rocking, fucking you into the bed as you suck and drink from her big breasts.

“Mmmm,” you moan, at peace, at ease. Milk flows freely into your mouth and mind, erasing all the bad thoughts. Making you even more of a weak, helpless, loving bimbo for the holstaur.

The slap of flesh, pant of the holstaur, whimpers of your delight fill the room as she claims you again and again beneath her, riding you into the bed with soft gasps and needy moans.

“Ah! Ah! Oh goddess… goddess yes! Yessss! Oh baby, baby, come on. Give momma your cum. Give her that cum… Oh my sweet boy… My good… mnn… good bimbo. Drink up. Drink all of mommy’s big tits. Oh fuck yes! Yessss! Good boy! Good mnnn! Good bimbo b-booooooy!”

She cries out, cumming, her pussy squeezing you, milking you, massaging your cock as, with a final moan you surrender to her, your cock twitching, hips bucking as you pump your cum into her. Trapped beneath her curves. Weak. Helpless. Enthralled to her milk, you surrender again and again to your mistress’s wonderful body.

She coos, petting you, keeping you close to her soft breast as you continue to suckle like a good bimbo. “That was wonderful, baby.”

“Mmm…” you moan.

“Shhh. Rest now, my wonderful bimbo. Momma wants you nice and relaxed now.”

As if you could be anything else. With a sigh you once more sink into her curves, buried under her warm breasts. Just her bimbo thrall. Her mindless milk slave. You set out to find a temple and a goddess, and found both earlier than you could have imagined. And she is absolutely worth your worship.

Bad End

Index Start Over


Baths

Just the thought of a bath makes you realize how filthy you are. Your skin itches against your clothes with sweat and grime of the last few days.

“Well…” you say. “Maybe a bath wouldn’t be so bad…”

Dhana beams. “Of course not,” she says. “A soiled body soils the soul. This way.”

You follow her out of the main room and through a back door. It opens up to an ancient hot spring, the water steaming around several broken pillars. Rough stone forms the walls around it, and just the sight of the waters makes your skin prickle with anticipation.

“Looks marvelous,” you say, beaming, then give her a quick glance. “Thank you for showing me it. I think I can ah… handle it from here…”

“Bathing in the sacred springs requires certain rituals,” Dhana says smoothly.

Guess that means she’s hanging around. You hesitate, but the call of the steaming waters is just too tempting to pass up on. “Um, can you… maybe turn around,” you say.

Dhana gives you another smile and does as asked. Which is nice but she’s still there, and as you strip down, you can’t ignore the fact the busty cow priestess is so close. She’s wearing perfume, you realize, now that you’re not in the shrine with the olfactory orgasm of the food consuming the air. It’s a faint but sweet scent like fresh cream. Your mouth feels oddly dry as you inhale that scent, your body tingling with an awareness of how close she is. How beautiful. The fact that you’re now naked makes that abundantly clear as your cock twitches with eagerness for the busty priestess, and you hastily climb into the hot spring.

The hot water turns your muscles to ooze and you groan, sliding into the welcoming warmth with relief. You can fairly feel the tension from the journey sloughing away with the dirt as you rest against the hard edge of the rocks.

Yet as you rest there, you hear a whisper of cloth, and again your nose catches the whiff of that soft, creamy scent. “Enjoying the waters?” Dhana’s very close voice whispers into your ear.

Her voice sends a thrum through your spine and cock and you lift your head and turn it.

Ah.

It seems the cloth you heard was robes being cast aside, because now standing at the edge of the baths is a very nude and very lovely Dhana.

Your jaw goes slack as you final take an uninterrupted view of her heavy breasts and the plump, dark nipples which cap them. Her curves behind them are no less impressive, her tanned skin like chocolate molded into a perfect female form, her hips cocked as she leans over the baths, her naked breasts dangling inches from your face. Her scent is even more intense, as if her clothes had diluted it somehow, and you find yourself swallowing hard.

“Shall I join you, weary traveller?” she asks sweetly.

“Uh…”

“I have many ways to help you… relax,” she purrs, leaning in closer. “A massage to ease the hardships of the road from your muscles. Or, perhaps, you wish something more… intimate…”

Massage

You’re good
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Intimate

“I-Intimate?” you say.

Her smile grows. “As you wish,” Dhana says, and steps into the bath.

“Um, oh. I um…” You try and formulate a more coherent answer, but before your mind can figure out what that might be the busty priestess as slid into your lap, her soft bottom pressing you down, your cock trapped beneath her pussy, straining against her velvet folds while her big, milky breasts consume your viewpoint, filling your world as she leans in.

You inhale sharply, and again that sweet, milky scent surrounds you in a haze of tantalizing temptation. Dhana moans softly, arching, pressing her breasts forward. “Go on, baby,” the priestess of Heffana sighs. “Take a suckle. It’ll feel soooo good…”

You hesitate, but she’s here, on your lap, and her wonderful, big breasts are so very there. So waiting for your attention and ministrations. The scent of her cream surrounds you, stirring your thoughts to a lather, and you can’t quite seem to stop from leaning forward, taking one of those plump nipples between your lips.

And giving a nice, long suck.

“Mmmm!” Dhana gasps, quivering atop you in terrible pleasure. A pleasure you can sympathise with as a sudden burst of sweet, warm cream floods your mouth. The taste sings on your tongue, and you eagerly suck more, your eyes growing lidded as you softly moan.

“Oh g-goddess yes!” Dhana moans, her arms wrapping around your head, pulling you deeper against the soft cushion of her teat. “That’s it. Oh baby, yes. Yesssss. Milk me. Milk me like a goooood boy…”

You couldn’t stop if you wanted to. Her cream is simply heavenly. Your mind is wrapped in the warm, comforting bliss of her milk as you keep tenderly suckling, smothered under her big breasts and her wonderful scent.

“Yes. Oh goddess yessss! Oh baby… baby, I need you. N-need you so bad,” she moans, grinding herself on your cock, making you whimper, moan as your shaft throbs under her eager motions. She suddenly rises, shifting, your cock springing to attention, momentarily freed as her body lifts up, only to be sheathed in her hot pussy as she sits back down.

“Yesssssss!” Dhana moans.

“Mmmmm!” you whimper as hot bliss wraps around your cock, squeezing you in a vice of pure pleasure. Instantly Dhana begins to bounce, plunging up and down atop your cock, making you whimper, moan, gasp and pant in helpless, slavish desire as she fucks you.

“Goddesss yessssss!” Dhana moans. “Goood boy! Oh goddess! Give me your cock. Give me your cock! Oh baby… baby yes. Yesss! Give it all to me! What a good boy. Good… ah… good, thirsty boy. Keep drinking. Keep fucking. Oh goddesss… goddess! M-moo! Moooooo!”

She moans, her lowing rising in pitch as she cums, squeezing your cock with great pulses of pleasure, the massaging of her inner walls too much, and with a cry, your lips torn from her nipple with the intensity of your orgasm, you cum in her, pumping your seed into her clutching depths.

You come down from that high, your body limp, helpless, weak and needy. Dhana pants, her breasts heaving, bouncing an inch from your face.

“Baby,” she moans, petting your hair. “Oh baby, that was… was soooo good.”

“Mmmm,” you moan, your head spinning, lost in the bliss of pleasure.

She giggles. “Hm? Is my pretty boy feeling a little dazed? Don’t you worry,” she purrs, easing your head back to her breasts, switching for the one you haven’t had a taste of yet. “Mommy’s got plenty of cream for her good boy. And she just knows you’re gonna adore it.”

She’s right. No sooner do you draw near her big breast you’ve latched on, eyes growing lidded as you resume suckling at her fat teat, drinking in the quick, warm spurts of purest pleasure and wonderful cream. Your eyelids droop, so heavy. Why were you in the baths again? You can’t seem to remember. Especially once mommy starts rolling her hips, once more bouncing atop your needy bimbo cock, still so hard, so tender, so fuckable.

“That’s it baby. Drink up. Mmm. Let your silly mind just… melt away. Ooooh, I know I shouldn’t. But I’ve been so lonely at this shrine. You don’t mind staying a bit, do you? Just for a while. Just to be mommy’s eager bimbo. That sounds nice, right?”

“Mmmyessssss,” you moan, paying no attention to her words, such higher brain function drowning under heavenly holstaur cream.

“That’s what I thought,” Dhana purrs, stroking your hair. “We’ll be so happy, baby. So very… very… happy…”

Shrine Slave


You’re Good

You’re sorely tempted to let the busty holstaur do whatever the hell she wants if it gets you another eyeful of big, milky cow tits, but a niggling thought at the back of your mind reminds you that’s probably not a great idea.

“That’s a very ah… generous offer,” you say. “But I can handle it. Bathing alone, that is.”

Dhana sighs, pouting a little. “I see,” she says, then smile and strokes your cheek. “Well, I can appreciate a boy being independent and wanting to do things himself.”

Your cheeks glow under her touch. “Uh, yes. Thanks. Well, um… I’ll be out soon.”

“I’ll be waiting,” Dhana says, rising and picking up her robe as she goes back inside the shrine, your eyes glued to the sway of her ass until she’s out of sight.

You sigh in relief. You don’t know how much longer you could have held out before such a stunning beauty. Not to mention the rather obvious implications she rained down on you. Your cock certainly didn’t miss them. You’re harder than steel, and you briefly wish the water of the baths were colder to handle that problem. Gods know your mind can’t get away from thoughts of that busty beauty.

You linger for a while in the baths until you feel confident that your body is more or less under control, only then risking getting out and gathering your clothes up. You get dressed quickly, chafing at putting on your old gear, but unless you plan on meeting Dhana in the buff you don’t have a choice.

You return to the shrine to find the table cleared, and much to your relief and boundless disappointment, Dhana once more clothed in her loose robe.

“Do you feel cleansed, traveler?” she asks sweetly.

“Yes, very. Thank you.”

“Glad to be of service,” she says with a slight bow. “Now, I will show you your bed for the night.”

You follow her with mingled relief and disappointment to one of the cells that line the wall of the room. Dhana opens a door revealing a wooden bench with a blanket and a simple pillow.

“It’s not much, I fear,” she sighs. “The pillow in particular is so very disappointing.”

“It’s better than I could hope for,” you say.

“That’s so kind of you,” she says, smiling. “But, perhaps there is something I can do to make your sleep more comfortable.”

“What?”

“Shall I join you?”

You turn to her in shock. “Eh?”

She smiles warmly down at you, her hands cupping her great, wobbly breasts teasingly, almost pushing them free of the loose robe she wears. “What softer pillow could there be than my breasts? What warmer blanket than my body? The goddess teaches us to ease the hardships of the world by any means. I would be glad to share your bed this night.”

Your suspicions about what might have happened in both the baths and the massage are suddenly blatantly being offered. You hesitate, your cock throbbing in your pants, begging you to take this busty beauty up on her offer, and your mind, so heavy with good food, better company, and just plain exhaustion is sorely tempted to rest your head on such buxom pillows.

Sleep with Her

Sleep Alone


Massage

“A massage?” you say.

“Of course,” Dhana murmurs, leaning in.

“Um, wait, I didn’t meeeeeeoooooo…”

You trail off, your eyes fairly rolling back in bliss as her fingers dig into your shoulders. Who knew a mere touch could be soooo goooood! As the baths washed away the filth of the road, her fingers wash the weariness from your muscles, your head leaning back against the rocks, eyes growing lidded.

You hear her enter the bath, the soft sigh of the waves washing against the rocks heralding the presence of her body near you. Instinctively you turn so she can move in closer, her hands pushing the exhaustion from you with every tender touch, her big, milky breasts pressing into your back.

“Does that feel good, baby?” she murmurs.

“Very…” you sigh.

“I’m so glad to hear that. I do want you to feel so very good.”

“Mnnn… No worries… there…”

“So nice and relaxed.”

“Yessss…”

“So comfortable.”

“Mmm.”

“So at ease…”

“Mhmmm…”

“And such a lovely boy gets so tense in… so many places. Not just the back,” she murmurs, her lips gently touching your ear, her hand sliding down along your sides, your breath hitching as she strokes your ribs, her hands moving into your lap. “But… in the front too…”

You gasp as her fingers gently wrap around your cock, giving it a long, slow stroke.

“So tense,” Dhana moans into your ear, water sloshing as she presses herself further against your back, rubbing her heavy tits against you, her hand moving up and down your throbbing cock. Stroking you under the water until you’re a whimpering mess of pure arousal.

But that’s not the worst part. The worst part is when her hands slow down.

“Noooooo,” you moan weakly.

“What’s the matter baby?” Dhana purrs in your ear, her hand speeding up just a little. “Were you almost ready to cum? Were you almost ready to just relax even more? Just melt into my hand?”

“Ah… y-yes. Yes,” you pant as you feel your orgasm near again, tantalizingly just over the horizon of her edging.

“Mmm. But you weren’t letting all the tension gather in your poor cock yet. It’s still all through you. I can feel you being just soooo tense. It’s from being outside, you know. The outside world is so very worrisome. So many problems. So we need to make sure you’re nice and relaxed. Nice and easy before heading out again.”

“Ah… ah…” you pant. “Yeah. Yeah… gotta… gotta be relaxed…”

“Poor boy. Trying to adventure is so hard. But I can help, baby. I know lots of ways to help you relax. I can teach you so many ways to avoid being corrupted by monsters. I can help. Will you let me help you, baby? Can mommy help?”

“Mnnn. Mmmm!” you moan, her hand slowing, quickening, stroking, teasing. Your mind spins in a lather of arousal. Your cock twitches in her hand, your balls so tight, so needing release.

“You’d have soooo much trouble facing the jungle being so needy. So desperate to cum. I can teach you to resist it, baby. We’ve gotta make sure you’re nice and relaxed before you head out. Otherwise the jungle will just eat you up. Do you want me to, baby? Do you want me to help you? To make sure you’re nice and relaxed?”

“Yes!” you pant, gasping, thrusting into her pumping hand, your body heavy and warm and your head stuffed with cottony pleasure. “Yes! Need… need help. Help relaxing… Gotta… ah… gotta…”

“Relax,” Dhana murmurs into your ear. “Relax. And… cum.”

The dam bursts. You cry out, shuddering, whimpering as your cock pumps into the warm waters. As her hand works you, milking you of every drop.

You moan, sagging against her, pillowed by her heavy breasts. You whimper in delight as her lips gently kiss your neck, peppering it with tingling pleasure even as her hand keeps gently massaging your cock, teasing it back to full hardness.

“What a good boy,” Dhana murmurs. “Such a good boy. Don’t worry. We’ll make sure you’re ready for your journey again, no matter how long it takes. Won’t that be nice?”

You nod lazily, nibbling your lower lip as you feel your cock stiffen once more to full mast, teased by her tender attentions. Oh yessss. So very nice…

Tomorrow Never Comes


Tomorrow Never Comes

You got a pack together with supplies for the journey. Food, a change of clothes, water, even some camp gear for the inevitable times you’ll have to sleep out during the night.

Every day you look at the assemblage of equipment, maybe replace some of the food that’s gone bed, brush off some of the dust, and wonder if today is the day you’ll be ready to venture on towards the Temple of Heffana.

And every day you hear Dhana come up behind you, her arms looping around your chest, hugging you back into her big, milky breasts, and hear her whisper, “Are you nice and relaxed, baby?”

Pure pleasure shudders up through you at those teasing words. You feel again the insidious tension of the anticipation of the journey ahead and the trials that might await. “I um…”

“Because you know… you need to be so relaxed if you really want to head out. So calm. So eeeeasy. Otherwise, those awful creatures of the jungle will take advantage of you. Play with you.” You whimper as you feel her hand slide lower, brush the throbbing bulge of your manhood. “Claim you.”

You swallow hard, already feeling your resolve melt, your body grow tense with anticipation while your mind relaxes. You don’t know how many times you’ve repeated this ritual now, but you do know what comes next. Her hand gently teasing open the front of your pants, her soft gasp as your cock pushes into the open.

“What’s this?” she murmurs, slowly wrapping her fingers around your cock, giving it a teasing pump. “Baby, are you all hard before even setting out?”

Early on, you tried to deny it. But such efforts have lost their strength of late. “Y-yes,” you whimper.

“But baby, sweety, if you’re all hard… All… tense… then how will you manage out there in the jungle? I thought you were relaxed. How can you go out into the jungle all tense? All… primed to be a bimbo…”

You whimper as she continues to stroke you, her hand gliding up and down, her grip soft, sure. “A-am relaxed…” you pant, and it’s true. Already you can feel the strength ebbing from your arms and legs. Oozing out of you as Dhana continues to stroke you. Press you against the big pillows of your breasts.

“Are you sure, baby? You seem awfully tense… here. And I simply couldn’t let you leave the shrine all primed like this. Why, you’d give up to the first monster that crossed your path. Come. Let’s get you nice and… relaxed…”

You haven’t the strength to resist. The will. The power. You can only let her guide you back to the bedroom, her hand never leaving your cock, teasing you with fluttering touches until your balls ache with need to surrender yourself to the holstaur’s hand.

By the time she releases your cock you’re too woolly headed to do anything but collapse onto the bed, panting as she pushes you onto your back, climbs onto you, smiling down at you.

“See?” Dhana coos, her weight more than enough to hold you down, her robe slipping open, pushed apart by the heft of her immense breasts. “Look at that. One glance at my big, milky breasts and you’re drooling like a bimbo again.”

It’s true. Her breasts are just so gorgeous. So enormous. So big and bouncy and sloshing with sweetest cream.

“N-no. N-not… b… bimbo…” you whimper, trying to assert some independence.

“Are you sure?” Dhana cooed, lifting her breasts, squeezing them together, her breath hitching as milk beads her plump nipples. “Mnnnn. Are you sure you’re… ah… Not feeling your mind just… melt looking at my big, bouncy breasts? Letting your thoughts get all… silly? Your head all empty? Your brain only thinking of how much you love my big, bouncy breasts?”

You realize your mouth is hanging open. You try and close it, but then she bounces her breasts again, and your mind just seems to flutter and melt.

“I… I…”

“Look at you, baby. Poor thing. You’re so tense again. I couldn’t let you go now, sweetie. It would be murder to let you wander down the road, just a poor, sweet, baby bimbo. Don’t worry, sweetie. Mommy’s here to make sure you stay nice and relaxed. You want to be relaxed, don’t you?”

You nod, your breath coming in short gasps as Dhana lazily moves her hips, rubbing your throbbing cock beneath her pussy, getting you so slickened with her arousal. So tender. So begging to be fucked and mated.

“Mmm. But you seem very tense, baby,” Dhana pants, smiling down at you, her brown eyes warm and sweet as chocolate. “It might take me… all… day to get you relaxed enough to leave. But then it would be dark, and we can’t have you wandering around in the night. You could get tense aaaaaall over again.

“But don’t you worry,” she breathes, leaning down, dangling her plump, milky tits over your face. “We’re gonna make you nice and relaxed if it takes alllll night.”

So she said a hundred times before.

But protesting is so far from your mind. Your mouth is so dry. Her breasts so near. You eagerly lean forward, taking her nipple between your lips and giving a great, hungry suck, eyes rolling back in the ecstasy of pleasure as her sweet milk pumps into your mouth.

“Mmmm!” Dhana moans, her hips shifting, your cock springing up, only to be sheathed in the warm tightness of her pussy. “Yesssss… Oh that’s it, baby. Milk me… Oh yes… Goddess, yesssss…”

You whimper, moan, knowing she’s right. Knowing you couldn’t leave like you are right now. You’re far too weak. Too needy. Too horny. If a monster girl found you, you’d be putty in her hands. Your mind melted within a moment of her showing you her breasts. Your will drained as she pumped your cock like Dhana was doing now, bouncing atop you, burying you beneath her curves, her soft body pressing you down.

Down.

Down.

The slap of flesh numbing as your will melted away in the face of the pleasure.

“Cum. Cum for me, baby. Cum for me! Oh goddess… Oh goddess yesssss!”

“Mmmm!” you moan, a cry of ecstasy, of surrender, of pathetic, lost weakness as your body tenses again. As your cock twitches, pumps your hot cum into the busty slut atop you.

“Ooooooh!” Dhana moans, the milk that gushes into your mouth all the sweeter because you knew this was inevitable. That you were too weak to resist her.

Dhana sighs, easing atop you, lifting her nipple from your suckling lips. She beams down at your panting face, your eyes dim and lost in the warm succor of her milk.

“Don’t worry, baby,” she coos, stroking your cheek. “I’m sure you’ll be… relaxed enough to leave tomorrow. Hm?”

“Y-yes,” you moan, eyes affixed to the way her big breasts sway with her breathing. “T-tomorrow…”

She giggles, leans down, pressing her other breast to your face. Happily you resume suckling, moaning as fresh cream spurts into your hungry mouth, drowning you again in pure, white mindlessness. In creamy surrender.

Yes.

Tomorrow.

You’ll try again… Tomorrow…

Bad End

Index Start Over


Sleep with Her

You know you shouldn’t, but that bed does look so very hard, and she looks so very soft. You feel the weariness of your trials in the jungle acutely, and the warm languor of your meal and time in the shrine makes your limbs feel so very heavy.

“Well…” you say. “Maybe just… for a night…”

Dhana smiles. “Of course,” she coos, shrugging off her gown with a shift of her shoulders. “Only a night…”

You gape, the power of speech stolen by the sight of her body. She’s perfection, her tanned skin enveloping a perfect hourglass figure. Breasts that defy reality swell tantalizingly from her chest. Her whole figure radiating the warm softness that just calls to you in your weakened state.

Delicately, the holstaur sits on the edge of the bed, laying down. “Won’t you get undressed, baby?” she says. “It’s going to be much too warm in those clothes, you know.”

You have a feeling she’s right. You fumble out of your clothes, largely because you can’t tear your eyes from her curves as she waits on the bed, your efforts taking longer as she idly begins to idly play with her breasts.

Her eyes light up as you at last shuck off your pants, revealing your stiff, throbbing length. “Oh,” she says, the word a deep, throaty purr as she takes in your manhood. “My goodness. Do you think you’ll be able to sleep like that, baby?”

Your cheeks burn at her teasing words. “Um, yeah, I think so…”

“We need better than thinking so, baby,” Dhana says as she eases off the bed and onto her knees before you. “I need you nice and relaxed. Nice and… sleepy so you get a good, thorough, relaxing night. It’s my duty as keeper of the shrine.”

“Um, I ah… guess that makes s-sense,” you stammer.

“Of course it does,” Dhana coos as she hefts her plump teats in her hands and push them around your cock. “Now, let me just take of this for you.”

“Gn,” you gasp as she begins to bounce her tits around your cock, squeezing them against your shaft until you’re whimpering with desire. Her breasts are so big. So soft. You can actually hear the milk within them slosh as she lazily bounces them around you. “Oh f-fuck!” you groan.

“That’s it, baby. Just let go. Just gather up all that tension in your lovely cock. Mmm. I can feel it, baby. Feel how much you need to cum…”

Her head dips down, your cock just cresting the swell of her tits, and her lips engulf your shaft. A throaty groan escapes you as your head falls back, your knees quivering, nearly surrendering to the sweet pleasure as her mouth lovingly sucks your cock while her buxom breasts continue to bounce and massage your shaft.

“Ooooh fuuuuuck!” you groan. “Fuck! Yes! Gods yes. Oh fuck… fuck!”

You can barely articulate yourself in words. Whimpers of pleasured delight escape from you in frantic, panting gasps. Again and again her lips and breasts stroke your cock, teasing it, using it, edging you closer and closer. You tremble with the effort to keep standing. You can’t hold on. It’s too good!

“Yes! Yes! Fuuuuuuuuck!” you moan, your orgasm washing through you like a wave of delight. Your cock twitches, throbs, pumping your hot cum into Dhana’s mouth. The holstaur moans, her dark lashes fluttering as she drinks down every drop with delighted hums.

You whimper, swaying. You feel her lips leave your cock. The weakness of post-orgasmic bliss takes hold, and you fall forward.

And into a pair of perfect, soft, pillowy tits.

“There we go,” Dhana coos, easing you down with her, laying down on the cot, you atop her, cushioned by her soft curves. “Isn’t that wonderful, baby?”

“Yessssss,” you moan, snuggling her big breasts, smelling the heady scent of her leaking cream and the slight tang of your cock.

“I know. You’re just feeling so very relaxed now, aren’t you? All that silly tension just milked from you by my big tits.”

“Mmmm…” you moan contentedly, eyelids barely open, looking up past the valley of her breasts and into her smiling face.

“And you know what else could held get rid of that tension, sweetie?” she croons. “Milking my big, soft, mommy breasts. Do you want that, sweetie? To just drink and guzzle and drown in my wonderful, heavenly cream? To get nice and relaxed for tomorrow?”

“Yesssss,” you groan.

“I have just the way for that, baby,” Dhana coos as she shifts under you. “We’re going to make sure you’re nice and relaxed for the road tomorrow. Nice and soft and so rested you won’t even want to get up. Doesn’t that sound lovely?”

“Soooo gooood,” you moan.

“Good boy,” Dhana coos, shifting you, your head rolling atop her breasts, coming to rest near a thick, needy nipple. The scent of cream is overwhelming. You can see a trickle drool down the globe of her tanned teat, white against bronze. You can’t resist. Instinct has your mouth open, take that needy nipple between your lips, and give a great, hungry suck.

The warm milk that floods your mouth is heaven. The taste dances on your tongue. Your head thickens with sweet, warm pleasure and your eyelids droop even further with wonderful languor. Every muscle seems to relax as you drink from the holstaur’s breast, chugging down that glorious sweet cream.

“That’s it, baby. Oh goddess yesssss,” Dhana moans, her thighs gently wrapping around your waist, pulling you against her, her arms hugging your head into her pillowy tits. “Mnnn… Drink up. Drink as much as you need. Oh fuck yes. Oh baby. You need so much. So much of my milk. Oh fuck yes. Yessss…”

You whimper, moan, your mind lost amid a flood of milk and pleasure. Your hips shift, your cock again desperately hard as you rub it against Dhana’s thighs.

“Ooooh, are you horny again, baby? Mmm. Don’t you worry,” Dhana coos as she shifts, your cock suddenly no longer rutting against her tanned skin, but sliding into the warm passage of her tight pussy. “Mommy’s got the cure for that…”

You gasp, whimpering, panting as you begin to weakly thrust into Dhana. Trapped against her tits. Locked into her pussy. Enraptured in pleasure. Weakened in bliss, your mind drifts in a haze of adoring pleasure as you cum again.

Again.

Again.

Over and over orgasms sweep you away until you can’t even tell if you’re awake or not. Dhana’s moans as she cums break through your haze, her cream sweetened with her orgasms, growing more heady. More relaxing. The world bleeds together in a cascade of adoring pleasure. Oblivion wraps its tentacles around you, drawing you deeper into slumber.

Tomorrow awaits.

But tonight seems like it will never end.

Tomorrow Never Comes


Morning Road

When you wake up, it takes you a moment to realize where you are. You jerk upright, the thin blanket falling off you, but you’re alone in the room. The cold stone walls are still barren. A relief and a disappointment at once, as you half expected to wake to a pair of plump breasts and a curvy bombshell hovering over your bed.

Which uh, would be bad! Oh yes. You remember too well the experiences of the night before, and if you’d fallen to temptation, you have a feeling you wouldn’t be waking up to meet the road with half the vigour you feel.

Still, it looks like she did pay a visit. Your clothes sit folded by the door, cleaned. You’re surprised but pleased, especially when you take a sniff and find a faint scent of her on them. You wonder how she did that? Then realize it’s probably best not to think too hard about it. You dress quickly and open the door, peeking out. The table still occupies the main room of the shrine, and it is now laid with a breakfast that makes your mouth water. Dhana is in the midst of laying out a plate of rolls when she hears you open the door, and she straightens, smiling sadly your way.

“Good morning,” she says, gesturing at the spread. “Shall you join me? Breakfast is prepared, and you will need a hearty one for the road ahead.”

“Gladly,” you say, stepping out of the room and taking a seat. You ate well last night, but the sight and smell of the foods before you reawaken your appetite, and realizing it might be a while before you see such a meal again, you tuck in heartily.

Dhana watches you eat fondly. “I have packed you food for the journey ahead,” she says, nodding to a pack resting near the door. “As well as a spare blanket and bedroll. How silly of you to seek to reach the temple without it.”

“Mmm. Yesh. Shilly,” you say around a piece of bread slathered in honey. You finish chewing and glance at the pack. “Will it be enough?” you ask.

“Of course,” she says, laughing softly. “The great temple is but three days by the road.”

“That close!” you gasp.

“From where?” she asks with a smile. “It has been many years since great processions travelled to the grand temple of the goddess.” Dhana sighs, resting her cheek in her hand. “I do not know what has even become of the temple since. Or who rules it.”

“Sorry, rules?”

She glances at you, her warm eyes doe-like with surprise. “Of course. Didn’t you know?” she asks.

“Where ah… I come from, there has been little contact with the temple,” you say.

Dhana sighs. “Too true,” she says. “When I was a girl, I was taught the temple once held sway over a great empire. Now? Well, we maintain the shrines, us daughters of the goddess, but you have been the first pilgrim I have seen in years. Perhaps the Black Mother was right.”

“The who?”

“The Black Mother,” Dhana says. “Of course, if this has been your first time, you probably wouldn’t know. The goddess was once represented by one Mother of the temple, but before I left, another faction was ascending. She was called the Black Mother, and argued it wasn’t enough to merely maintain the great temple. We should spread out the faith once more, as we once had. The White Mother, who remained to the tradition, said it was up to the faithful to come to us.”

“Is that right?” you say. “So, there are two factions?”

“Maybe there still are,” Dhana sighs, shrugging. “I have not had word from the temple in many years. Who can say what has happened since?”

“You haven’t returned?”

Dhana flashes you a teasing smile that makes you blush. “Mmm. Worried about me, baby?”

“Uh, I mean…”

“It’s alright. It is my duty to remain here and see to the needs of the pilgrims, if there are any, until I am sent for by the temple. And who can say? The Prophecies of the Pools speak of the need that the shrines are kept for the Returning.”

“Prophecies?”

“Oops,” she says, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t have told you that. That is only for the priestesses of the goddess to know. Although…” she says, her teeth teasing her lower lip, “perhaps if you were to join me in keeping the shrine I could tell you more… Being a temple servant surely has its… benefits…”

You catch sight of her breasts as she arches lazily, those tanned orbs nearly bursting from the front of her gown. You swallow hard.

“Uh, tempting,” you say. So very tempting. So tempting to just bury your face between those glorious tits and let the world fade away, consequences be damned. “But daylight is burning. I’ll need to hurry if I want to reach the temple in good time.”

“If you must go,” Dhana says.

“I think I better,” you say, quickly rising and grabbing the pack. “Thank you for all your aid. You do your goddess proud. Farewell!”

You rush out the door and into the warm daylight of the Emerald Shores. The ancient highway is soon under your feet as you hurry down it, a last look back showing you Dhana standing in the doorway of the temple, watching you go. A pang of sympathy cuts deep into you. When you reach the temple, maybe you’ll ask if she can be relieved of her duty. She seemed so very lonely.

A pity too. You’d have loved to quiz her more about the faith she belongs to. But you have a feeling if you spent another hour in there, it would turn into a day. Which would turn into a week. And who knows how long it would take for you to finally leave the warm embrace of the shrine maiden.

Besides, you have places to be. And what information she let slip troubles you. Two factions in the temple? A Black Mother and a White? Perhaps this might have something to do with the magic of the Shores becoming so erratic. You recall again Aramia’s words about a destiny for you on the shores. Perhaps this has something to do with it?

As you walk, you hear a jangle in your pocket, and you reach in, pulling out the necklace given to you by the goblin priestess, taken from the lamia seductress. You wonder at it, as sunlight glints off the golden horns. Were you perhaps meant to find it?

Questions abound, but you still have a ways to go before you find the answers at the Temple of Heffana.

The Marsh


The Marsh
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The road bleeds away behind you, and the way ahead is clear. You have more bounce in your step than you did yesterday. Not only thanks to the rest at the shrine, but also the real and very obvious confirmation that the temple of Heffana truly exists! To run into a priestess from the temple itself stuns you, and you can’t help but smile. After all, ruins and statues were one thing, but evidence from the lips of one who came from the temple itself is undeniable!

Of course, all her talk about factions and prophecies was a little disquieting. But no one said venturing into the unknown jungle was going to be easy.

Your head is filled with such thoughts, so it takes you a moment to notice that the road suddenly stops being a road. You pause, finding a thick, torpid marsh extending some distance ahead. Beside you are two statues of bull heads carved from blocky stone, and who likely held up a bridge that traversed the waters. Whether age or vandalism came, the bridge is gone, but if you squint you can see the road hump up again on the far side of the marsh and keep going.

Still, you eye the brackish waters with ill ease. Anything can lurk in those depths. But you’ve come too far to let some water stop you. Hoisting your pack, setting your face, you still cringe as you step into the warm dampness of the swamp.

“Ewwwwww,” you groan as you feel the water soak into your socks. That is just the worst sensation. But better that than feeling the mud that squishes beneath your feet as you continue on into the marsh, heading for the far end. Flies buzz about your face, and you wave them off, the water growing deeper until you’re nearly up to your waist in it.

You halt when a glimmer catches your eye. Another. You turn, the movement sending ripples sloshing through the marsh. But it’s not fireflies that are glowing.

It’s eyes.

You step back as the water humps, pouring off a vast blue shape. A shape that grows increasingly familiar. You gape as the oozing blue coalesces, forming a large torso. Long tendrils sprout from the head of the creature, draping around the glowing eyes like goopy hair. Huge breasts bounce into being, the figure’s waist vanishing into the swamp.

“Oooooh!” she burbles. “Hello!”

You know this creature. There isn’t a soul alive that doesn’t know about googirls. Bubbly creatures formed of natural magic and liquids, they’ve a reputation for being quite dumb, but no less dangerous. Their nature makes them resistant to most arms, and their curiosity and eagerness for entertainment can often be troublesome. Though, to be fair, those who fall victim to the bubbly beauties usually have themselves to blame. Too often some poor fool, thinking more with their cock than their head, wades into the waters to enjoy the touch of a jiggly, curvy bimbo.

You snap back to the now as the blue woman leans forward eagerly. “Do you have a present?” she asks.

“P-present?” you say.

“Yeah!” she giggles. “All the cuties who pass by my home give me great presents! It’s how I get so big!”

“Uh… huh,” you say. “And ah… what are those presents usually?”

“Mmmm,” the googirl hums. “Lessee… Oh! They let me get a taste of their big boobies!”

She gives a giggle and hefts her titanic tits for your inspection. You stare at those massive breasts, watching them bounce and jiggle, fat and eager. No wonder she’s so big! If she’s been drinking the milk of holstaur priestesses, she must be stuffed with magic!

“Oh, but you ah… see, I don’t have… um, that, to offer,” you say.

“Oooh! I know. But boys have even better things to feed me,” she giggles, her eyes drawn towards your waist, her eyes glowing hungrily. “Wanna show me?”

“Uh…”

‘Feed’ the Googirl

Offer Another Gift

Attack

Parlay

Potion of Feminine Beauty

Potion of Bestial Might


‘Feed’ the Googirl

There are certainly worse fates than being sucked off by a giggling giant beauty. Your cock certainly has no problems with this, being hard as steel within your pants and fairly throbbing with anticipation for a feel of the googirl’s plump lips.

“I… suppose giving you your familiar uh… tribute would only be proper,” you say.

“Tooootally!” the blue babe says, leaning forward, a wave of swamp water hitting you and soaking your chest. “C’mere, cutie!”

Her hand reaches out and you force yourself not to struggle as she grasps you, lifting you out of the mire and towards her. Her dazzling smile grows even bigger as she looks down at your obviously tenting pants.

“Ooooh! Look at that! You’re all ready for me!”

“S-sure um. So if you would um… lie back or…”

She giggles. “Silly! Maybe if you were one of those hunky minotaurs I could, but you’re soooo tiny! You’d never be able to bend me over. Hmmm. We’re gonna have to get… creative.”

“C-creative?” you say as her fingers hook into your pants, undressing you like she might a doll. “H-how creative are we talking here?”

“Oooh, lemme show you!”

No sooner does she say so than she’s lifted you up and dropped you in the valley of her colossal breasts. You yelp in surprise, sinking up to your chest in her jiggly titflesh, your arms just able to keep the rest of you from sliding in. But that’s not saying much. You bite your lip, groaning as the slickness of her bubbly tits press around you, massaging you, your cock trapped in acres of glorious googirl boob.

“Oooooh,” she moans, crossing her arms under her breasts, squeezing them around you. “Do you like that? Pretty boys always like my big boobs. Do they feel goood around your cock?”

“Ah… Ah! Y-yessss,” you moan as she bounces you in her breasts, her voluminous titflesh engulfing you up to the neck, squeezing your cock in ways you never dreamed it could be. “Oh fuck yessss!”

“You like?” she giggles.

“Soooo much!” you moan, your legs kicking, sliding, squishing in the soft orbs of her tits.

“You wanns cum?”

“Fuck yesssss!” you groan.

“Then cum for me! Cum for my big, jiggly tits. Gimme that cum! You gotta do it. Spurt your cute cock.”

“Yes! Yes! Mnnnnnn!”

You moan, floating on clouds of blissful pink as your cock at last surrenders to the tightness of her tits, cumming with great jolts, your cum instantly absorbed by her jiggly pseudo-breasts.

“Oooooh,” the googirl moans. “Mmm. Human tastes soooo goood.”

You pant, sagging between her breasts, yet still, somehow, impossibly hard. “G-good,” you gasp. “Then… then I can um… can pass?”

“What? After giving me just that much? The bulls give me soooo much more for their passage. And,” she giggles, giving her tits another bounce, making you gasp in her smooth, jiggly titflesh, “we wouldn’t want to be unfair, would we?”

Belated panic begins to set in. Does… does that mean… “W-wait!” you cry, trying to squirm out from your soft prison, but it’s no use. Her breasts are too slick for you to get a grip. Her bouncing keeps you from being able to do anything but sink into the heaving sea of her bust. And what’s worse, or perhaps best, your cock is once more being stroked towards inevitable orgasm!

“Ah! Ah! Oh fuuuuck! Pleeeease! What are… mnnnn!”

“Don’t worry!” the googirl chirps above you. “I’ll let you go just as soon as you give me as much as the bulls did.”

“How… oooooh! How much w-was that?” you gasp.

“Oh gosh, they gave me just, like, gallons!” she titters.

You groan. That’s information that you really should have asked for before this. But you’re locked into it now, quite literally in fact. You’ll have to cum for this bouncy beauty as many times as it takes.

And it’s going to take many, many times…

Googirl Stud


Attack

You only have one gift to give this jiggly beauty, and that’s steel! You pull your sword from its sheathe, your blade shining in the gloomy sunlight of the marsh.

“Ooooh! What’s that?” the jiggly beauty asks, reaching for you.

“Ha!” you cry, thrusting for her hand. Your aim is true, and the blade sinks into her palm.

And keeps going.

Your eyes widen, and you only just manage to pull your hand away before the hilt of your sword is sucked into her glowing blue body. You dimly see your weapon settle in her, little more than a shadow in her mass.

“Aw, that wasn’t a very good gift. I’ve already got, like, tons of swords!” she huffs.

“H-hey!” you say indignantly. “Give that back!”

“Mmm. I dunno if I can. Oh! I know! You can go get it.”

“What are you h-hey!” you yelp as her hand suddenly grabs you, lifting you into the air. “Let go of me!”

“Soon!” she giggles, lifting you over your head. Your stomach plummets from vertigo, and then even more as you find yourself dangled over the googirl’s head, her glowing eyes taking you in mischievously, and her plump lips delicately parting.

“Oh no,” you gasp, redoubling your efforts to squirm free, with about the same amount of success. “No no no no! Please! Nooooooo!”

Your wail follows you down as she drops you, the intervening time between leaving her hand and entering her mouth heart stopping. Then you land in the warm cavity of her mouth, her lips closing behind you, sealing you within the soft prison. You can just barely see the world beyond through her semi-translucent flesh, but then her tongue is on you, rolling you about the inside of her mouth, her oozing essence dissolving your clothes, coating your bare skin. Tingling spreads through you. A hot, warm pleasure that threatens to drive you mad.

“Oooooh fuuuuck!” you groan, trying to squirm free, to no avail. Then, her tongue wraps around you, and pulls you down into the bubbly ooze that is her body.

You dimly hear her swallow, followed by a sated, “Yummy!” even as her body begins the slow, but delightful process of dissolving you for her pleasure. Not the fate you thought would face you on the Emerald Shores, but proving that just because a monster girl is dumb, she’s no less dangerous.

Bad End
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Parlay

Everyone knows a googirl is as pretty as a button and as smart as one too. Which might give you an advantage here.

“Oh!” you exclaim, slapping your forehead in sudden realization. “That’s right! I completely forgot. Your gift! I could have sworn I ah… had it delivered ages ago. Did you not get it?”

The googirl cocks her head. “You did?”

“Absolutely! Didn’t the holstaur a few months back pay for me? I’m sure she did.”

The googirl blinks. “She did?”

“Sure! All of that milk she was giving you? That was ah… prepayment for my crossing.”

“She did have an awful lot of cream,” the googirl muses. “But, she didn’t mention anything about paying for another cutie.”

“Must have slipped her mind while you were milking her,” you say quickly. “She was always a bit forgetful when getting milked.”

“That’s for sure!” the googirl giggles, her breasts bouncing with her mirth with a loud boinging sound. “Whenever I milk my cuties, they just forget everything but how good it is!”

With a supreme act of will you force your eyes from her jiggly tits. “N-no doubt,” you say. “Which is ah… absolutely why she forgot. So, I guess this means I can pass. Right?”

The googirl purses her plump lips with the effort of thought. You can almost see what passes for her braincells knocking together in an effort to work through this logic.

“Ummmm,” she finally says. “I guess. Okay!”

You let out a breath of relief and a hint of disappointment. “So glad that’s understood. Bye!”

“Bye!” she says, beaming again and waving farewell as you frantically splash through the mire and away from her colossal form. Dumb she may be, but you really don’t want to stick around if she either figures out your trick or decides that maybe she wants a special gift. You don’t relax until you’ve walked out of the sucking swamp and back onto the hard ground of the Pilgrim’s Road, dripping with swamp water but mercifully intact. You cast a glance back at the marsh, unable to spot the jiggling googirl. She must have submerged herself again. But you do see a pair of glowing lights somewhere in the marsh. A shiver works through you, and you turn forward, hurrying down the highway once more. You’ve still got some distance to the temple of Heffana, and you’re burning daylight.

Roadside Attractions


Potion of Feminine Beauty

If she wants to milk your cock, you might have a way to avoid that. Snatching up the pink potion, you down the sparkly pink concoction. “Gnnnn!” you groan, your voice rising as your body changes. Your frame slimming, muscles shrinking, your mass diverted to your chest, hips, and ass. You feel your breasts swell against your shirt, your pants straining under your firm bubble butt and hips. You gasp, staggering a little as you feel your cock shrink into your groin, erasing itself in an instant in favour of a slick pussy.

“Ooooh!” the googirl says, reaching for you. “How’d you do that?”

“H-hey!” you squeak, trying to avoid her hand, but the swampy water doesn’t give you a lot of room to maneuver as she grabs you, scooping you up into the air. “What are you doing!”

The googirl giggles, tugging up your shirt, your plump breasts bouncing into the open. “Ooooh! Look at that. You do have something for me to milk after all!”

“N-no! No, I don’t! Those aren’t for… for…”

You trail off, jaw falling as you see two tentacles twist from the googirl’s hair. They surge forward, engulfing your breasts.

Then, they begin to suck.

“Oooooh fuuuuuck!” you moan, shuddering as pure, tactile bliss radiates from your tender breasts. You arch, whimper, your thoughts shocked stupid by the sheer power of that sensation. Sweet fuck! How does this feel sooooo good?

“Hmmm. You must be really backed up,” the googirl says as her tentacles continue pumping at your plump breasts. “Usually the cows I get are just gushing by now!”

“N-noooot m-mmmilllllky,” you groan, barely able to string even two words together.

“Not with that attitude. Oooh! I know just how to get you in the right one.”

You’d love to ask how, but a particularly adoring suck at your plump teats diverts you into a moaning bliss as you shudder in pure pleasure. Not that you have long to wait, as the googirl’s clever, clever fingers then proceed to tug off your pants, revealing your slender legs and the pink folds of your new pussy.

“There it is! Aw, and it’s so cute! It just makes me want to spoil it!”

Your breath comes in short pants as the googirl lifts you towards her face. Her eyes sparkle and glow mischievously as her mouth opens, and her tongue pushes out and between your legs.

“Mnnnnn!” you groan as her massive tongue slides against your inner thighs, stroking your entire mons. Your legs tighten in reaction to that delightful pleasure, but her tongue merely delves forward again, easing them apart so she can thoroughly lathe your twitching pussy.

“Mmmm. You taste gooood,” the goo girl coos as she continues her oral assault, gently easing you further forward, her lips engulfing you up to the hips, her tongue flicking against your pussy as she sucks on your lower half like a lollipop.

You’ve known pleasure, but this is so far beyond that. This is ecstasy. Every erogenous zone you have is being gleefully used by the googirl. Her tongue strokes your ass and pussy in alternating waves. Her tentacles continue to suck and tease your breasts, torturing them with pleasure beyond anything you’ve ever known. Your sanity can’t take it.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck yes! Fuck! Fuck! Fuuuuuuuuck!”

Your voice rises in a wail of purest pleasure as you cum, your mind straining under the intensity of your orgasm. Blanking. Spinning. Losing itself in the surging storm of pleasured bliss.

“Mmm,” the googirl moans as your juices gush onto her tongue, her eyes pulsing with light. She slides you out of her mouth, licking her lips. “Awwww. But still no milk?” she says.

“Ugh… unh…” you pant your mind still spinning.

The googirl giggles. “Aw, that’s okay! I’m patient. We’ll keep going until we can milk you like the pretty cow you are!”

Had your mind survived that first orgasm, you might have been worried. But as she dips you into her mouth again and resumes sucking, tonguing, and fucking you like the good milk slut she knows you are, you can only scream, cum, and sink into the endless bliss of madness.

Not a bad way to go, all things considered.

Bad End
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Offer Another Gift

W-wait! I do have uh… something to give you. Something not… well, me.”

“Oooh, is it fun?” the googirl chirps. “I like fun!”

“Sure! Sure is. Um… let’s see…” you say, digging through your pack and pockets.

Offer Potion of Bestial Might

Offer Potion of Feminine Beauty

Offer a Sandwich


Offer a Sandwich

Your eye is drawn to the lunch awaiting you in your bag. Worth a shot.

“I have… this!” you declare, pulling out a sandwich.

The googirl blinks her glowing eyes. “Oooh, what is it?”

“A ah… a tribute! Made just for you.”

The googirl stares, your heart beginning to pound as the silence stretches on. The, her face lights up. “For me? Oooh,” she coos, her form growing pink with a blush. “That’s so sweet!”

Relief washes through you in a wave of weakness. “Sure is!” you say, holding up the sandwich on your open palms. “An offering to you. If you’ll accept.”

“Of course I will!” she chirrups, tentacles reaching down and plucking the sandwich from your grasp. “I’d be, like, totes honoured!”

“So glad to hear it,” you say, inching away from the giant blue bimbo. “Please! Enjoy to your heart’s content. I’ll just be… bye!”

You turn and wade rapidly through the sloshing waters and towards freedom. Every step has your heart hammer in your chest. You don’t dare look back. You gasp as your foot plants itself on solid ground. You grab one of the statues that once held up the bridge and pull yourself out of the sucking muck. Only then do you dare to look back.

The googirl doesn’t even seem to have noticed you’re gone. She’s too busy taking apart the sandwich with tender care, peering at the meat and lettuce with fascination. With a relieved breath you step back onto the ancient road, grimacing as every step brings an audible ‘squish’ from your shoes. Ugh. That is just the worst. Not as bad as whatever fate awaited you with the googirl, but it’ll take a long time before your socks dry and you walk without the feel of water between your toes.

Still, you survived. And all it cost was lunch. Could be worse, you suppose.

Roadside Attractions


Potion of Bestial Might

You don’t have a prayer of besting the bubbly beauty man to… goo. Which means the unexpected might be just the ticket. You grab the swirling green bottle waiting at your belt and down the bitter concoction in one go.

The change is immediate.

Also, painful.

“Hrrrrr!” you growl as you feel your muscles flex and expand. As your form grows. As you swell bigger and bigger. Fur sprouts from your arms and legs and your fingers lengthen to claws. Your face extends in a fanged maw, your ears rising to points, your chest flexing with powerful new muscle. You stretch, nearly half as tall as the googirl now, your voice rising to a thundering howl as you take on the shape of a great wolfman!

The googirl blinks, then leans forward, beaming. “Ooooh! Look at you! How’d you do that?”

You growl, tensing.

“Awww, don’t worry! I’m not gonna hurt you, boy. I’ve never tried wulfen essence before. And I bet you’ve got a whole bunch for me, don’t ya? If you let me have a taste, you can stare at my big boobies! How’s that sound?” the jiggly beauty says, giving her breasts a playful bounce, sending what seems like acres of titflesh wobbling. “Wanna watch?”

Your yellow eyes are arrested at the display. You growl, low, hungry, different from before. You feel your red cock thicken with arousal, growing into a thick wedge of bestial manhood.

The googirl brightens. “Oooh, there it is! You want to fuck me, boy?” she asks, easing back, her lower body mimicking a pair of parted legs, and between them, the tantalizing folds of a false pussy. “Come on. Give it to me. I can take it. Gimme that thick wolf cock!”

Human logic tells you that would be an unbelievably bad idea. But human logic is suddenly a much smaller part of the new, furry you. In the new you, savage instinct is making it really hard to think beyond the fact that there’s a bountiful beauty right in front of you, just begging to get a taste of your thick wolf cock.

In the end, it’s not even really a contest. The need to breed is too overwhelming, and you’re far from caring about the ramifications of what you’re about to do. Dogs are never great at considering consequences. With a snarl you lunge for her, pressing between her thick form, grabbing great pawfulls of her plump tits as you ram your canine cock to the root in her depths.

Her pseudo pussy envelops you, tight yet oh so very malleable. You pant as you frantically begin to rut into her, plunging your thick dog cock in and out of the beautiful googirl.

“Yessss!” the bouncing beauty moans in heady bliss. “Oooh! There you go. Oh good boy. Gooood boy! Keep fucking me just like that. Oh fuck yessss! What a good boy. What a good monster! Mmmm! I bet you’ve got just gallons of cum for me, don’t you? Yes you do! And you’re going to pump me full of it!”

She makes a very compelling argument, not that you’re in much of a state to disagree. Your head is absolutely pounding with the delights of feral pleasure. The fertile buxomness of the slut beneath you is beyond incredible. You just can’t stop thrusting! It feels so damn good! Her jiggly tits are so bouncy and soft beneath your savage grasp. Her curves jiggle with every impact of your cock into her. Her beautiful face is simply rapturous as you claim her.

Fuck her.

Oh.

Oh!

Mmmmm!

You throw back you head, howling in joy as you reach your peak, your cock slamming home a final time, and you cum. Your every muscle tenses, your howl tapering off as you flood her with your bestial seed.

Beneath you, the googirl moans in answer, the glow of her eyes fluttering as she absorbs your cum into her, filling her, her body growing firmer, more substantial with every drop she sucks out of you. Your knot swells, sealing her tight, not that it matters for a woman like her.

You pant, coming down from that wonderful high, laying atop her soft form. The googirl makes a wonderful pillow, even as her body lazily ripples around your cock, teasing your manhood back to semi-hardness.

Her hands move up, idly petting you. “Oooooh, that’s a gooood boy. Mmm. So much for me! Who’s my big dicked, randy doggie? Hm? Who is it?”

Ooooh, you think you know this one. Is it you?

“It’s you!” the googirl giggles.

You brighten, tail wagging happily. You knew it!

“And you wanna give me lots more cum, don’t you?” the googirl coos as she pets you. “You wanna be my randy cum dispenser, huh? You wanna let me suck your red cock dry everyday, don’t you?”

All of that sounds just amazing! You have a dim recollection of being here to do something other than pump this jiggly beauty full of your cum, but the specifics have faded quite a bit.

“You ready for another round, doggie?” the googirl asks, her pussy rippling around your cock, sucking it back to full hardness.

You pant, bark, already beginning to eagerly rut her jiggly form.

“That’s a good boy,” the googirl giggles as she relaxed beneath you, welcoming the eager slap of your hips and the driving force of your cock. “Goood boy.”

Googirl Pet


Offer Potion of Bestial Might

Your hand scrabbles at your belt until you grasp the green potion. “Um, I have… this! An offering for you!”

“Ooooh!” the busty blue babe says, leaning forward, the glow of the potion reflecting off her eyes. “What is it?”

“A… drink. Very valuable on the mainland. Not just anyone gets this.”

“Neat!” she says, the tentacles of her hair moving forward and plucking the potion from her hand. One engulfs the top, sucking the cork straight out of the bottle before she tilts back her head and pours the entire concoction down her throat.

You can actually see the green liquid empty into her blue body, but instead of dissipating, it begins to spread. The formerly bright blue hue of her body begins to fade. Grow a more poisonous green.

“Ooooh, I don’t… um… feel soooo gooooood,” the googirl says as her head begins to melt into the mass of her body. The tentacles, however, remain, beginning to writhe and twist, her body shifting, swaying like a tumultuous sea. You wade backwards, eyes widening as the tips of those tentacles begin to glow like phosphorate eye stalks. The slime monster swells, growing larger like a balloon. As the googirl’s mass jiggles, bulges, her form cracks open, forming a maw of horrible jagged teeth nestled in the gelatinous mass of her body.

Fear grips your chest like a vice as you look upon a monster in the truest definition. The creature howls, a sound that chills your soul with unnatural horror. Realizing the danger, you turn, trying to wade towards the distant shore, but you don’t get far. Dozens of writhing tentacles burst from the monster’s body, snatching you up in writhing limbs.

“No! Let me go! Hey! Wait. Wait wait!” you scream as the tentacles draw you towards the creature’s gaping maw. “No! Not that! Please! No! Nooooo!”

The monster is either beyond listening or doesn’t care. Without preamble it tosses your screaming form into the toxic stew of its mouth, the acid within making short work of you. You’ve unleashed a horror beyond any other upon the Emerald Shore, and poetically, you were also its first victim.

Lucky you.

Bad End
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Offer Potion of Feminine Beauty

“Uh, I have this!” you say, grabbing the pink potion and holding it out to her.

The googirl leans forward, the pink glow of the potion reflecting in her eyes. “Ooooh. Pretty!”

You try not to flinch as her hair tentacles reach out and grab it. After all, the googirl is already extremely female. What’s the worst that could happen?

You ponder this as you watch the googirl’s tentacle suck the cork right out of the bottle, spitting it away. She overturns the bottle, pouring the sparkling liquid into her mouth. The pickness sink into the googirl’s form, slowly spreading throughout her. Her eyes begin to glow brighter, her form rippling as if a shudder of purest pleasure moved through her.

“Ooooh,” the googirl coos. “That feels… um… gooooood!”

You hear her, but you’re no longer watching her face. Your eyes are riveted to her already impressive tits as they begin to grow yet further, swelling like a pair of immense balloons.

“Nice, hm?”

Your eyes snap back to her face to find her lips have plumped up even more, forming a pillowy soft O, one that smooths into a grin, the tentacles of her hair growing, draping one of her eyes while the other pulses in a pink heart shape.

“Whaddya think?” she giggles, hefting her jiggling tits. “Aren’t they just soooo impressive?”

“Uh, y-yeah,” you stammer, again looking to her tits, just in time to see strange swirls of colour spiral across them.

“Just so big and… mmm… bouncy?”

She gives them a bounce, sending the colours whirling around her tits. You nod, enraptured by the swirling hues. “Uh-huh.”

“Do you like it when I bounce them?” she asks, giggling, giving them another jiggle. “Oooh, they’re so firm, aren’t they! So big and soft. Just big bimbo tits. And they feel like, soooo good! That potion was really great!”

You’re nodding, not even realizing you’re doing it. In fact, you’re finding you’re not doing a lot of thinking, period, especially when confronted with such a luscious pair of perfect, jiggly googirl breasts.

“You know,” the googirl says, the hearts that are her eyes throbbing, her hands molding her breasts, bouncing them, smooshing them, “I think such a good boy deserves an extra special treat for such a wonderful potion! I think he needs an extra reward. Don’t you?”

If she said you deserved being dipped in burning tar you’d probably agree at this point. Your head just feels so light. So empty. Like all your thoughts are being sucked away by the swirling hues that move over her jiggling tits.

“Of course you do!” she giggles from above her smooshing tits. “And want to make sure you’re soooo veeery rewarded. And I got such a good idea for it! Isn’t that weird? Because I’m like, suuuuper dumb. Especially with my big tits jiggling. Bouncing. Anyone would be dumb if they saw what big tits I have.”

“Y-yeah,” you say, slurring a little. “D-dumb…”

“But not you! You were just, like, soooo super smart! Giving me that potion. Hey,” she says, leaning in closer, her face above yours, her breasts filling your view. “Wanna hear a secret?”

“Uh-huh,” you say.

“I think you’d look much cuter naked. How about you get those clothes off so I can give you your treat.”

Some part of you says that’s probably a bad idea. But then she gives her massive pink tits another bounce, another swirl, and your hands are fumbling, tugging away your clothes, baring your skin to the warm air and the bright sun. Within moments you’re naked, still waist deep in the swamp, gazing up at the pink goddess looming over you, looking down at you from over the orbs of her immense tits.

“Mmmm. Good boy. And what a cutie you are! Especially that cute cock there. I bet you want your reward now, huh? Well, how about if I let you get off between my big bimbo tits! Won’t that be fun?”

You nod eagerly, your head feeling lighter than air. “Y-yeah! That um, that sounds uh… sounds… um…”

“Good boy,” the googirl giggles as she reaches down and picks you up. “Here we go! Enjoy, my silly bimbo.”

Her hand releases you, and you plunge down into the valley of pink cleavage. You sink up to your shoulders in that soft, jiggly tit flesh, the sensation of your body squeezed by her immense breasts unlike anything you’ve known. Your cock agrees, throbbing as it slides between what feels like acres of tit.

“Mmmm! That feels real good, doesn’t it?” the googirl giggles as she folds her arms under her tits and gives them a teasing bounce.

“Ah! Mnnnn! Yesssss!” you moan as you struggle to stay above the sea of her breasts, your body squeezed and massaged with every teasing bounce, your cock rubbed against her, your whole body a toy of pleasure for the buxom pink giantess.

“I bet it feels soooo good, doesn’t it? Just lots and lots of pink fun! So bouncy bouncy brainless silly fun!”

“Yes!” you gasp, squirming in her breasts, every movement rubbing your cock against her malleable titflesh. “Yes! Bouncy! Fun! Good… ah… good!”

“And if you cum, I think you’re going to be just, like, super dumb too! Since only a dumb bimbo would cum from being between my tits. Isn’t that right?”

She’s right. It doesn’t make sense, but she’s so right. Every word she says just fills your empty head with the weight of gospel. You’ll be so dumb when you cum. Just a dumb googirl bimbo. She’s so right. And you’re so close.

“You gonna cum for me?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“Good boy! Cum for my big pink tits! Do it! Do it now!”

“Yessssss!” you groan as you reach your limit. As your cock twitches, and you cum in great, mind numbing bursts. You moan, sinking deeper into her tits, the strength abandoning your limbs, your mind. Every spurt of your cock seems to rob you of something vital. Essential. But even as you struggle to grasp what it is, your head just… empties.

You sink beneath the surface of her breasts, lost in a void of pink softness. Your head spins and your body seems to float, squeezing in the grasp of her jiggling titflesh.

The blissful realm seems to last forever, but at last, a hand pulls you from her tits. You stare into the googirl’s smirking face, the pink hearts of her eyes throbbing.

“Mmm. That was fun! Wasn’t it, bimbo?”

You smile dimly. “Yes, mistress… Fun… Had… so much…”

“Good boy! And we’re going to have tons more! You’re just the cutest little plaything a girl could want. And you want to have fun with me, right?”

You nod eagerly. “Yes! Wanna… wanna have fun! Lotsa fun…”

“Good boy,” she coos, leaning back amid the mire’s waters. Her lower half reforms, taking the shape of a pair of legs parted, and between them is a pair of plump, pink pussy lips. “We’re going to have so much fun!”

Your breathing quickens as she lowers you towards her makeshift cunt, the hues of her skin shifting and swirling, blanking your mind so nothing silly like thoughts could interrupt your pleasure as she lazily inserts you into her immense pussy. You moan in impossible bliss as those slick walls close around you, squeezing you as the googirl slides you in and out of herself like a living dildo, your body so hot with pleasure she must be able to feel it.

You feel the vibrations of her laughter through her jiggly form. “Good toy,” she says.

Yes.

Yes, you’re a good toy. Good toy for your bimbo mistress as she fucks herself with your form.

A wonderful.

Mindless.

Toy.

Bad End
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Googirl Pet

You’ve had a full day.

You hunted down some dinner in the jungle.

Went about marking your territory.

And now, at last, it’s time for your favorite part.

You lope through the thick tangles of the jungle, your tongue lolling with eager anticipation of what comes next. Out of the trees and brush you emerge, your paws splashing in the mire as you sniff the air, taking in the myriad scents, and one very familiar one.

You stop as the water humps, sloughing off the form of the slime. The glow of eyes form, and then the smiling lips. “Heeeeeey boy,” the googirl giggles. “Did you come to play?”

You bark eagerly, rising onto two legs. Every day this way of standing becomes less familiar, but it allows you to show off your eager red cock.

“Oooh, is my pretty pet in a rut? Well! I got the cure for that!” she giggles, her form extending, taking on a more feminine shape, albeit on all fours, her ass swelling into being before you, almost as big as your entire body. You drool at the sight of that tantalizing rump, your cock throbbing with eagerness to fill her again. You’ve mated with her a hundred times, but each time is as good as the last, if not better.

“C’mon, boy,” the googirl giggles. “Give it to me doggy style!”

She doesn’t need to tell you twice! With almost indecent eagerness you fling yourself upon her, thrusting your cock deep between the globes of her ass. You howl with pleasure as the tight vice of her form wraps around your randy red dick, and without hesitation you start to eagerly hump her.

Her whole body jiggles with the impact of your hips upon her endless curves, her body rocking to receive your thrusts, her moans rising in pleasure. “Oooooh! Yessss, that’s it. Gooood boy. Oh good boy! Give me your big cock. Yes. Yes! Good doggy. Fuck me. Fuck me with your beast cock! Gimme that cum. Give me allllll of it!”

You howl in joy as you feel her slick insides tighten gloriously around your cock. You’re not here to actually enjoy the fucking, though you certainly are. Such higher brain functions long ago passed, along with any memories of being human. You’re merely a beast now, and your sole priority is in cumming as much as possible in the delightful tightness of her.

“Roooooooo!” you howl as you reach your peak, your body slamming her jiggly form, your cock swelling and pumping what feels like gallons of your hot seed into her.

“Mmmmm!” the googirl moans as she eagerly sucks down every drop of your cum, her body tightening deliciously as she takes it all in, absorbing it into her buxom curves. “Oh yesssss. Good boy. What a gooood boy.”

Your tail wags happily at her praise. Yes. Yes, you are a good boy. A good, horny wolf boy. You can feel your knot thickening, plugging her with your seed, not that it needs it. But instinct demands it done, and you’re certainly no stranger to it. Instinct is all that drives you now, and you only really have two needs to sate: hunger, which the jungle provides for, and lust, which the googirl is more than capable of sating.

With a grunt you feel your knot shrink, and lazily you withdraw your cock from her faux-pussy. There’s a certain feeling of satisfaction when she doesn’t waste a drop, but that’s not very high on your mind as the googirl reverses herself and wraps her plump tits around your softening canine cock.

“Awwww, you’re not done yet, right?” she says, eyes shining hotly as she rubs her breasts around your cock. “You still got some for me, huh? I know you do. Big, strong, buff doggies always have lots of cum for me! So let’s see it, pleeeease?”

You pant as she massages your cock, your tongue lolling as you stiffen again, always eager for another taste of the pure pleasure of her breasts. You thrust eagerly between her jiggly softness, groaning in bestial pleasure. You prefer her pussy, but honestly, anything that gets you off will do. Besides, it’s academic when her lips move forward and engulf your prick, greedily sucking as you bark and whine with pleasure.

“Mmmm,” she moans, bobbing quickly, frantic for another load of your cum.

“Hrr… hrrr! Hrrrroooooo!” you howl, body jolting with the electric surge of orgasmic pleasure, your cock pulsing, pumping great jets of your thick seed into her eager mouth. The googirl moans, drinking down every drop, her breasts swelling as they absorb the virile sustenance of your cum.

When you knot shrinks again, you pant, sated but exhausted. Dropping down to all fours, you pad your way through the marsh and back towards the jungle.

“See you soon!” the googirl chimes as she sinks back into the swamp, her hand waving farewell before vanishing amid the fetid waters and the reeds.

You don’t answer her. Her words barely register, but you know you’ll be back. Every day you’ll return to sate your feral lusts on the googirl’s eager form. A life of animal pleasures and feral rutting.

And what more could a horny wolf ask for?

Bad End

Index Start Over


Googirl Stud

Has it been days?

Months?

Years?

You don’t know. You’ve long since lost any ability to tell time. So much forgotten, your mind turned towards the singular outlet of pleasure.

“You having fun?” the googirl coos.

“Mmmm,” you moan around the tentacle pumping into your mouth.

“Good! I love it when my bimbo studs are nice and happy.”

You’re not sure if you’re happy. You’re so numbed by pleasure, you’re only aware of a constant ecstasy as the googirl’s form undulates around your cock, drinking every spurt of your cum as you orgasm again and again, an endless cascade of pure pleasure that has long ago driven you utterly mad.

Fortunately, you don’t have any time to reflect on your position, as it’s currently pressed up against a tree, smothered by the googirl’s tits as her body milks your cock, your mouth constantly flooded by her corruptive juices leaking from her tentacle. It’s your only source of food now, and you adore it.

“Mmm. Mmm! Mmmm!” you moan, eyes rolling back as you cum yet again, your paltry offering sucked up by the googirl’s body, her breasts swelling a little more, further burying you beneath their softness.

“Good boy! But you’re soooo far from giving me enough. Don’t worry! We’ll just have to keep going, won’t we?”

“Mmmm,” you groan, shuddering as you suck on the tentacle filling your mouth further. Such is the remainder of your existence. One day, perhaps you will be free. Not that you’ll know what freedom is anymore. But for that to happen, the googirl would have to remember how much you’ve already offered her in cum. And like you, thinking is hardly her strong suit.

Not the ending you thought you’d find in the jungles of the Emerald Shores, but yours nonetheless.

Bad End

Index Start Over


Roadside Attractions
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The next two days are filled by walking down the Pilgrim’s Road, steadily passing through the jungle. Despite its neglect, the highway runs straight and true, and you leave the miles behind. You rest well, despite constantly keeping an eye on the wilds, and recalling Dhana’s words, you know you’re getting close to your final goal.

As night begins to close in, you start looking for a place to camp. You’ve been careful, for though you haven’t encountered any denizens of the jungle since the googirl, you’re still in the Emerald Shore, and you’ve seen the sorts of creatures who lurk around here. Fortunately, the Pilgrim’s Road anticipated the need for resting wanderers, and you’ve found plenty of specially made spots for just such an occasion.

The one for tonight is an overgrown circular platform raised just off the road. Wide stone benches thick with vines and reclaiming greenery surround an ancient firepit. Two ancient statues of the goddess sit at the entrance, in better shape than many of the structures you’ve come across thus far, though still heavy with an air of abandonment. That said, the firepit is filled with ashes, so clearly it has been used in recent times.

You take a seat on one of the benches and kindle a fire as the sun sets and the darkness closes in. Your legs are weary but you still feel fresh and eager for the road tomorrow.

But just as you’re getting ready to sleep, you hear the slow, clinking sound of metal on stone.

You raise your head, listening intently. Your hand creeps to the hilt of your sword as the sound grows nearer. It’s coming from the road, and you turn your head that way.

You see movement just beyond the steps leading up to the platform, and you tense in wary readiness. A whisper of cloth reaches your ears, and a soft scent of perfume and roses wafts through the air. Your heart beats faster as two figures walk up the steps and into the light.

You know you shouldn’t be surprised to find a holstaur so close to the temple, but the one before you blows you away. Admittedly, you only have Dhana for comparison, but the woman before you is different from that soft, lonely cowgirl in almost every way.

For one thing, her skin is a deep tan like fresh churned chocolate, blending with the dark cloak that settles lazily over her curves. It doesn’t cover her chest, which is instead held back only by some crisscrossed black straps that can barely restrain her heavy breasts. A girdle of the same fabric is all that hides the treasure between her thighs, and swishes teasingly with her every step. Where Dhana had a motherly and sweet air about her, the woman before you radiates teasing sensuality, her eyes darkened with ochre, her lips full and red, her hair thick and curly broken by a pair of notably sharper cow horns.

And importantly, she’s not alone.

The clanking sound draws your eyes to her companion, who is as male as she is female. A minotaur, he’s simply massive, with arms thick as treetrunks and a chest solid as a brick wall. His square muzzle sports a golden ring which jingles when he snorts. Thick fur covers him but does nothing to dispel the heaviness of his compact muscles. The clanking sound comes from bracers that ring about his wrists and ankles, small chains dragging on the ground, jangling softly whenever he moves. His only clothing is a loincloth, which is stitched with surprisingly elaborate patterns.

Your eyes linger on him before being drawn back to the dark, buxom beauty he escorts. Her smile is lilting and lazily confident, and despite your wariness, you feel its effect as a heat builds in your chest and groin.

“Good evening,” she says, her voice as smooth and throaty as a cat’s purr. “Might we join you?”

“I… suppose so,” you say slowly.

She smiles again, moving forward, her hips rolling, the strip of her girdle whispering between her thighs. It’s so good to watch her approach, you could almost ignore the fact the hulking minotaur hangs back, huffing heavily.

“My thanks,” she says, smoothly sitting down on the bench near you, her smile dazzling. “Pilgrims going to the temple should share their camps, after all.”

“Pilgrims?” you say.

“Oh yes,” she says, touching her chest, which only calls more intention to the way those dark straps strain under her every breath. “Me and my… companion are both devoted worshippers to Heffana, and are heading to pay our respects to the home of the goddess.”

“Oh. How… nice,” you say.

“Of course,” she says, bowing her head a hair. “You may call me Sister Lamora.”

“Petyr,” you say.

“What a nice name,” she says, but the ways her eyes roam over you makes you think she has something else in mind. “We don’t see many humans coming to pay respects to the goddess.”

“Well, I doubt many know about the temple,” you say.

“Too true. Of course, our Mother wishes to change that.”

“Your mother?” you say, the back of your neck tingling.

“Oh yes. The Black Mother believes most strongly more should know the blessing of the goddess. That we must spread her word across the world.”

“I see,” you say, glancing back to the hulking minotaur.

She follows your eyes and smiles wider. “Hmm. Don’t mind Gorin. He’s here for protection. After all, there are so many menacing things out in the world who would love to do such… things to a body as lovely as mine.”

Your mouth is dry as you look over her again. “I-is that so?” you say.

“But of course,” she adds with a teasing glance your way, “I have no need to worry about you. Such a handsome young man would never think of doing anything… untoward.”

“R-right! Of course not,” you say quickly. “After all, we’re all pilgrims here.”

“Quite so. Which reminds me. It grows late, my friend. Would you care to join me in a prayer to Heffana?”

“A prayer?” you say. “That…”

You trail off as Lamora shrugs off her cloak and teasingly touches the straps that bind her chest. With a snap of buckles they give way, her full, firm breasts bouncing into the open, nipples a dark brown, already leaking a steady, thick cream. She sighs in relief, arching lazily, presenting her impressive bust to the world.

“Shall we begin?” she says warmly.

“Uh…” you say.

She laughs gently. “Oh, of course. You wouldn’t know our ways. Don’t worry. I’ll guide you to the goddess’s bosom. All you have to do is just what I say. Won’t that be grand?” she asks with a teasing flutter of her dark lashes.

Help Her Pray

Demure


Help Her Pray

You would hate to be rude to such a lovely woman. And besides, what better chance than this to study the religious methods of Heffana’s priestesses? This is really an opportunity for discovery. Furthering the cause of knowledge. And if you just so happen to get to enjoy this buxom holstaur’s glorious body, is that so wrong?

“I’d be delighted!” you say.

“I thought you might,” she purrs. “But first thing’s first. The one who worships at the temple of the goddess must be shriven of their earthly bounds.”

“Huh?”

“Your clothes, darling. Get rid of them.”

Fair enough. You hastily shed your shirt, pants, and everything else. Soon you stand before her, utterly naked, your cock hard and jutting out with your eagerness.

Lamora’s eyes burn with anticipation, a look that sends quiet thrills racing through you. “Good boy,” she purrs, a phrase that hits you in a way you never dreamed it could. “Such a handsome, smooth young man. So eager to worship at the temple of the goddess. So needy to know the deeper truths.”

“Y-yes,” you say.

“Come,” she says, rising, shedding what remains of her clothes, leaving her naked, beautiful, powerful in the pale moonlight and the red glow of the crackling flames. “Kneel, and I shall bless you.”

You had some reservations, but the sight of Lamora’s full grandeur flattens them. You find yourself kneeling before her, looking up at her, struck with awe at her commanding beauty. She smiles down at you, reaching out and touching your head. “Good boy. You know your place. The place all bulls should be. Obedient to their cows. Adoring of the messengers of the goddess. Do you accept this?”

“Y-yes,” you say, feeling the utter submissiveness of your position.

“The goddess is pleased,” she breathes. “For the temple of the goddess is wherever the body of her priestesses go. It is not bound in stone, but in the flesh and pleasures and ritual of the cream. Now, it is time for you to worship at her temple.

You find the bench at your back, your head tilted until it rests face up on the stone, still warm from Lamora’s body heat. The buxom beauty slowly turns about, the full globes of her ass revealed as they slowly lower down, down, down onto your face.

A shudder of pure ecstasy rushes through you as her rump presses down on you, smothering you in warm darkness. You moan, your cock shamefully hard, twitching as you relish the utter subservience of being under her ass. You don’t think to question it. It just feels too right. And her command you worship still rings in your ears. Without hesitation, you drive your tongue up into the tightness of her ass, tasting the tantalizing muskiness of her rear.

“Mmmm,” she moans, shifting atop your face, pressing more of her weight down on you. “Yesssss. That’s it. Oh goddess yes. Work your tongue in there. Mmm, that’s it. What a good boy I’ve found.”

You moan, trembling with bliss as you work your tongue into her tight ass, the taste thick on your tongue, your head spinning from lack of air. You jolt as you feel her shift and her foot press down on your cock, her toes beginning to lazily stroke you.

“Mmm. Keep going, my good boy. Keep showing your mistress what a good boy you are. Good boys worship the goddess. Good boys know they have to submit to their priestess. Good boys… mmm… Good boys get to cum…”

Cumming while smothered under this beauty’s ass, her foot stroking your cock, fires your imagination. You whimper, moan, trapped under her, frantically licking her, tongue swirling around her clenching hole, every gasping breath you take is laden with her scent as her dark bottom smothers you.

You feel her hand move between her parted thighs, stroking herself as she pants, moaning hotly. “Yes. Yessss! That’s it. Like that. Oh goddess yes! Goddess! Blessed milk of heavens! Yes! Make me cum, boy. Make me cum for the goddess! By her name! Yes! Yes! Heffana… Heffana, yesssssss!”

Her cry rises, her ass tightening around your face, closing off your air completely. You feel every shudder of orgasm rocking Lamora, your air cut off. Your head floating, spinning. Your struggles helpless, but your orgasm is beyond anything you’ve known. Your nerves are fired with white hot pleasure. Your head bursts with stars. Your cock pulses, spurting your seed shamefully onto the toes of the woman atop you.

You’re in heaven.

Lost.

The world recedes in a tidal wave of endless bliss.

When you finally come to, you find yourself lying atop the bench, your face flushed, your head nestled on Lamora’s lap as she smiles down at you.

“My apologies,” she says, stroking your hair, her face barely visible past the impressive globes of her glorious teats. “I sometimes forget how… intense prayers can be for the uninitiated.”

“N-no apologies needed,” you pant, tongue still heavy with the taste of her ass.

“How wonderful,” she purrs, her finger twirling a lock of your hair. “Then, shall we continue?”

“C-continue?” you say.

She laughs. “Of course! Surely you didn’t think that was all there was to worshipping Heffana?”

“I uh…”

“You do wish to continue adoring the goddess with me,” she asks, leaning down a little, her pale face radiant, but her eyes lidded and intense in a way that both thrills and alarms you in equal measure. “Don’t you?”

Continue to Worship

That’s It for Tonight


Continue to Worship

“How could I say no?” you say, fairly quivering with anticipation of more pleasure from the busty priestess’s hands.

“Quite right.” Lamora purrs. “After all, the goddess requires a great deal of prayer. Of course,” she adds, gently moving your head from her lap as she rises, stepping over the bench, straddling your waist. “Those who follow the Black Mother have far more… intense prayers than those who follow the White.”

“Th-that so?” you say as she plants her hands beside your head, her immense breasts dangling over you, her plump nipples slowly dripping tantalizing cream onto your chest.

The holstaur’s smirk deepens. “Very much so. But I have confidence you can help me worship the goddess more.”

“I ah…”

“Shhh,” she purrs. “Relax. Prayer is an… experience,” she murmurs, leaning down, burying your face beneath her immense breasts. “Let me help you… experience… the goddess…”

You moan as her breasts envelop your face, them moan even harder as her hips lower themselves and her pussy envelops your cock. Lamora sighs in satisfied bliss as her hips begin to move, pounding you into the bench below you, every roll of her hips another wonderful feeling of tightness as her pussy takes your cock to the root and back.

“Mmmm!” Lamora moans, her breasts bouncing before your face, droplets of milk splattering on your cheeks and mouth. “Yes. Yes! Goddess… goddess! Take this vessel. Show this mortal your glory. Ah. Yes! D-drink, human. Drink the cream of her bounty!”

You’re not sure what her milk will do to you, but you can’t wait to find out! Without a moment’s hesitation you reach up, grasping great handfuls of bronzed, cowgirl teat. Lamora’s breath hitches, her teeth nibbling her lower lip as she increases her pace, pounding herself down onto your cock. Oooh, she’s got sensitive breasts, hm? Well, you know a few things that she might enjoy. You lift your head, bringing her wobbling teat to your face, her dark nipple to your lips as you give a great, greedy suck.

Ambrosia pours onto your tongue, down your throat. Smooth. Sweet. Bliss radiates from your eager lips, consuming you in a tide of orgiastic pleasure. You moan, eyes rolling back as you hungrily suck at the holstaur’s heavy tits.

“Mmmm!” Lamora moans, a throaty, lowing sound of pure pleasure. “Yes! Feel my breasts! Squeeze them! Oh goddess… goddess! Drink me. Blessed goddess! Yessss! Give this man your bounty… M-moo. Mooooooo!”

She seems to be enjoying her milking even more than you are! Her breath comes in short, panting gasps, her pace increasing as she frantically rides your lap, pounding down on your cock, her dark hair swaying about her horns. Your hands squeeze and mold her heavy breasts, massaging them in ways that makes her gasp, groan, her body ride you with ever more frantic lust.

“Yes!” Lamora cries. “Yes! Goddess! Oh Goddess! Take this… this pleasure. Goddess! Thank you! M-moo! Moooooo!” she cries, hilting you within her, her whole body tensing, tightening as she cums. Her pussy milks your cock like you milk her tits, and with a similar result. You moan as orgasm consumes you. As your cock twitches, cumming, pumping her full of your hot seed in great spurts.

Lamora pants, her breath steaming as she slows her eager movements atop your lap. Tenderly, she reaches down and cradles you against her immense teat, your cock still terribly hard within her as she lazily moves herself atop you.

“Good… good boy. Mmm. The goddess shall be so very pleased.”

“Mmm,” you moan, unable to take your lips off her plump nipple, milk still oozing into your hungry mouth.

She smirks down at you, petting your hair, soothing bliss consuming you, your thoughts growing heavy, clouded with pleasure. “That’s right. And good boys love drinking their mistress’s milk, don’t they?”

“Mmmmissstresss?” you pant.

“Of course, sweet thing. But don’t worry,” she adds, tapping your nose teasingly. “We won’t tell anyone you’re my handsome bimbo milker. Will we? That’s just between you and me, isn’t it?”

You nod, smiling dimly up at the glorious cowgirl. “Y-yes. Okay.”

“What a good boy. And good boys get lots of milk, don’t they?”

“They d-do?”

“Oh yes,” Lamora purrs as she presses you once more under her breasts, moaning softly as you automatically resume obediently suckling her teats, your eyes growing lidded in blissful surrender. “They get to drink as much milk as they want. To make sure they’re such good boys. Good, obedient boys for the goddess. And you want to be a good boy, don’t you?”

“Mmmmm,” you moan beneath her, lashes fluttering as her pussy strokes your cock with slow, tortuous pleasure.

“Good boy. Such a good, obedient bimbo boy. You’re going to make the Mother so very happy for me. She was so wise to send me to you. After all, no silly mortal bimbo can resist me. Certainly not a mere human male. Poor boy. Only able to think with your cock. But that’s okay. It makes it so much easier, doesn’t it? So much better to just do whatever I say, so you can get some more.”

“Mhmmm,” you moan happily, mind awash with the empty bliss of her milk, eyes glassy, dim as your willpower is ground beneath the pleasure of her pussy and her tits.

“Good boy,” Lamora purrs. “Now sleep, pretty bimbo. Sleep for your mistress. We have much to do tomorrow, don’t we?”

You feel your eyelids flutter as exhaustion flows through you, weighing your limb and mind. You’re barely aware as you cum again within her before darkness claims you, and you drift into the dark void of pleasured slumber.

Morning with Lamora


That’s it For Tonight

Gods but its tempting to just watch those glorious tits bounce as they fuck you all night long, but you have doubts about this woman over you. Especially given how close you are to Heffana’s temple.

“I would, but ah, worshipping the goddess all night? I don’t think I’d have the energy. Especially since we have such a long walk tomorrow. Best… best not,” you say.

Lamora eyes you coolly, and you’re starting to get a little nervous when her face breaks open in a warm smile. “Quite right,” the buxom priestess purrs. “It would be a shame to… exhaust you. And my worship of the goddess can be… intense to the uninitiated.”

“It’s certainly to your credit,” you quickly say, sitting up, your head spinning a little like someone had pumped it full of air. You almost fall back onto her lap, but just manage to swing your legs over the bench instead. “And I’m sure there’ll be plenty of… of opportunities to worship the goddess when we arrive at the temple proper.”

Lamora chuckles, her dark eyes flashing. “Mmm. That much is certain,” she says.

You feel your cock stir anew at the heat in her gaze, but manage to restrain yourself from falling into her arms again. “I’d best get some rest.”

“Yes. Pleasant dreams,” she says.

You flash her another smile as you return to your pack and bedroll. You work in silence laying out your things, painfully aware of the buxom beauty not far as her minotaur companion sets up a tent for her and she retires for the night. As the fire burns low, you lay down, looking up at the starlit sky until sleep inevitably claims you, and you prepare for the next day.

Morning Alone


Demure

You have a strong feeling you know where this is going. Likewise, you have a strong feeling if you keep going, you’re going to regret it.

“Very sorry,” you say quickly. “But I’m afraid my er… faith prevents me from doing that.”

Lamora eyes you, then smiles prettily. “Very well. It would be uncouth of me to insist if so. Wouldn’t it?”

“Y-yes,” you say, relief pouring through you. “Thank you for understanding.”

“Not at all. But, I do hope you don’t mind me praying.”

“Of course not! Feel free. It would be instructive for me, in fact.”

“Of that,” she says with a lazy smile, “I have no doubt. Gorin?”

You flinch as the minotaur moves out from the shadows, stepping heavily into the light. His bestial muzzle is unreadable, but his eyes gleam in excitement as Lamora tilts her head towards him. He comes up before her, his loincloth notably tenting as he stands at attention. The holstaur flips the fabric aside, revealing the full heft of his girthy cock.

You’ll admit, you’ve always been a bit proud of your own length, but it’s nothing compared to the minotaur’s. His cock is nearly as big and long as your forearm, which only becomes more evident as Lamora lifts it in her hands, her delicate fingers moving up and down the beastman’s shaft, stroking him adoringly.

“Oh goddess,” Lamora murmurs as she lifts his cock, cradling it before her parted lips. “We thank you for this blessing. This power. This strength. Permit me, oh goddess, to show my devotion…”

You stare as Lamora leans in, her soft lips parting around the bull’s immense cock, feeding the thick, musky girth into her mouth. Deeper it goes. Deeper. Soon, her lips reach Gorin’s root, her nose resting against the thick fur above his cock while her hands gently heft and massage his balls. The holstaur begins to bob, every back motion sending her immense tits wobbling, her eyes lidded, gazing up at Gorin with hot passion as she sucks his bitchbreaker of a cock.

The bull is far from immune, his breathing deepening, the ring in his nose jangling with snorting breaths as she sucks him off. Some force keeps him standing there, unresisting as she continues to work her mouth on his manhood, sucking him with adoring urgency. “Mmmm,” Lamora moans, the vibrations of her throat thrumming up Gorin’s cock. The bull huffs, panting, his thick muscles tensed with the sensation of her soft lips. Lamora moves faster. Faster. Bobbing with single-minded intensity. Needing him to cum. Hungry for it. Desperate for it.

You can’t look away from the sight of this buxom woman sucking on the beast’s cock. Her throat fairly bulges with the length she’s swallowing. You gape, watching in rapt fascination as she keeps going. Keeps sucking.

“Hrrr. Hrrr! Roooooo!” Gorin howls, throwing back his horned head as he reaches his limit. As he cums, pumping his thick seed down Lamora’s hungry throat, every spurt of his cock seeming to swell her cheeks.

But Lamora is well versed in this. She swallows like a Lavernian whore, humming in eager pleasure, moaning hotly as she sucks down his cum with soft gulps.

At last, she slides her lips off his cock, her tongue flicking around her lips to catch any errant drop. Gorin pants, but it seems like that orgasm only got him started. His cock remains rigid, throbbing before the kneeling priestess.

“Mmm. Thank you, oh goddess, for this blessing,” she breathes. “Now, my mate, time to worship at the… temple…”

She smoothly turns, moving to her hands and knees, her plump teats dangling below her, nipples hard and ready, her soft, curvy bottom raised for the attentions of her mate.

As you watch this lurid display, you realize you’re rock hard, a fact made only too obvious by the tenting of your pants. Lamora meets your eyes, smirks.

“Take me, my beast,” she purrs at the minotaur behind her, wiggling her ass. “Show me the girth of a creature of the goddess. Give this servant of Her a taste of heavenly pleasures no other can match.”

There’s no doubt that Gorin will, as he clops up behind Lamora, grasping her plump bottom in his rough, leathery hands. The only question seems to be, what will you do?

Turn Away

Stroke Yourself and Watch


Turn Away

You do still have some pride despite everything that’s happened in the Emerald Shores, and watching this beauty take thick minotaur cock while you watch is probably a bit more than you’re willing to take, regardless of how arousing it is.

You quickly look away, not missing the holstaur’s moan of disappointment, quickly overwhelmed with a gasp of purest pleasure as fat bull cock stuffs her to the brim. “Goddesss yessssss!” she groans.

You wince and step over the bench so there’s something physical between you and the things going on across the campsite. Setting out your bedroll, you tuck yourself in and wriggle deep into the warmth of the blankets. But nothing can drown out Lamora’s wails of pleasure or the slap of flesh as she praises her goddess all through the night.

Sleep will be a long time in coming.

Morning Alone


Stroke Yourself and Watch

You know she’s mocking you, and somehow that just makes it more appealing. Your chest is tight and your cock rock hard as you open your pants, grasping your shaft the moment it springs up. You bite your lip to suppress the whimper of pleasure as your fingers wrap around your sensitive manhood, even as Gorin grabs Lamora’s shapely hips in his thick fingers and pushes his cock against the delicate flower of her pussy.

It’s amazing to watch the holstaur’s face go from smirking mockery to ecstasy, her eyes lidding, her smile turning to an O of silent pleasure as the minotaur impales her on his thick bull cock.

“Yessssss!” the busty priestess moans, arching a little, pushing her rear against the monster’s lap until he bottoms out within her. “Mmm! Yesss! Oh goddess, yessss! Your blessing… Give me your blessing!”

Apparently, that requires Gorin to grunt, draw back, and pound his shaft deep into the welcoming heat of Lamora’s pussy. The holstaur gasps, rocking forward, breasts swinging beneath her from the impact. “Mnnnnn!” she moans, lashes fluttering in perfect pleasure. “Yessss! Deeper, my monster. Fuck me deeeeeep!”

Gorin seems incapable of doing anything else. Tenderness, affection, none of that seems a factor as he lets loose, bellowing as his leathery hands clutch her shapely hips, his cock pounding into her like a jackhammer, her heavy breasts swaying with every impact, jiggling and bouncing on her chest.

“Ah! Ah! Yes! More! More! The goddess needs mooooooore!” Lamora wails, her eyes dim and fogged in a haze of terrible, tight pleasure. “Yes! Yes! Mmmmm! Fuck me! Fuck meeee! Oh goddess! Thank you! Thank you for this blesssssiiiiiing!”

You’re gasping, panting, your hand frantically pumping your cock as you watch the beauty of Lamora be taken by the beast of Gorin. The bellowing minotaur snorts and pants, his thick hide rippling with raw, animal muscle, his veiny cock making short appearances before he sheathes it in his mate less than a second later. The slap of flesh is like drumbeats pounding in your veins. You find your hand moving, working, stroking yourself in time to Lamora’s brutal fucking.

“Yesss! His cock! Goddess! His cock is sooo goooood!” Lamora wails in perfect pleasure, her head thrown back, her hair fluttering around her horns and face. Her eyes meet yours, her smile mocking and delighted. “Mmm! His fat cock… Oh goddess! His cock is so big! So powerful! I need it. I need a real cock! Need his! No other can compare! It’s so gooooood!”

Your cheeks burn with humiliation, but you can’t stop stroking yourself. If anything, the sight of her being mated by this brutish monster only increases your pace, your breath coming short and hot, your body hunched over your cock as if to try and hide how hard you are while watching Lamora being fucked. How she knows you want to fuck her too, but that you can’t. You’re not man enough. Not strong enough to give her what she needs.

“Yesssss!”Lamora moans. “Goddess! Goddess, let him… ah… let him give me your blessing! Let me know your pleasure! Please! Goddess! Bless me with his cum! Let him breed me! Breed my blessed womb! Moooo! Goddesssssssss! Moooooo!”

Gorin bellows as he saws into Lamora’s pussy, pounding his cock into her with sharp, brutal strokes. The priestess cries out as the minotaur hilts in her a final time, his balls tightening as he unloads the full weight of his cum into her eager pussy. Lamora wails in blissful pleasure, her orgasm tightening herself around his cock as she takes his hot load.

It’s too much. The sounds. The sights. It pushes you over the edge, and with a groan of shameful surrender, you cum, pitiful cock pumping your seed into your lap and onto your hands.

Lamora moans happily, moving forward, unsheathing herself from Gorin’s cock. Cum oozes down her inner thighs as she shakily rises and smirks at you.

“It seems someone else enjoyed my worship of the goddess,” she purrs.

You blush hotly but say nothing. What is there to say? The evidence is all over your lap. You catch movement as Gorin sits down on the bench, the minotaur’s dark eyes still warm, his cock still amazingly hard.

Lamora tilts her hips, lazily reaching back and parting the generous globes of her rear. She bites her lower lip, lashes fluttering as she slowly lowers herself, pressing Gorin’s immense cock into the tightness of her ass. Inch after inch of his manhood stuffs her, until, much to your shock, she hilts herself on the bull’s lap.

“Mnnnnn…” Lamora pants, cheeks flushed and eyes lidded with the feeling of fullness. “Oh goddess,” she moans. “My body… is your temple… And it shall… shall be worshipped,” she pants.

You’re stunned by the sight of the busty holstaur sitting on the minotaur’s lap, like some sultry queen on her throne. She glances at you, her lidded eyes dark with lust and cruel mirth as she reaches down, parting her flush pussy lips to reveal the thick cum that stuffs her.

“Well, human? Shall you help worship at my temple?”

Lick Her Out

Decline


Lick Her Out

You understand the sheer shame of this, but you can’t stop yourself from stepping towards her.

“Ah ah,” she purrs. “You know better.”

You do. Instinctively you know your proper place before this bountiful goddess. Without further hesitation you get down on your knees and crawl towards her. Lamora watches, her heavy breasts heaving with excitement as you move between her parted thighs. So close, you can smell Gorin’s bestial musk and Lamora’s delicate scent. They contrast and mingle, making your head spin and your mouth water as you gaze up at Lamora’s stuffed pussy. The shame of what you’re about to do makes you blush hard, but even harder is your cock as you push your face between the holstaur’s thighs and begin to lick.

Gorin’s cum drools onto your tongue, thick and bitter, but like their scent, Lamora’s arousal mingles with it, adding a sweeter taste. It compels you. Fascinates you. And arouses you beyond belief. Your cock is rock hard, and nothing could prevent you from grasping it and resuming your stroking, even as you greedily devour the holstaur’s pussy and the thick cum of the minotaur.

Lamora moans in delight, reaching down and petting your hair. “Gooood boy,” she purrs. “That’s it. You learn your place so quickly! A pathetic male like you doesn’t need to resist. He just has to obey his mistress. Adore her pussy. Dream of filling her with his puny cock, even though he knows he could never satisfy her. And of course, I must find a real man’s cock. Only that can satisfy my worship of the goddess. Right?”

“Yessss,” you moan.

“Yes what?”

“Yes mistress,” you moan, tongue heavy with the taste of bullman cum.

She gives your hair a playful tweak. “Mmm. Good boy. Now, clean me out thoroughly. Mistress needs to worship further. Gorin?”

The bullman grunts, his hands tightening under Lamora’s thighs as he begins to bounce her on his cock. The holstaur gasps, moans, her breasts swaying as she takes his lubed cock deep into her ass, her moans vibrating through her, the impact as she hilts him sending a jolt through her.

Her grip tightens in your hair, forcing you deeper into her pussy, making you lick her out even as she rides the cock of her masterful mate. Every lap of your tongue only drives further home how pathetic you are compared to her bull. Compared to her. Fit only to obey. To clean out the seed of a better male. The scent of her pussy and the thick musk of Gorin’s balls as they slap her ass pungent as you obediently lick.

Peace flows through you. A blissful pleasure as you frantically stroke your puny cock while the mingled cum of the minotaur and holstaur drench your face. Acceptance of your place soothes any lingering pride you might have clung to, reinforcing this absolute truth. You are not worthy of her pussy. You are only worthy of serving her as a slave. A bitch. A moaning, submissive thrall.

And you couldn’t be happier.

“Yessss!” Lamora moans as she rides your face and her lover’s cock. “Yesss! Oh goddess… Goddess yesss! Thank you for this bounty! Thank you! Thank you! Fuck! Yes! Yes! Mnnnnn!”

Her whole body seems to tighten with the high of her orgasm. Her thighs clamp around your head, her sudden peak flooding your face and mouth with her and Gorin’s cum. You frantically try to lick it all up, even as Gorin bellows, cumming, stuffing Lamora’s ass with great bursts of his hot seed.

The experience is too much. Moaning into her hot cunt, you cum, your cock spurting in your furiously moving hand, splattering all over your lap and stomach. When Lamora releases your hair, you tumble back onto the ground, eyes hazy, head spinning, mouth thick with the taste of a greater male’s seed.

You blink as a shadow moves over you, and you find yourself looking up at Lamora. The priestess towers over you, her legs planted on either side of you, her horned head just visible beyond the plush globes of her immense teats like some demonic queen. Her smirk makes you swallow hard and cock stir again.

“You truly are a born slave, little human,” she purrs.

“Th-thank you,” you pant.

“You’re welcome. And you’re mine now, aren’t you?”

“Y-yes,” you say, knowing it’s true. Knowing you can’t dream of disobeying this glorious creature above you.

“Good boy,” she purrs. “Now,” she says, lowering herself upon your face, smothering you beneath the plush glory of her ass, “clean me, slave.”

With abject submission you obey. As the darkness of her smothering ass consumes you, you eagerly drive your tongue up into her asshole, licking out the minotaur’s cum with moaning need. The taste is different from her pussy. Thicker. Muskier. But just as wonderful. You find your hand once more on your cock, and can’t help but stroke yourself even as she grinds her ass down on your face.

It’s going to be a long night, but you can’t think of a better way to spend it than other this goddess’s ass.

Morning with Lamora


Morning with Lamora

You wake to the nudge of a foot and the word, “Time to get up, pet.”

Instantly you’re awake, scrambling to your feet as you look up at the glory of Lamora. The priestess of Heffana looks you over with bemused satisfaction, once more dressed in her tight-fitting gown with her dark cloak thrown over it, she radiates confidence and control that makes your cock notably harden in the warm summer air. “Hmm. Well, are you ready, my obedient boy, to go to the temple?”

“Yes,” you say.

“Yes what?”

You flush. “Y-yes mistress.”

She sighs, rolling her eyes. “Honestly,” she muses, ruffling your hair. “Males can be so hard to train sometimes. But you do seem to be a quick learner, so I’ll let it slide. This time.”

Your cheeks burn as you nod. “Th-thank you, mistress. I appreciate it.”

“I know you do, sweetling. And the Black Mother shall as well, when she sees how agreeable you are under my power. Now, get dressed, pet. I can hardly introduce you to the Mothers naked. That would give away the game.”

“G-game?” you say.

“Nothing you need to worry about,” she says, tapping your nose fondly. “In fact, I’d say your worries are all behind you. After all, as my obedient boy, you’ll do anything to make me happy. Won’t you?”

“A-anything?” you say.

“Oh yes,” Lamora purrs as her hand glides along your cheek, cupping your chin and lifting it so you can’t help but look in her smoldering eyes. “Anything. After all, you are my good boy, aren’t you? My obedient milk slave? My handsome, horny little fuck toy?”

You instinctively want to resist that, but after everything you did last night, you can’t find the will. Quite the contrary, actually. Her words make you blush hard, flustered with embarrassment and hopeless arousal. “Um… I um…”

“Shhh. Just say, ‘yes mistress’.”

“Y-yes, mistress.”

“There,” she purrs, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “Isn’t that better?”

It is better. Though you’re still hot and bothered, the uncertainty is gone, drained away by putting your fate in this lovely holstaur’s hands. You beam. “Yes,” you say. “Mistress.”

“Good boy. You can learn! That’s going to put you in excellent stead indeed. Now, go and put your pants on, my precious slut. We have some walking to do. And when we reach the temple, I just know you’re going to say exactly what I want you to.”

“Yes mistress,” you say, the words rolling off the tongue as smooth as honey. You quickly get dressed, difficult due to your erection, but Lamora doesn’t seem inclined to make it easy for you. In fact, she seems positively delighted at your awkward efforts, her eyes lingering on your desperately tenting pants.

“Good boy,” she coos, drawing you to her side, tucking you against her immense bust. You swallow thickly, your nose and lips inches from the thick bump of a nipple. “Mmm. The Black Mother is going to just be tickled pink with you!”

The thought of meeting this fabled holstaur would once have filled you with uncertainty, but tucked against the buxom Lamora’s breasts, you can only stammer an eager, “Yes, mistress,” as you’re guided away back down to the road, soon relaxing as you lean against the pillow of Lamora’s plump teat. Everything was going to be fine.

Mistress said so.

The Temple of Heffana


Decline

You may have found great pleasure at the sight of Lamora being fucked by her burly mate, but licking his cum out of her dripping pussy is a step too far, even for you. You feel your arousal wilt at that and hastily avert your eyes.

“I uh… Better… um… Night!”

You hurriedly turn away from the scene, though you do catch a flash of annoyance in Lamora’s eyes. Still, you don’t try and get back onto the bench, instead slipping into your bedroll as fast as you can.

Unfortunately, as you close your eyes and try to sleep, you discover that Lamora wasn’t quite so annoyed that it turned off her appetite for nighttime activities. “Yesssss!” the holstaur moans, her cries audible along with the wet slap of flesh on flesh as Gorin resumes his eager rutting with the priestess. “Yes! Goddess! Ah! Goddess! Bless me with… with this cum! Fill your servant with blessed seed! Goddess yes. Yessssss!”

You shut your eyes tight, trying to ignore the sounds with little success. And as the first of many orgasmic cries erupt from the buxom holstaur, you have a feeling you’re in for a long night…

Morning Alone


Morning Alone

You wake before dawn to the sound of movement across from the platform. You hastily rise, pushing off your blankets and blinking with the day to find Lamora already up and about. The priestess of the Black Mother is in the midst of waking Gorin, who is currently sprawled out on one of the benches in a well fucked stupor. Maybe you’re being paranoid, but you’re glad you managed to quickly get yourself sorted before she manages to wake her burly bodyguard. By the time Gorin rises, rubbing sleep from his eyes, you’ve loaded back up your pack and are ready to go.

“Ready?” Lamora asks sweetly as you pull your pack on.

“As I’ll ever be,” you say.

“So good to hear it. Come. Let us go to the temple,” she says.

Your unease at the dark priestess’s company fades next to the excitement you’re anticipating. For at last, today, you will see the Temple of Heffana. The source of magic to the Emerald Shore. The home of the holy order of holstaurs who call it home. Chest tight with anticipation, you set off down the Pilgrim’s Road, Lamora and her bodyguard close behind.

Time to meet your destiny.

The Temple of Heffana


The Temple of Heffana

You barely notice the landscape that passes you by. How the jungle thickens, only to fall away as you step past a great arch. How the highway is no longer crude and rough, but flat, the stones fitting together seamlessly. How idols of the goddess soon line the road in their buxom glory, cleared of weeds and whole of stone and figure. You notice none of this, for all your attention is utterly enraptured in Lamora.

How lovely she is.

How powerful she is.

How smart she is.

You can barely understand a word she says, but tucked against her heavy breast, your nose stuffed with her perfume, your world filled with her smiling face, you only nod, soaking in her attention like a sponge. Shivering in pleasured delight as she lazily strokes and touches you. Teasing you until your cock strains your pants and your face is burning a bright red.

So enraptured in this goddess made flesh, you stumble when she suddenly stops, turning and pulling you against her front. You find your chin nestled on the slopes of her big, sloshing breasts, your eyes gazing up into her stunning face, her soft lips smiling, her eyes bright with intensity as she cups your cheeks, squeezing them together.

“Now, my pretty bimbo boy, I’m going to need you to do something important for me. Can you do that for mistress?”

“Yes, mistress,” you say at once.

“But I haven’t even told you what it is,” she says.

“I’d do anything for mistress,” you say, your head filled with pink love for this holy beauty.

She giggles, squishing your cheeks. “Aw, what a good boy you are. And good boys make mistress so very happy.”

You whimper in delight at her words. You want to make mistress happy. More than anything else you want to please her. Pleasure her. Serve her like the good, obedient bimbo boy you always were. It’s amazing how you never realized before your purpose in life was to be this beauty’s obedient slave boy. How did you live so long in such ignorance? But that’s over now. You have mistress. There’s nothing left to doubt.

By the widening of her smile, you can see Lamora knows she’s got you hooked. “Mmm. Good boy,” she purrs. “Here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to meet with the Mothers in the temple. You’re going to listen to what they say and nod along, and when you leave and are given a room, you will dismiss anyone, and wait for me to fetch you. Can you do that, my handsome bimbo bull? I know thinking is so veeeery hard for you, what with your mind so occupied with my big… milky… breasts. But try. For mistress. Can you do that?”

“Yes, mistress,” you breathe, smiling dimly as you absorb her words. “I’ll try.”

“Good boy,” Lamora says, giving your cheeks another fond squeeze. “You’re going to do fine. And if you do, I’ll let you milk my big titties again. Would you like that?”

“More than anything, mistress,” you say, panting from even the thought of getting another mouthful of her wonderful cream.

Lamora laughs. “Goddess, it’s almost too easy.”

You nod eagerly. You are easy. An easy, silly, dumb dumb bimbo for mistress. When she releases your face, you follow after her like an obedient puppy, eyes glued to the lazy sway of her hips, rocking like a hypnotic pendulum.

As enamored as you are with Lamora’s ass, when you reach the temple proper, you can’t help but notice it, so great is its grandeur. The highway suddenly becomes a stone bridge straddling a massive lake whose waters are so pure they almost seem to glow. Statues line the way. Holstaurs in all their glory, their marble pristine and heavy with their lovely curves.

In the middle of this rises the temple like a mountain from a mirror. It almost springs from the jungle, its cyclopean stone tiered in heavy blocks. Vines and lush vegetation drape the temple like skirts of flowery greenery, and waterfalls cascade down channels cut in the temple walls, flowing down into aqueducts that bear them away to the pools beyond the temple proper.

As you near the island on which the temple sits you make out a number of figures moving about it. Holstaurs tending the rich gardens that bloom in sudden riots of colours. At every entrance, hulking minotaurs like Gorin keep a watchful eye on their charges.

When you pass through another arch and step onto the island, you’re at once the center of attention. Holstaurs gasp, stopping their tasks, and whispers zip between them. Minotaurs eyes you suspiciously, but Lamora’s presence forestalls any questions. You pay minimal attention to all this, for your focus is once more on Lamora as you follow her towards a massive doorway at the foot of the temple. Another holstaur awaits there, dressed in a white robe that does nothing to disguise her figure, her arms crossed beneath her impressive bust as she watches you approach. Two braids frame her face, and gold rings clasp her stubby horns.

“Lamora,” she says. “We were not to meet with the Messenger before he arrived.”

“It wasn’t my intention at all, Raya,” Lamora says, smiling with sugary sweetness. “I simply… stumbled across him on my way back to the temple. Perhaps it was the goddess’s will.”

Raya glares at her, but Lamora lets the heat of those eyes slide off her. Raya frowns and looks to you. “Messenger,” she says, bowing. “I greet you.”

“Messenger?” you say.

Raya glanced back to Lamora. “…The Mothers will see you. Please, follow me.”

You glance at Lamora, but she merely smiles, sending your heart thumping. You hastily follow Raya into the temple, Lamora close behind.

It’s cool within the halls, their walls alive with frescoes whose coloured glass gleam like stars in the light of braziers. Steam breathes from chambers you pass, and soft laughter and splashing echoes from the rooms, drawing your interest, though you don’t linger.

Your journey ends in a vast chamber lit by the glow of a sunroof, whose rays filter down from the very peak of the temple. Steam whispers about the floor in cottony eddies, stirred by falls that spill from spigots shaped like the heads of bulls thrusting from the walls. Steps rise from large pools to a vast statue of Heffana. The image of the goddess looms over the room, her stone body inset with gems that gleam and flash in her curvy form. Set at her feet are two flanking pools that raise twisting columns of steam like writhing snakes, the air perfumed and sweet.

And waiting on the steps can only be the Mothers themselves.

They could not be more different, nor the same. They’re taller than you by at least a head, and it’s not hard to pick out which is which.

The White Mother exudes a motherly warmth, her curves masked within a toga that leaves one large breast exposed, her hair white as cream, her face soft and smiling. Between her horns is suspended a galaxy of jewels on silver thread so thin it might be spiderweb. Around her neck is a large red jewel that shines brightly, dipping into the valley of her large breasts when she bows.

Beside her, the Black Mother resembles Lamora more than anything, albeit even less dressed than that beauty. She wears a girdle of gold studded with jewels, her full breasts capped in two golden plates and nothing more, bound with a bra of chain. She stands with sultry arrogance and wicked pleasures, her lips a full red, her hair long and dark, her eyes lidded and amused.

You feel the weight of these two before you. The presence of the goddess thick in the air. You’ve never been a religious man, but there’s no denying the power which fills the room and the two women before you.

Raya steps forward, bowing low. “Mothers,” she says, “your daughters greet you, and bring you the Messenger.”

The White Mother nods. “Thank you, Raya. We are pleased.”

“Very pleased,” the Black Mother purrs, her eyes devouring you. “We welcome you, Messenger, to the temple of the goddess. May her blessings fill your life with plenty.”

Lamora nudges you, snapping you from your stupor. “Um, th-thanks,” you say, looking between them. “But I don’t understand. Messenger?”

The White Mother nods, the silver between her horns sparkling. “Yes. Messenger, for the goddess has sent you in this time of need to make a decision of great import. But, perhaps you do not yet know. The goddess does work in strange ways. But that she sent you has been foretold to us.”

“Has it?” you say weakly, feeling small and overwhelmed. You look back to Lamora before remembering her instructions and forcing yourself to face the two beauties. “What ah… what do you mean?”

“Do you have the necklace, human?” the Black Mother asks.

Recalling the treasure taken from the lamia, you hastily dig it out and show it. A gasp escapes Raya and Lamora, and the Mothers straighten in attention.

“So, it is true,” the White Mother breathes.

“The Horns of Plenty,” the Black Mother says.

“Erm… what?” you say.

The White Mother’s face softens in understanding. “Of course. You could not know. That treasure you hold was stolen many years ago, from around the neck of the last great priestess of Heffana. With its loss, much of the power of the goddess fled from us, and signalled the decline of her faith. Without it, order broke down, and the Temple fell into decline. Only here, in the seat of Her power, did the goddess’s presence still hold strength.”

“And with its loss, so too went the leadership of the temple,” the Black Mother continues. She points at you, eyes flashing brightly. “It has been returned to signal who shall lead the temple and her priestesses into the future. You were chosen to decide which of us shall do so.”

“…Huh?” you say.

You look around, but no one seems to be laughing. If anything, everyone is looking at you with a piercing intensity. “I um… but… hold on. I… I just came her to study the temple,” you say. “I didn’t come to er…”

“The reasons for your coming here are irrelevant,” the Black Mother declares. “You were chosen by the goddess, and you shall choose which of us shall represent Her on this world.”

“We know this will be a lot to consider,” the White Mother continues. “Your journey has been long, and we understand this. We have prepared a room for you to rest. Raya? Please. Show our guest to his chambers.”

“Of course, Mothers,” Raya says, bowing again. She nods at you. “Come, human.”

In a daze, you turn, following Raya out of the room, feeling the eyes of the Mothers on your back until you exit the chamber. Your head spins as you walk down the halls of the temple. You? Choosing who will lead the faithful of Heffana? The idea stuns you.

But then you glance aside, and see Lamora. The dark priestess is smirking, her lidded eyes hot with confidence, and like a wave you feel all doubt leave you. Of course. This isn’t your decision to make. It’s mistress’s. Smiling blissfully with this new understanding, you allow Raya to lead you to a room in the temple, a window looking out onto the gardens on a lower tier. Fruit is piled high on plates and a bed made of many cushions sit near the frescoed wall.

“Here we are,” Raya said. “Rest, Messenger, and when you are ready, I shall escort you to see the Mothers in their chambers.”

Dismiss Raya


Dismiss Raya

The room does look comfortable, but not nearly as comfortable as mistress’s big, soft tits. Just thinking about them makes you harden with desire, her instructions ringing in your head. You smile blissfully at Raya. “I’d like to be alone for a bit. Thank you,” you say.

Raya nods stiffly. “Then, ring that bell should you need me. I will await it,” she says, bowing and gliding out of the room.

The moment she’s gone you take a seat, fairly quivering in anticipation for what comes next. You don’t wait long, but it feels like hours before a familiar, heavy scent filters into your room. You jolt to your feet, beaming as Lamora steps inside.

“Mistress,” you breathe.

“You did wonderfully, my dumb bull,” Lamora says, sweeping you into a hug, pressing you into the valley between her massive breasts. “The fools don’t suspect a thing!”

You moan, absolutely melting with her praise and presence, feeling blissful weakness radiate throughout you as you inhale her scent. “Th-thank you, mistress…”

Lamora smirks down at you and nods at the door. “And now, pet, it’s time for you to do something for mistress. Something that will make her very happy.”

“Anything,” you pant.

“Good boy,” she chuckles, petting your hair as she tucks you once more firmly against her side, and leaves the room.

You follow her in a haze of mindless pleasure, never tearing your eyes from your mistress as you descend into the darker parts of the temple. Where the braziers grow few and copper lamps bound by chains flicker and dance in the darkness.

Deep, deeper into the coolness of the earth you travel, down steps cut in the solid stone. Past holstaurs dressed in the same dark gowns as Lamora, who watch you go, smiling and laughing amongst themselves. You don’t care. Let them laugh. As long as you please your mistress, nothing else matters.

Such thoughts are high in your mind as mistress guides you to a dark doorway. Two hulking minotaurs stand guard, arms crossed across barrel chests, noses pierced with golden rings, their only clothing leather kilts studded with steel. Their eyes track you, but they make no move to intercede as Lamora tugs you through the door and inside.

Pungent incense snakes in the air, tickling your senses. Blue fire crackles in braziers, washing the dark room in a cobalt glow. Dark walls arch above a throne of pillows, and there the Black Mother awaits, reclining like an idol of savage pleasures, her figure stretched out lazily as she watches you enter.

Lamora at once bows obediently. “Mother,” she says, her voice eager. “I have brought him.”

“So you have,” the Black Mother says, rising, her breasts swaying as she steps forward, taking you in. You tremble before her awesome beauty, feeling the power of this goddess, one who rules over even your mistress. Her smirk makes you swallow hard, her finger touching your chin, tilting back your head so she can look down into your foggy eyes.

“My my. Only a night and already he’s little more than your puppet. I am impressed, Lamora.”

Lamora preens. “Thank you, Mother. He wasn’t hard to conquer. A submissive slave just waiting to be triggered.”

“Hmm. No doubt why the goddess chose him to deliver the Horns of Plenty. She would know that he would succumb so easily. Well done, Lamora. I knew it was right to send you.”

“Mother…” Lamora breathes, looking for the first time at a loss for words.

The Black Mother smiles, then turns once more to you, her eyes burning hot. “So, human, it seems you have come to give me that necklace, haven’t you?”

“I-if mistress tells me to,” you gasp, feeling hot and sensitive, trapped between these two beauties and loving every moment of it.

“Is that right?” the Black Mother says, leaning down. “And do you know what I shall do with the faithful behind me? With my rule cemented among those who follow the goddess?”

“N-no,” you say.

“I shall rule,” the Black Mother purrs. “I shall conquer the Emerald Shores once more for the goddess. I shall see every soul within these lands obeying the goddess. Obeying me. We shall become mighty again. Powerful!

“And for that,” she says, holding out her hand, “I will need the Horns.”

“Give them to her, slave,” Lamora commands.

There’s no hesitation. Lamora’s orders ring in your head as you reach into your pocket and produce the necklace. The Black Mother’s eyes flash and she takes it from your hands.

“Ah,” she breathes, lifting it over her horned head. “At last.”

You can feel something change in the air as she puts the necklace on. As the horned ornaments rest against the valley of her immense breasts. The room seems darker. The air sweeter. The Black Mother inhales deeply, and before your eyes, she seems to grow, her figure filling out even further, her breasts swelling larger than your head. She lifts her arms, dark magic like shadows swirl down them, racing about her fingers, caressing her like a lover. Her horns stretch, becoming pointier. Her nipples grow so immense the gold plates that cover them pop off, clattering to the floor.

“Oh yessss,” the Black Mother moans, towering over you. Powerful. Immense. A mantle of shadow seeming to cling to her like some avatar of wrathful beauty. “At last!”

“Mother,” Lamora gasps. “You’re beautiful!”

The Black Mother laughs, petting Lamora’s head. “I was always beautiful, my daughter, but I know what you mean. And my beauty shall be undeniable. Not a soul who looks upon me will question I am chosen by the goddess!

“And what of you?” the Black Mother asks, turning once more to you. “What role shall you play in this? Perhaps I shall let you become a warrior. A minotaur like my guards. Or,” she adds with a glance at your belt. “Perhaps that delightful potion shall bring a new fate to you. I could always use more cows for the task ahead.

“Ah, but,” the Black Mother says with a sly look at Lamora. “Such choices are for a free man. Not for a slave. Perhaps your fate is to be my daughter’s obedient slave. Her thrall. Her milk slut. Oh yes,” the Black Mother chuckles, releasing your chin, straightening, towering over you. “What say you?”

“As if there were any question,” Lamora says as she turns to you, smirking. And as you look upon that tan beauty in all her lovely cruelty, you know the answer too.

Become Lamora’s Slave


Become Lamora’s Slave

You don’t have a moment of doubt. You look to Lamora, and feel again that heady submission pulse through you. Your body needing to submit to this busty goddess. This powerful beauty. This sublime holstaur. You don’t question it. You merely kneel before her.

“Please, Lamora. Mistress,” you say. “Let me serve you. Let me be your bimbo. Your eternal slave. I need you, mistress. More than anything. Please. Please…”

Lamora soaks in your words with lidded eyes and a cruel smirk. “Mmm. Good boy,” she croons, resting a hand on your head, making you shiver with unchecked pleasure. “I knew you’d make the right choice.”

“He is yours, my daughter,” the Black Mother proclaims. “Enjoy him to the fullest.”

“Of course, mother. I shall.” Lamora reaches down, grabbing the front of your shirt. She drags you to your feet, and presses a powerful kiss to your lips.

You moan, sinking into that kiss, feeling the heavenly bliss of her lips, her power, her full, plush breasts pressing into your chest. Your head swirls with hazy pleasure as she deepens the kiss, pressing her tongue into your mouth as you whimper and eagerly submit to her, her hands engulfing your ass, squeezing it, pressing your groin to hers.

She suddenly releases you, dumping you atop the cushions of the Black Mother’s bed. You hit it with an off, move to rise, only for Lamora to press her foot to your chest, easily easing you back down.

“Slaves go naked, boy,” she purrs.

Your hands shake with anticipation as you eagerly strip away your clothes, Lamora lifting her foot just long enough for you to tear your shirt off, soon leaving you naked, panting, looking up at her with eager anticipation. The dark holstaur’s smile widens.

“There it is,” she purrs, her foot gliding down your body before pressing your hardened cock against your stomach. “There’s my horny bimbo’s obedient cock.”

“Mmmm,” you moan, trembling beneath her heel, adoring every moment of it.

“There’s the silly little manhood that made you my obedient pet. Isn’t it soooo sensitive,” Lamora purrs as she rubs your cock, her toes teasing the head, rubbing the slit as her heel presses against the root in a wonderful synchronicity of pain and pleasure. “Because silly bimbos just can’t help but think with their cocks. They can’t imagine doing anything but what pretty cows tell them to.”

“Yes,” you gasp. “Yes. Have to… have to o-obey pretty cows.”

“And why?” she asks.

“B-because I’m a horny bimboooo,” you moan, quivering under her heel.

“Good boy,” Lamora giggles as she rubs you more insistently, her toes teasing your twitching cock cruelly, making you whimper and writhe beneath her. “Look at you. It’s obvious what you are. Enjoying being under my foot like this. Loving having given my Mother the necklace. You were born to be my bimbo slut. You were destined to me my human pet. My pleasure slut. My bimbo boy. Weren’t you?”

“Yes!” you gasp, hot, flushed, panting as your cock throbs under her teasing foot, pressed against your firm stomach as she teases you. “G-gods yes! My d-destiny is for you. Mistress… oh g-gods, mistress, please! I… I need to…”

“Cum? Silly boy. Bimbos only cum when I tell them they can. But since you’ve been so good, alright. Cum for me, human. Cum for me, slave. Cum for mistress you pathetic bimbo slut!”

It’s too much. You moan, clutching the pillows, bucking your hips as hot pleasure pounds up through you, gathering in your balls, surging into your twitching shaft as blessed release claims you. You groan, twitching, bucking as cum spurts from your cock and onto your stomach and her toes.

You sag on the bedding, panting, head spinning in pleasured bliss as Lamora lifts her foot, still dripping with your cum and pushes her toes to your lips. “Clean, slave.”

Disgust tingles in you, but it only accents your pleasure as you obediently open you mouth, sucking your own cum from her toes, licking it from the sole of her foot as she looks down at you, flush, her eyes molten with pleasure at the sight of your eager, willing debasement. Her smile broadens as she notes your cock stiffening once more, a throaty chuckle escaping her.

“He truly is a born slave,” the Black Mother says.

“He is,” Lamora says.

“Enjoy him, my daughter.”

“I will,” Lamora says, shrugging out of her girdle and cloak as she moves over you. As her clothes fall away, her full, tanned breasts bounce into the open. So big. So glorious. So heavy with their rich cream. You lick your lips in anticipation of what’s to come as you admire the beauty of your mistress as she crouches above you, her weight making you grunt, the smoothness of her pussy mashing your cock against your stomach.

Her smirk makes your heart race. Her hands plant themselves on either side of your head, her large breasts pressing down on your chest, soft yet firm, nipples hard points digging into you.

“My slave,” she purrs. “Do you want me to fuck you?” she asks, grinding her pussy down on your cock, making you whimper, gasp, quiver with arousal. “Do you want to be smothered under my tits? To milk them like the good bimbo you are? To surrender utterly to your mistress? Be her dumb slave for all time?”

“Yes,” you gasp. “Please, mistress… please. I need you. Need to serve you. Mistress…” you moan as she rubs your cock under the velvety pussy. “Mistresssss…”

“Good boy,” Lamora purrs, grabbing your head and kissing you hard.

You moan, sinking once more into the pleasure of her lips. The domination of her kiss. Almost as good as when her hips rise, and sheathe your cock within her. You groan as her hot cunt tightens around your cock, squeezing, massaging you as her hips move, riding you, fucking you into the pillows as she kisses you, her body surrounding you with monumental pleasure.

“Mmm. Mmm. Mmmmm…” you moan as she fucks you into the cushions, slapping your hips with every buck.

Lamora breaks the kiss, gasping, smirking, full tits bouncing as she rides you. “Here,” she says, pulling your head to her dark breast and firm nipple. “Enjoy mistress’s milk.”

“Yesssss,” you moan, obediently latching on to that needy nipple, sucking adoringly as sweet ambrosia floods your mouth. Fills your body with warm, adoring submission. It just feels so good to suckle. To drink. To submit utterly to the pleasures of Lamora.

“Mmmm!” Lamora moans as you adore her breasts, her hips beating you into the bedding, fucking you under her, surrounding you with her soft curves. Her presence. Her power. “Yessss! Drink me, slave. Drink me, my bimbo… Oh goddess yessss! Such a lovely… mnnn… reward. Such an o-obedient slave. Oh fuck… Fuck yesssss. You’re gonna be… ah… gonna be a good slave for me. A good o-obedient bimbo, right?”

“Yessss,” you moan under her breasts, your hands filling themselves with those tan orbs, squeezing and milking her for all you’re worth.

Lamora gasps in delight as you get your hands on her tits. Her lashes flutter and her smile grows smoky. “Mmm. G-good boy. Gooood bimbo. Oh fuck yes. Yessss! You’re gonna be… ah… such a good slave for mistress.”

Yes.

Yes.

You’ll be a good slave for mistress.

A good obedient bimbo.

An eager, mindless fuck toy to this goddess. You can feel it as she rides your cock, squeezing and massaging it. Tightening and bouncing around you. Unspeakable pleasure radiating from your cock. Through your body. You’d do anything for more of this. For more of her. You’ll be her slave. Her fuck toy. Her anything! Just so long as you get to be hers.

She can sense your submission. How soft and pliable you grow. How willing your touch and whimpering your pleasure as you submit to her. She cackles, looking down past the globes of her breasts into your dazed eyes and blushing face.

“Cum, bimbo,” she commands.

You do, crying out into her teat, cock thrumming as you cum into her depths. Lamora jolts in pleasure, ass tightening as your obedience drives her over the edges, her own orgasm pouring through her in a hot wave, soaking your lap with your and her mingled juices.

Lamora takes a shuddering breath, settling her weight atop you, beaming down at you. “Good slave,” she purrs.

You swallow another mouthful of rich milk, lips popping off her nipple, mouth heavy with her cream. “Th-thank you, mistress.”

“Ah ah,” she says, pulling you back. “Thank your mistress with milking, slave.”

Happily, obediently, you return to suckling her creamy breast. Lamora lows heavily as you adore her milk, her hips once more rising, falling, fucking herself atop you. She doesn’t rush herself.

After all, she’s got all the time in the world to enjoy her new slave.

Slave to Lamora


The Temple of Heffana
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You know you’re getting close to the temple when the road becomes more even.

No longer does the Pilgrim’s Road hump over roots and fall in pot holes. Instead, the stones become neater, put together with barely a seam to show where each brick ends. The jungle as well begins to thin, pulling back to reveal tended vineyards and empty fields. Statues of the goddess along the road grow more numerous, their beauty unmarred by the reclaiming greenery that defined them since you reached the shore.

Anticipation tightens in your chest and you hasten. You hear Lamora keep pace with you, but you pay less and less attention to the dark priestess. Your destination lies ahead.

And then, suddenly, it’s before you.

The highway suddenly becomes a stone bridge straddling a massive lake whose waters are so pure they almost seem to glow. Statues line the way. Holstaurs in all their glory, their marble pristine and heavy with their lovely curves.

In the middle of this rises the temple like a mountain from a mirror. It almost springs from the lake in its cyclopean glory, tiered in heavy blocks. Vines and greenery drape the temple like skirts of flowery lushness, and waterfalls cascade down channels cut in the temple walls, flowing down into aqueducts that bear them away to the pools beyond the temple proper.

As you near the island on which the temple sits you make out a number of women about it. Holstaurs tending rich gardens that bloom in sudden riots of colours. At every entrance, hulking minotaurs like Gorin keep a watchful eye on their charges.

When you pass through another arch and step onto a vast plaza, you’re at once the center of attention. Holstaurs gasp, stopping their tasks, and whispers zip between them. Minotaurs eyes you suspiciously, but Lamora’s presence forestalls any questions. You try not to gape, and fail miserably. At last. The documents were true.

You’ve found the lost paradise of a goddess.

Yet, now that you’re here, certain doubts assail you. You slow, until Lamora touches your shoulder.

“This way, sweety,” the busty holstaur coos, turning you towards the temple. “You’re expected.”

“I am?” you say.

She flashes a mysterious smile, and you allow her to lead you past pillars and towards the base of the temple. A massive doorway engraved with distinctly bovine designs define it, the arch like two cow horns meeting above. In the doorway itself, a holstaur awaits dressed in a white robe that does nothing to disguise her figure, her arms crossed beneath her impressive bust as she watches you approach. Two braids frame her face, and gold rings clasp her stubby horns.

“Lamora,” she says. “We were not to meet with the Messenger before he arrived.”

“It wasn’t my intention at all, Raya,” Lamora says, smiling with sugary sweetness. “I simply… stumbled across him on my way back to the temple. Perhaps it was the goddess’s will.”

Raya glares at her, but Lamora lets the heat of those eyes slide off without acknowledgement. Raya frowns and looks to you. “Messenger,” she says, bowing. “I greet you.”

“Messenger?” you say.

Raya glances back to Lamora. “…The Mothers will see you. Please, follow me.”

You look to Lamora, but she merely smiles. You hastily follow Raya into the temple, Lamora close behind.

It’s cool within the halls, their walls alive with frescoes whose coloured glass gleams like stars in the light of braziers. Steam breathes from chambers you pass, and soft laughter and splashing echoes from within them, drawing your interest, though you continue to follow Raya.

Your journey ends in a vast chamber lit by the glow of a sunroof, whose rays filter down from the very peak of the temple. Steam whispers about the floor in cottony eddies, stirred by falls that spill from spigots shaped like the heads of bulls thrusting from the walls. Steps rise from large pools to a vast statue of Heffana. The image of the goddess looms over the room, her stone form inset with gems that gleam and flash in her curvy figure. At her feet are two flanking pools that raise twisting columns of steam like writhing snakes, the air perfumed and sweet.

And on the steps rising to the statue can only be the two Mothers.

They could not be more different, nor the same. They’re taller than you by at least a head, and it’s not hard to pick out which is which.

The White Mother exudes a motherly warmth, her curves masked within a toga that leaves one large breast exposed, her hair white as cream, her face soft and smiling. Between her horns is suspended a galaxy of jewels on silver thread so thin it might be spiderweb. Around her neck is a large red jewel that shines brightly, dipping into the valley of her large breasts when she bows.

Beside her, the Black Mother resembles Lamora more than anything, albeit even less dressed than that beauty. She wears a girdle of gold studded with jewels, her full breasts capped in two golden plates and nothing more, bound with a bra of chain. She stands with sultry arrogance and wicked pleasures, her lips a full red, her hair long and dark, her eyes lidded and amused.

You feel the weight of these two before you. The presence of the goddess thick in the air. You’ve never been a religious man, but there’s no denying the power which fills the room and the two women before you.

Raya steps forward, bowing low. “Mothers,” she says, “your daughters greet you, and bring you the Messenger.”

The White Mother nods. “Thank you, Raya. We are pleased.”

“Very pleased,” the Black Mother purrs, her eyes devouring you. “We welcome you, Messenger, to the temple of the goddess. May her blessings fill your life with plenty.”

You snap from your awe and clumsily bow. “Um, th-thanks,” you say, looking between them. “But I don’t understand. Messenger?”

The White Mother nods, the silver between her horns sparkling. “Yes. Messenger, for the goddess has sent you in this time of need to make a decision of great import. But, perhaps you do not yet know. The goddess does work in strange ways. But that she sent you has been foretold to us.”

“Has it?” you say dumbly. “That’s… interesting.”

“Do you have the necklace, human?” the Black Mother asks.

Recalling the treasure taken from the lamia, you hastily dig it out and show it. The necklace flashes, the twin horns that form it seeming to glow faintly in the light of the temple. A gasp escapes Raya and Lamora, and the Mothers straighten in attention.

“So, it is true,” the White Mother breathes.

“The Horns of Plenty,” the Black Mother says.

“The… what?” you say.

The White Mother again smiles in understanding. “Of course. You could not know. That treasure you hold was stolen many years ago, from around the neck of the last great priestess of Heffana. With its loss, much of the power of the goddess fled from us, and signalled the end. Without it, order broke apart, and the Temple fell into decline. Only here, in the seat of Her power, did the goddess’s presence still hold strength.”

“And with its loss, so too went the leadership of the temple,” the Black Mother continues. She points at you, eyes flashing brightly. “It has been returned to signal who shall lead the temple and her priestesses into the future. You were chosen to decide which of us shall do so.”

“…I was?” you say.

You look around, but no one seems to be laughing. If anything, everyone is looking at you with a piercing intensity. “I um… but… hold on. I… I just came her to study the temple,” you say. “I didn’t come to er…”

“The reasons for your coming here are irrelevant,” the Black Mother declares. “You were chosen by the goddess, and you shall choose which of us shall represent Her in this world.”

“Ah,” you say weakly. “That’s ah… nice…”

“We know this is a great deal of information, and quite sudden,” the White Mother continues. “Your journey has been long, and we understand this. We have prepared a room for you to rest and consider what we have said. Raya? Please. Show our guest to his chambers.”

“Of course, Mothers,” Raya says, bowing again. She nods at you. “Come, human.”

In a daze, you turn, following Raya out of the room, feeling the eyes of the Mothers on your back until you exit the chamber. Your head spins as you walk down the halls of the temple. You? Choosing who will lead the faithful of Heffana? The implications stun you.

You’re still trying to come to grips to this when you find yourself before a room, a window looking out onto the gardens on a lower tier. Fruit is piled high on plates and a bed made of many cushions sits near the frescoed wall.

“Here we are,” Raya says. “Rest, Messenger, and when you are ready, I shall escort you to see the Mothers in their chambers.”

“You will?” you say.

“I shall. Ring the bell, Messenger, and I shall return,” she says, bowing and stepping out, leaving you alone.

You stand uncertainly within the room, looking about the warm stone. You wander over to the bed and take a seat, feeling the cushions shift under your weight. You grab an apple, taking a bite as you look at the wall.

Well.

Isn’t this something?

To be sure, when you started out, you’d hoped to find something at the temple. The remains of the cult. Ruins, at least. Treasure would have been nice too.

But this? To choose who will lead the faithful of a goddess onward into the future?

Not exactly what you expected when you were desperately paddling up the river and out of Port Ramman.

But now, a question looms large in your mind. Just which of the Mothers will you give the necklace to? Not something you’d considered. How could you? But the fate of the temple and all its acolytes is now in your hand. You have to make a decision eventually.

You sit up, grabbing the bell rope and giving it a pull. The ring seems to echo deep through the temple, and then Raya appears at the door once more.

“Messenger,” she says with a polite bow. “Where do you wish to go?”

Visit the White Mother

Visit the Black Mother

Ask Raya’s Opinion


Ask Raya’s Opinion

“Raya,” you say. “You’ve been in the temple for a while, I assume.”

“I was born here,” the holstaur says.

“Good, good. Then, who do you think I should give the necklace to?”

She gives you an incredulous look. “To the White Mother, of course,” she says.

“Really?”

“Yes,” the busty holstaur says, sniffing in contempt at any other possibility. “The White Mother is the only one who is worthy to lead our sisterhood into the future. To spread our teachings across the world, interpreted by those holstaurs who bring it, is a recipe for schisms! If every daughter of the temple converted others with their own philosophy, there will be no unity of purpose! Think of it. Hundreds of holstaurs, few of which have even seen the temple or been trained in the proper rites. Priestesses who would use the power of the goddess for mere pleasure. Simply building their own harems of willing slaves and bulls. Madness!”

“It is?” you say.

“Of course!” Raya scoffs heatedly, her cheeks flushed with passion. “We must have a strong foundation to rebuild the temple, and only the White Mother is willing to do so. The Black Mother would send forth her daughters to corrupt and conquer. We would recruit and convince. It’s the difference between night and day!”

“Corrupt?” you say.

“Naturally!” Raya huffs. “The Black Mother believes the blessing of the goddess should be imparted through the flesh. With passion and heated desire. And the more one falls under the sway of a holstaur, the stronger their power, the more their converts become like us. No! Only the goddess and the Mother should be venerated so. A strong priestess is meant to guide others to her light, not transform them.”

“It sounds,” you muse, “a bit like you’re saying only holstaurs should lead the faith.”

Raya’s cheeks flame. “Well!” she says.

You wait for her to elaborate, but she is stubbornly silent.

“Well,” you say, echoing her. “I suppose that’s a reasonable point of view.”

“Hm,” Raya says, her flushed fading a little. “Well, yes. That’s right. It is. Now,” she continues. “Which of the Mothers would you like to see?”

Visit the White Mother

Visit the Black Mother


Visit the Black Mother

You can’t get the vision of the Black Mother out of your head. That sultry, savage beauty with her teasing eyes and revealing garb. Her smoky look and potent presence. “I think I’ll see the Black Mother first,” you say.

Raya looks displeased, but nods. “This way, then, Messenger.”

You rise, following Raya out of the room and into the halls of the temple.

The Black Mother


The Black Mother

As you walk, you quickly notice a pattern. Namely, that you keep going down stairs. Soon it grows dark, the braziers growing fewer, instead replaced with copper lamps that flicker and dance in the darkness.

Deeper, deeper into the coolness of the earth you travel, down steps cut in the solid stone. Past holstaurs dressed in the same dark gowns as Lamora, who watch you go, lingering in doorways where grunts and moans echo deeply in the gloom.

Raya holds herself aloof of it all, paying no attention to the dark priestesses, until at last she halts before a large doorway veiled with silk. Two hulking minotaurs stand guard, arms crossed across barrel chests, noses pierced with golden rings, their only clothing leather kilts studded with steel. Their eyes track you, but they make no move to intercede as Raya turns your way.

“You may enter the Black Mother’s chambers,” Raya says stiffly. “Hear her, and decide what you will do.”

“Uh, right. Thanks,” you say, eying the two minotaur guards.

“Do come in,” the throaty voice of the Dark Mother purrs from beyond the silk. “We’ve been expecting you…”

There’s no hesitating after that. With care, you brush aside the silk door, and step into the den of the dark priestess.

Pungent incense snakes in the air, tickling your senses. Blue fire crackles in braziers, washing the dark room in a cobalt glow. The arching walls remind you of a catacomb, though instead of a tomb, before you waits a throne of pillows, and there the Black Mother sits, reclining like an idol of savage pleasures, her figure stretched out lazily as she watches you enter. The blue glow dances against her tanned skin and gleams off her golden bra. Not far idles Lamora, whose eyes burn hot as you enter the chamber.

The Black Mother smiles, rising, her every movement a sensuous expression of feminine vitality. A body of pagan worship, just the sight of her makes your pants tighten, your cock responding to the resplendent holstaur with eagerness.

“So here he is,” the Black Mother says, smiling down at you. “I admit, I had some doubts when the prophecy came down that a human from across the sea would decide the fate of the temple. And yet, perhaps that’s best. After all,” she adds with a sly look at Lamora, “should I be declared mistress of the temple, our messengers shall surely visit those distant lands.”

“Undoubtedly, mother,” Lamora purrs, tracing lazy circles around the budding peak of a nipple. “After all, humans are always so… ready to accept the teachings of the goddess.”

“Um, right,” you say. “Those teachings… Could I hear a bit more about that?”

The Black Mother exchanges another amused look with Lamora and nods at some pillows between her and the other holstaur. “Of course. Have a seat. I do so love to preach to the soon to be converted.”

Well, there’s a loaded statement. Nonetheless, you take a seat among the plush cushions, sinking into them almost immediately. The Black Mother lays back beside you, crowding you between her and Lamora. “Now,” she says, lounging there, her heavy breasts tantalizingly close, her scent wafting to you in a cloud of teasing perfume. “What would you like to know?”

“Er,” you say, finding it hard to drag your eyes from her form. “I uh… suppose what um… what would you do as… as the avatar of the goddess?”

The Black Mother laughs. “My my! Lamora, I thought you would have shared our values more?”

“Forgive me, mother,” Lamora says, suddenly much closer, giving you a teasing pout. “Our Messenger was… less than willing to discover the full glory of our edicts.”

“Naughty. Well, who better than I to elucidate,” the Black Mother says, lazily hefting one of her heavy breasts, massaging that full, tan orb. “You’ve no doubt noticed, my friend, that the temple is… not in the best of shape. Our influence has receded across the Emerald Shore, though the power of the goddess continues to seep through. But it is untamed now. Wild. Some might say that is a problem. But we believe it is an opportunity.”

“Such a brilliant one,” Lamora croons, sidling nearer, fairly sandwiching you between her and the even bustier form of the Black Mother.

“O-oh?” you say.

“Indeed,” the Black Mother says. “The White believe we must look to our temple first. Centralize the control of the priestesses. But we of the Black have a… different view. A more personal one. I believe that our daughters should go forth. Should convert others to our ways in the field, rather than encourage them to come to us. Only by spreading our word far and wide shall we attain even greater glory than we once held. And expand our ranks.”

“The White believe only the temple should be holy,” Lamora says, hefting her breasts, lazily molding and massaging them, her eyes growing lidded, her soft lips parting with warm, panting breaths. “But we don’t.”

“We believe the body is holy. And to… experience the goddess, one must experience her priestesses,” the Black Mother hums, suddenly even closer, her breasts mere inches from you.

“Experience them all night long,” Lamora breathes.

“Th-that right?” you gasp, feeling a bit light headed by the pair’s nearness. By the sweet scent of the incense. By the gloom and the tension and the way your body is so very, very hot, and your cock so very, very hard. “S-so… um…”

“We will spread the faith to every corner of the world,” the Black Mother says, shifting even closer, nearly touching you. “Every king… Every queen… every lord and lady will have a lovely, loving holstaur to advise them. Every town a priestess to preach to them. Show them the wonders of the goddess. The power of the body. For the body is a temple. And one must… worship it… thoroughly…”

You realize you’re panting, your cock tenting your pants, your head spinning from the presence of the two beauties, fairly sandwiching you between their glorious breasts.

“Give me the necklace,” the Black Mother breathes. “And I will make that world… reality.”

Give Her the Necklace

Check out the White Mother


Give Her the Necklace

You’re not sure if it’s her proximity, her philosophy, or some heady mix of the two, but your hand delves slowly into your pocket, and brings out the Horns of Plenty. The Black Mother’s eyes glow in the gloom of the chamber, and in her presence the amulet seems to quiver, the horns twitching, lifting, pulled towards the buxom beauty of the priestess.

“Then, you have chosen?” the Black Mother says.

“Y-yes.”

With a look of triumph the Black Mother takes the amulet from your hands. She shudders, the glow moving from the horns of the necklace and up her arms, suffusing her body with a soft light. You can feel something change in the air as she puts the necklace on. As the horned ornaments rest against the valley of her immense breasts. The room seems darker. The air sweeter. The Black Mother inhales deeply, and before your eyes, she seems to grow, her figure filling out even further, her breasts swelling larger than your head. She lifts her arms, dark magic swirling down them, racing about her fingers, caressing her like a lover. Her horns stretch, becoming pointier. Her nipples grow so immense the gold plates that cover them pop off, clattering to the floor.

“Oh yessss,” the Black Mother moans, towering over you. Powerful. Immense. A mantle of shadow seeming to cling to her like some avatar of wrathful beauty. “At last!”

“Mother,” Lamora breathes. “You’re beautiful!”

The Black Mother laughs, petting Lamora’s head. “I was always beautiful, my daughter, but I know what you mean. And my beauty shall be undeniable. Not a soul who looks upon me will question I am chosen by the goddess!

“And of course,” she continues, looking down to you among the cushions, her eyes glowing brightly as she smiles, “there is the one who has done the choosing. You’ve made the wise decision, human. For I shall lead the faith into a new golden era! An era of power. Of glory! Of might and loveliness! All shall look upon the daughters of the goddess and love them, for they shall be beautiful and terrible. Fickle as only those blessed by a goddess can be!”

“D-don’t mention it,” you say, staring in awe.

“Oh, but I shall,” the Black Mother says, beaming down at you. “For I am the chosen. And I shall make sure all the temple knows it. But your wisdom deserves a reward, human, and as the representative of the goddess Herself, I shall not deny Her glory. So speak! What boon shall I grant you?”

“Uh…”

“Perhaps,” she continues, rolling over your uncertainty, “a place here, in the temple, as one of the new bulls who shall escort my daughters out into the world? Mighty and virile, powerful and aroused. I have the power to change you, human, as we have many others who have come to the faith.

“Or perhaps you wish to leave with the treasures of knowledge? Allow you to take what gold and scrolls you please from our vaults. It is what you first came here for, after all. And I shall allow that too, for gold will carry my name far, and tell the world what has been reawakened.”

“Oh, well…” you say.

“But then, perhaps you want something else,” the Black Mother says, leaning forward, making you instinctively sink into the pillows as her breasts move over you like planets, her hand reaching down, tapping a fingernail against the pink potion belted at your side. Her smile grows hotter, her eyes lidded, crackling with divine knowledge. “Perhaps what you really want is… to become one of us. One of the priestesses to go forth into the world. I know what this potion is, human, and with my power, I can change it, and you. You will become my daughter in the cream. A priestess of bounty and glory, obeying your Mother as every good daughter should. Your milk shall be rich, your life still richer.

“The time is now, human,” the Black Mother says, her voice filled with all the command and power of her goddess. “Choose.”

Leave with Treasures

Become a Bull

Become a Holstaur


Leave with Treasures

You’ve come far here, faced many dangers, and though the rewards offered are tantalizing, you’re still you, and have no intention of becoming some scion of the temple. You have a life back home. Studies. Property. A cat!

“A ah… tempting offer,” you say to the two bovine beauties flanking you. “But er, I think I ah… don’t think life at the temple is for me.”

The Black Mother gives you an appraising look. “…Very well,” she says. “Though I admit I am disappointed. I would have enjoyed having such a cute new worshipper about the temple. Nonetheless,” she muses aloud. “Perhaps this will be for the best. Lamora?”

“Mother?” the dark priestess says, perking up.

“Show our friend the treasury. Allow him to take what he wishes, and arrange an escort to the coast. No doubt,” she adds with a shrewd look your way, “he will appreciate avoiding some of the trials he faced coming here.”

“That’s ah… very generous. Thank you,” you say.

“Of course it is,” the Black Mother says. “Best of luck in the world, my pretty boy. And prepare yourself. For soon, your land will meet my daughters. And then, perhaps, you will be ready to welcome the goddess into your home.”

Your cheeks burn at the suggestion. “I ah… I’ll prepare for that.”

The Black Mother chuckles. “Good boy. Lamora?”

“This way,” the dark priestess says, rising from the cushions. You follow with far less grace, guided out of the chamber and back into the hall. As you leave behind the overpowering presence of the Black Mother, you find it easier to focus on the wisdom of your decision, and the rewards which it shall soon bring. You find yourself smiling in anticipation.

After all, spiritual wholeness is nice. But gold and scrolls is a reward anyone can get behind.

Fortune and Fame


Become a Holstaur

You lie there, feeling the presence of the Black Mother press down on you, the fullness of her breasts devouring your vision, her beauty stunning you. To become like Lamora? To join in worshipping the goddess in such a way? You can’t get the vision out of your mind. Of soft, big breasts, curvy hips, and the loveliness of their kind. It’s an idea that compels you. Enthralls you.

The words fail you. It’s just so different. So new. You can’t think of how to express it aloud. So instead, you make your need known another way. Instead, you reach down, fingers shaking, unhook the pink potion from your belt, and lift it towards the Black Mother.

How eyes glow and her smile deepens as she takes the bottle. “Good girl,” the holstaur says, her words making you quiver with delight as she pops the cork. “You’ll make such a lovely daughter.”

You swallow hard, watching, awestruck as the Black Mother tilts back her head, and downs the potion. For a moment you’re confused. Weren’t you to drink it?

Then the Black Mother opens wide her arms, her ample breasts bouncing, seeming to subtly glow with a delicate pink light, as if infused with the potency of the potion. “Now, come, my daughter, and become one of us.”

You realize what she means, and joy blossoms in your chest like a warm sun. You feel Lamora behind you, her lips near your ear. “You’ll make such a cute sister,” she says as she gently urges you forward, into the arms of the Black Mother, burying your head between the great cushions of her breasts. Your lips adoringly find a thick nipple, and with a whimpering moan you give a great,

Needy,

Suck.

Ambrosia pours into your mouth. Thick. Warm. Milk with a hint of strawberry. Cream that tingles in your mouth and down your throat, a sensation that spreads through you as you obediently suckle from the breast of the Black Mother.

“Goooood girl,” the Black Mother moans, her arms pulling you deeper against her, burying you against the soft curves of her body. “Oooooh goddess yessss! Such a… mnnn… a good girl…”

You whimper, suckling harder, needier. Feeling the heat gather in your chest and hips and groin. Moaning as you feel your figure change. Your muscles becoming less distinct. Your body filling out with lovely curves. Your chest swelling against your shirt, nipples rubbing the fabric tantalizingly. So sensitive. So wonderful.

Soon, you groan as your hips and chest strain your clothes, so tight the fabric creaks under your growing curves. “Let’s fix that, shall we?” Lamora murmurs in your ear as her hands deftly strip you. “It’s such poor fashion anyway. We’ll find you much better clothes.”

You sigh in relief as your clothes fall away, releasing your burgeoning tits and ass, moaning as Lamora grips your plumping bottom, squeezing it.

“Mmm. Good girl,” the Black Mother coos, her eyes glowing bright as she watches you change, your hair parting around a pair of stubby horns, your face growing lovelier, your lidded eyes soft with adoring submission as you hungrily suckle her milky tit. “You’re looking so lovely…”

Your cheeks warm in pleasure at her words. You wriggle against her, groaning as Lamora’s hand reaches into your lap, grasping your shrinking cock. “What a cute pussy,” Lamora murmurs into your ear, kissing the back of your neck as she slowly strokes you. “And so sensitive.”

“Ah… mnn… mmm…” you moan as her hand strokes you faster. Faster. Pleasure building in your groin, gathering in your cock as it grows smaller, smaller. “Mmm! Mmm! Ooooooh!” you groan, shuddering, cumming as a man for the last time, your cock spurting, every jolt reducing it further, until at last it inverts, Lamora’s palm stroking your slit, rubbing your new pussy.

“And so sensitive! Oh Mother, she’ll make such a good cow!”

“Of course she will. Well, daughter?” the Mother says, easing your head back from her fat teat, looking down on your dazed face. “How do you feel?”

You sway against her, staring up at her in blank adoration. “S-sooo gooood,” you moan.

“It gets better,” Lamora says, suddenly grasping great handfuls of your plump teats. “Let’s show you.”

“Ah!” you gasp, sensations throbbing from your plump teats unlike any you’ve felt before. Pure, tactile pleasure that makes you quiver, moaning. “O-oooh! What… nnn! What is…”

“The best part about being a pretty holstaur,” Lamora giggles, squeezing and massaging your jiggling tits. “Is that you have plenty of yummy milk for your sisters to just… pump you for. Play with your big… heavy… bimbo tits…”

“Ah,” you gasp, moaning, arching, pressing your plumping teats into Lamora’s eager hands. “Ah! Ah!”

“Do you want to be milked?” Lamora purrs.

“Yessss!” you whine.

“Do you want to be a pretty daughter for the Mother? Obeying her like a good cow?”

“Goddess yesssss!” you groan.

“Then show her,” Lamora giggles, pushing you forward.

You tumble against the Black Mother’s form, sliding down and finding yourself between her legs, faced with the shaven glory of her pussy. You don’t hesitate. Urged on by the hands massaging your bouncing tits, you bury your face in that wonderful delta, and do what you were always meant to.

“Mmmm!” the Black Mother moans as your expert tongue adores her silken pussy. Lapping. Gliding. Finding that tender bead of her clit. “Ah, there we… mnnn… go. Good girl. Oooh, you’ll make a fine… ah… priestess.”

“She’ll certainly make a fun one,” Lamora says, her tanned tits pressing into your back as she leans over you, filling her palms with your bouncing breasts, still massaging them as you moan and rub your rump against her. “Won’t you?”

“Mmmyessss,” you moan, tongue heavy with the taste of the Black Mother. “Soooo gooood. Gooood cow. Gooood for m-mommy…”

“Delightful!” the Black Mother giggles, grasping your head and pushing you deeper into her pussy. “Now, back to work. To worship the goddess is to worship her bounty. And you’re… mnnn… very good at that…”

Her praise tingles through you. You moan softly, pressing your face into her pussy, drowning in the sweet scent of her sex. You gasp as one of Lamora’s hands leaves your plump teat, sliding between your legs and stroking your virgin pussy anew. “And the goddess rewards those who adore her,” Lamora purrs into your ear.

You whimper, pant, rocking, trapped between the buxom beauties. Your new mother. Your new sister. Drowning in the pleasure of their touches and their bodies. Breasts aching wonderfully as you’re toyed with and stroked. Was this what you were missing all the time? Was this what being a man denied you? You wonder how you could have lived in ignorance of such bliss, and on the heels comes something new. A pleasure you’ve never dreamed. A peak that makes you whine and gasp and rut until you can’t hold back anymore.

“Ah! Ah! M-moooooooo!”

You scream in pleasure, a lowing cry as your breasts quake, your nipples spraying your warm milk all over the pillows beneath you. Your hips quivering as you cum with sweet, mindless ecstasy.

You groan, falling forward, panting with the exertion of your pleasures. Soft hands pet you, adore you. The Black Mother sighs. “Oh dear,” she says. “Seems it was a bit much for the poor thing.”

“She’ll get used to it, Mother. They all do,” Lamora says, giving your breasts another hungry squeeze, making you whimper as another spurt of milk escapes you.

“Too true, daughter. And there will be many more to come. The time for the world to learn of Heffana’s glory is here.”

Lamora tilts your head around, smiling down at you. “And it shall be glorious.”

You smile as Lamora leans down and kisses you, welcoming her lips with passion. A new world of pleasures await you as the disciple of the Black Mother.

You can’t wait.

Black Priestess


Fortune and Fame

In your manor overlooking the lush fields of your domain, you sit at your desk and tap your pen against a page. The day’s work is done, and the sun is setting across the fields where your people labour. Wise investment has bought you much in the years since you returned to Alba from the Emerald Shores, loaded with gold and treasures undreamed of in the realm. Of course, the chronicles of your journey also sold quite well, only furthering your fortune, not to mention encouraging other young men to venture to those distant realms. Most probably fell victim to the denizens of the jungle, but that’s not your fault. After all, the dangers of exploration should never be underestimated.

You made many more journeys in the years since returning. New species and discoveries litter the books from your ventures into the unknown. Your name is spoken of in awe and envy in the halls of the academy, but you’ve since left those stuffy halls for the splendour of your estate.

Yes, life has afforded you many comforts.

Among other things.

You pull the cord by your desk, a bell ringing deeper within your manor. You lean forward, keen as the doors open and your maid appears. You hired Maggie years ago to tend your home, but she’s changed significantly in the last few months. It seems she’s joined the new cult sweeping the realm, and the evidence for that is plain to see.

She smiles at you, her lashes shadowing smoky eyes, her figure fairly bursting from her uniform with plump, heavy breasts and wide hips. Once, her uniform fit, but that was before she began attending ‘services’ with her new sisters. Another new addition are the two stubby cow horns that poke out from her tumbling brown hair.

“You called, master?”

You take a moment to admire your buxom maid, then smile. “Maggie,” you say, rising. “Have you finished all your tasks for the day?”

Maggie purses her lips in teasing thought. “Well… now that you mention it, master, there is one other...”

“Is there, now?” you say.

She giggles. Maggie hadn’t been half this flirtatious when you first hired her, but a pair of fat, milky cow tits do wonders for a girl’s temperament. Her hips shyly begin to swing, a delicate finger put to her lips as she eyes you, blushing like a milk maid. “Yes. It’s every loyal maid’s duty to ensure her master isn’t too… pent up.”

“Quite so,” you say, moving around the desk. As you approach you see her lashes flutter, her smile growing, parting in a gasp as you reach up and fill your hands with her soft titflesh. “And I imagine you’d hate to see me discomforted.”

“Mmm. Exaaactly, master,” Maggie moans as you brazenly fondle her plump teats, soft whimpers escaping her.

“What a loyal servant I have. But you know, I’m growing awfully uncomfortable right now. The moment you came in here, my pants started feeling very tight.”

“Oh master! Then we… mmm… Simply must get them off…”

“A splendid idea, Maggie. Get to it.”

You push her down, and your maid eagerly gets to her knees. She’s a deft hand, and instantly the laces of your breeches are undone, your cock springing into the open, at once cradled in Maggie’s delicate hands.

“Master! No wonder you were so uncomfortable. Goodness me. You should have called me sooner.”

“Mmm… Terribly sorry. I was… quite busy.”

“Of course, master. Then, allow your servant to… attend you…”

Maggie peeks up at your face as she leans in, her tongue flicking out, licking the tip of your cock. You grunt at the sharpness of sensation. Maggie giggles, her lashes fluttering in ecstasy as her tongue runs up along your shaft, tasting your maleness.

You groan, leaning back against your desk, grasping the hard wood as Maggie deftly licks your cock, soon polishing it to a shine before, at last, she takes it to the root in a single go. “Mnnn,” you groan as the hot, tightness of her mouth slides along your shaft, soon sending her bobbing with growing eagerness.

“Fuuuuck,” you groan as her lips do amazing things up and down your thick cock. “Ooooh, keep that up… ha… and I might… nnn… need to give you a r-raise!”

“Mnnn,” Maggie moans, her lips sliding up and down your shaft, her tongue teasing the underside, her hand reaching up between your legs and cupping your balls, gently kneading them as if trying to pump the cum she so desperately needs.

“Fuck,” you pant. “Oh fuck, Maggie… I… I’m not going to… mnnn… going to last long if… if you… ooooh fuuuuck!”

You groan, pushed beyond the brink, gripping your desk frantically as you cum into her mouth. Maggie moans, her lashes fluttering, drinking down every drop like the good maid she is, her throat gently swallowing every spurt of your load.

She lingers until she’s sure she’s gotten it all, then drags her lips off your cock with a soft, sated sigh. “Mmm, thank you, master. It was delicious.”

You laugh breathlessly. “I knew there was a reason I kept you around.”

“Just for my mouth, master?” Maggie says, standing, only to press herself against your chest, smiling up at you, her plump teats straining the fabric of her uniform, threatening to pop free at any moment. “Not for my tits? My ass? Or my excellent cleaning abilities?”

You chuckle, groping her rear, making her moan as you lift her up against you. “All wonderful features too. In fact…”

You suddenly turn, slipping behind her, pushing her until she’s bent over your desk. She yelps in surprise, then giggles in delight as you flip up her skirt, revealing her shapely bottom and steamy pink pussy.

“What’s this!” you cry in mock shock, palming her cunt, making her gasp and ass twitch and tighten. “No panties? Maggie! You’re not in proper uniform.”

“Mmm! I’m sorry, master. My old ones… ah… don’t fit me anymore.”

“They don’t? Well no wonder! Look at how big your ass has gotten. Why, I think some exercise is in order to shape that up.”

“Oooh, what do you mean?” she giggles.

As if she doesn’t know. Your cock is already once more at full mast, hard as steel as you grasp Maggie’s hips, her legs parting obediently, ass rising to offer up the full glory of her bottom to your attentions. You grin, then push forward, sheathing yourself fully inside her.

Maggie moans with delight, arching beneath you, ass pressing against your lap as you begin to thrust. “Oooooh yesssss!” Maggie moans, panting as you saw in and out of her. “Oh… oh f-fuck! Master! Yessss! Oh master! Fuck me! Fuck your naughty maid.”

“Yes!” you gasp, hips spanking her with every thrust. “Take it! Take your master’s cock! Oh fuck. Fuck yes! Yesssss! Fuuuuck!”

You lean over her, arms wrapping about her, grabbing great handfuls of her plush tits. Maggie squeaks, then moans, a sound that grows distinctly more bovine as you squeeze her milky tits while you fuck her.

“Yes! Yes! Master! Master! Moooo! Milk me! Milk your slutty cow maid! M-moo! Mooooo!”

You groan, slamming home once more, hands tightening on her fat tits as you cum, pumping her full of great bursts of hot seed. Maggie cries out, quivering, her pussy sucking at your cock as she cums with you, her shirt growing damp as her milk soaks into her top.

You ride that wave or orgasmic pleasure until at last you exhale heavily, slowly withdrawing from the tightness of her pussy, stepping back with a grin at the curvy slut still bent over, your seed dripping from her cunt. “What a fine sight,” you say.

She glances over her shoulder, eyes smoky and warm, a smile hovering on her lips. “Th-thank you, master.”

You chuckle, giving her rear a short spank. Maggie bucks forward, moaning softly. Mmm. You do love that sound. It’s the sort of sound that earns a maid some bonus time in your bed. You again look about your office, admiring the fruits of your labours. A manor, lands, an income and fame, all bought by your adventure to the Emerald Shore. And as you eye the map hanging on the wall, you wonder what other adventures await you?

But this one, at least, is at an end.

End

Index Start Over


Check Out the White Mother

Your head feels thick, cloudy, soaked in lust and arousal. But you’re still thinking, and one of those thoughts is that there’s more to this. “What an… an interesting philosophy,” you say breathlessly.

“Thank you. I’m rather fond of it,” the Black Mother says.

“Y-yes. I can see. But, I think I should… ah… see what the other s-side of the exchange has in mind.”

The Black Mother looks at you intently, and you begin to feel a twinge of nervousness before her smile opens up once more. “Yes,” she says. “Quite understandable. After all, we want you to make the… right choice.”

“E-exactly,” you say, dragging yourself to your feet, feeling so heavy it’s a force of will not to fall back among the cushions and the two buxom beauties waiting there. “Thank you for, uh, understanding.”

“Of course,” the Black Mother says. “Hurry back now.”

“R-right,” you say, staggering out of the room. You step back through the doorway, swaying a little, but away from the room and its cloying perfumes, you feel your head begin to clear. Raya stands not far, perking up a little when you exit the room.

“Well?” she says.

“I ah… decided to speak to the… the White Mother before making a decision.

Raya brightens visibly. “A wise choice,” she says. “Come, I will escort you to her now.”

“Thanks,” you say, following the curvaceous priestess away from the gloomy deeps of the temple, every step helping you recover from the intoxicating fumes of the Black Mother’s realm. Which is good, because you have a feeling you’ll need all your wits about you when speaking to the White Mother.

The White Mother


The White Mother

The route to the White Mother takes you through a number of passages threaded throughout the upper tiers of the temple, many of which cross through grand rooms where fountains spring from statues of the goddess. You catch yourself staring more than once, not only because the architecture is truly amazing to behold, but because the women who tend to these fountains are some of the loveliest you have ever seen. In silken white togas, their shapely breasts and hips outlined in the cloth, they bathe or lounge. You catch giggles from shadowy corners and gasps from among steaming rooms, and more than a few moans and moos accented by the slap of flesh on flesh.

You realize you’ve been climbing to the upper levels of the temple, more windows here letting in the glow of day. Soon, you’re shown to a room where steam breathes like clouds of white brought low. Tiled floors gleam like polished mirrors, climbing in steps to an immense stone bath that fairly fills the far side of the room, and within it rests the White Mother.

Her breasts seem even fuller, bobbing to the surface of the waters like orbs of burnished bronze, her head tilted back as young, buxom holstaurs in nothing but towels comb her shining white hair and massage scented oils into her shoulders. She opens an eye as Raya coughs, bowing.

“Mother,” the holstaur says, the word filled with such reverence you give her a surprised look. “I have brought the Messenger.”

“Thank you, Raya,” the White Mother says, smiling down at you. She rises from the bath, water cascading from her figure, like a paleolithic fertility goddess made flesh. She steps out onto the floor, allowing two of her handmaids to drape a robe over her, though she doesn’t do it up, leaving you wondering why she bothered. Not that you’re complaining. Men would go to war for a view of such spectacular bronzed tits.

“We meet again, Messenger,” she says with a polite nod. “I am glad you chose to speak to me.”

“Oh, well,” you say, laughing nervously. “I just… uh, wanted to make sure I, you know, made the right decision here.”

“A worthy goal. Please, shall we?”

You follow her out of the baths, her robe whispering across the tiles as she takes you into a side room. There, an immaculate statue of the goddess made of marble stands, towering over a mat laid down the middle of the room. Candles glow on altars, their dusky glow strangely sensual, especially as the White Mother glides inside, settling down on the mat, facing you.

“My personal shrine to the goddess,” she explains, looking about fondly. “Here I come to pray for Her guidance, and seek the wisdom to guide my daughters to the future.”

“It’s quite cozy,” you say.

“I am gladd you think so. Please,” she says, gesturing across from her. “Sit. Let us talk, Messenger.”

You do as she asks, kneeling across from her awkwardly, the position only making you more aware of how her robe has parted, pushed apart by the heft of her immense breasts. Her nearness makes you tingle, her scent filling the room with a tantalizing hint of lavender and cream.

“You wished to know what I would do as the avatar of the goddess, yes?”

“Huh?” you say, wrenching your eyes back to her face. “Oh! I mean, uh, yes! I would.”

She laughs softly. “Of course. I do not believe as the Black Mother does that we need to depart from our temple and go forth into the world. Instead, I believe the sacredness of the goddess’s power should remain here, within the temple, and that those who convert should come to us, as they always have.”

“That right?” you say.

“Yes. For only in the temple can the daughters of the goddess learn her ways. Only here may they discover the truths that the goddess intends. Among the scrolls and the knowledge of our sisters, the ideas and beliefs of the goddess’s glory can be properly imparted and taught to each new generation. Not wavering from the path that She set for us.

“I believe it most strongly,” the White Mother says, pressing a hand to her ample chest, which again pulls your eyes to the wobbling heft of her immense teats. “For I am a follower of Her, and believe it is the task of a Mother to instruct her daughters in the ways of the world.”

“I um… I see,” you say. “But, isn’t that… you know, what caused the temple to degrade already?”

She nods like a teacher pleased at her pupil’s quickness, which makes you blush. There’s just something about the White Mother. Her softness. Her gentleness. A sense of loving warmth that glows around her, making your muscles relax and the weight of worries lift from you. Of course, you can never avoid an awareness of her beauty. Her soft, curvy body. The way her breasts move with her every word and breath.

You blink as she begins speaking again.

“There are those who argue so, but I am not among them,” she says. “In fact, I fear that it was the opposite that ended the rule of the old temple. The old priestesses were too scattered when matters came to a head. When the necklace was lost, they did not know what to do, and each tried to go their own way, but none could maintain the glory of the goddess properly, and fell to ruins. There is a reason only the temple survived those dark days. And it should prove the lynchpin in any future expansion of the faith.

“And we will expand,” the White Mother says, and suddenly you realize she’s gotten closer. Her bronzed curves nearly overwhelm you in the small room. Her presence seems to fill it. Wrapping around you with tendrils of warmth. Making your heart quicken. Sweat glisten. And pleasant, lovely languor spread through you in comforting ease. You can’t turn from her. Her curves. Images of you against her, beneath her, wrapped in the warm love of the White Mother fill your mind. “We will expand,” she says, “and we will do so orderly. With direction, guided by the goddess through Her avatar. We will make this world work anew.

“And you can help us,” she says, reaching out, stroking your cheek. You shudder, moan as soft, sweet pleasure moves through you in a heady wave. “I shall do so. But I need your help, my Messenger. I need the necklace to return the temple to its glory, and spread the goddess’s word to the world.

“Please,” she says, smiling down at you. So warm. So loving. “Won’t you choose me to do this?”

Give her the Necklace

Check Out the Black Mother


Check Out the Black Mother

“You… you make some c-compelling points,” you say, feeling oddly light headed as you look up at the buxom beauty of the holstaur. “But I uh… M-maybe I should s-speak to the Black Mother t-too. Just to… um… make sure I have the… the right d-decision.”

The White Mother’s face falls, and a pang of guilt shoots through you.

“I understand,” she says. “In truth, I am proud of you for taking such a… thorough effort in this decision. Though I must admit I am somewhat disappointed too.”

“S-sorry,” you say, squirming in discomfort.

The White Mother laughs, patting your head, making you blush even hotter. “Don’t worry, darling. It’s okay. I will await your decision.”

Still flustered, you climb unsteadily to your feet and leave the chapel. You practically stumble out into the fog of the baths, nearly falling into Raya. The holstaur gives you a surprised look. “Has the White Mother become the avatar?” she asks.

“Er, no,” you say. “I thought I should… you know. Speak to the Black Mother too. Get a fuller picture.”

Raya’s face grows dour. “I see,” she says coldly, turning sharply on her heel. “This way, then.”

You sigh. Well, you weren’t exactly expecting to make her your new best friend. Besides, this sort of decision is one that requires thorough consideration. With that in mind, you once more follow the holstaur into the halls of the temple.

The Black Mother


Give Her the Necklace

Ever since you stepped foot onto the temple grounds, you’ve known you walked in a holy place. That the goddess has indeed touched the stones that make the temple. And if the White Mother seeks to rebuild the glory of her sisterhood, here would be the place to do it; and she, with her compassion and passion, is the one for it.

You reach down and grasp the necklace, drawing it out of your pocket. As you lift it into the air, it seems to subtly pull towards the White Mother, as if magnetically drawn towards the buxom beauty sitting before you. A soft glow grows from the necklace, the twin horns illuminating the dark even more than the candles that surround the shrines.

The White Mother bows her head, and with care you place the necklace on her. As the twin horns come to rest upon her breasts, she begins to change.

The White Mother was already larger than you, but now she grows even greater. As if the light of the necklace fills her, her breasts swell further, her horns growing, rising like crescent moons. Her eyes close, her face radiant, her body filled with a light, the robe she casually donned soon shrugged off, little more than a rag.

She towers over you, beautiful, magnificent, powerful. Her hair shimmers like silver, her skin shining like bronze. Your heart thumps in your chest as you take her in, your jaw slack with awe as the White Mother’s eyes open, glowing like stars. She smiles down at you.

“Thank you, Messenger,” she says, her voice filling you with serenity, like sinking into a warm bath after trudging through the freezing cold. “You have made a wise choice.”

“S-sure,” you say, transfixed by the beauty before you. “No problem…”

Her smile deepens. She seems to move without moving. Or maybe you’re moving? For you suddenly feel like you’re even closer to her. Almost face to face with her immense bust. Your heart hammers. Your pulse quickens as you take in a deep breath of her sweet perfume. Feel it fill you in a sudden flood of warmth and temptation as you gaze up into her striking face.

“And now, human, it is time to make another choice,” she says.

“O-oh?”

“Yes,” she says. “A decision for the future. For you have granted the goddess a great gift, and so, you must be rewarded.”

“H-how k-kind,” you say, head feeling thick and woolen, your cock steely hard and straining your pants as you stare at her buxom tits. “Um, what kind of… of reward?”

“The goddess has many to those who serve her faithfully,” the White Mother says, gently touching your hair, stroking it, her touch sending tingles aching through you, making you moan softly as every muscle relaxes with sweet languor. “And I will offer them to you. I know, Messenger, that you came to this place seeking fortune and fame. Both I shall offer you, for I shall open our vaults and archives to you, and permit you to take whatever you wish, for you have brought an even greater gift to us than anything in those halls.”

“Th-thank you! That’s um…”

“Or,” she adds, silencing you with a soft word. “You may remain here, with us, my hero. For the world shall be dangerous for our faith as it expands once more, and we shall need many protectors. Many bulls to defend us. And to be sure,” she adds with a hot, teasing look, “I and my daughters would be… very grateful. And very willing to show it.”

You swallow hard, eyes drifting back down to her immense breasts. Imagining them bouncing as you fucked her. Imagining your own form thick with dense muscles, fur, and a cock like the bulls you’ve seen around the temple. “O-oh wow…”

“Or,” the White Mother adds.

“O-or?” you say, eyes drawn back to her.

Her hand drifts from your hair, down your body, to your belt where the potions sit. She taps the pink one, the concoction ringing like a bell, swirling in the glass. “We shall need to rebuild the faith as well, Messenger. And the goddess needs many. I would be delighted to welcome you to her arms, not as a bull, but as a new daughter. Teaching you the art of worship. The glory of Her. The divinity of blessed cream and your new form.”

You’re panting, staring up at her, those options whirling in your head in a storm of possibilities.

“Choose,” she coos.

Leave with Treasures

Become a Bull

Become a Holstaur


Become a Bull

You may not have come here intending to remain as a burly minotaur bodyguard to a temple of busty holstaurs, but on the other hand, the attraction of the prospect can’t be denied. To be so large. So powerful. To be the guardian and mate to the priestesses of the temple, such a fate would tempt any man. You know there’s a downside, but at the moment all you can see is the Black Mother looming over you, her body fairly glowing with divine beauty, her presence washing over you, pulling you towards her almost magnetically as her immense breasts wobble hypnotically.

“B-being a bull sounds pretty good,” you gasp.

“It is,” the Black Mother says, moving forward, straddling you, trapping you beneath her body with ease, forcing you to look up, trying to see her face past the mountains of her tanned tits. “To be a mate to the daughters of the temple. To be their guard. To feel the strength of the goddess in your arms and cock, forming you into the perfect protector of the soft, lovely females of the temple. Just a dumb breeding bull, obedient to your priestess?”

“D-dumb?” you gasp.

“Oh yes,” the Black Mother croons, leaning down, her breasts hanging over your face, nipples an inch from your lips. “Bulls don’t need to be smart. They don’t need to think. They just need to be strong. Powerful. Virile. Obedient to their priestesses. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“Ah… um…” you stammer, having a hard time thinking with her big breasts so near. Her body pressing yours down. Her scent swirling around you. Intoxicating you. Drowning you.

“Just being a big… dumb… horny bull. Always ready to be fucked. Always eager to serve. To worship at the bodies of your mistresses. To obey. To rut. To mate.” She leans down a little more, her eyes glowing hot. “To… breed…”

“B-breed?” you pant.

“Breed,” the Black Mother coos. “We need many more daughters to spread my word, my dumb bull. And the most beautiful women mated to the most powerful bulls? Well,” she smirks, sinking lower, burying your face beneath the firmness of her breasts. “That’s something we can all enjoy.”

You moan, sinking into soft heaven, your head swimming as the Black Mother’s breasts smother you beneath them. Your hands rise, cupping those impressive orbs, your lips eagerly finding a nipple and beginning to suck.

The moment that sweet, glorious, heady cream hits your tongue, you know she’s right. That there can be nothing better than serving the priestesses as a mighty bull. Of being the eager, obedient breeder to a temple of busty heifers.

You moan, drinking down her milk, massaging the Black Mother’s immense breasts, feeling the heat of her cream course through you. Into you. Filling your body with a new sensation. A heaviness. A power you never dreamed of before.

“Yessss,” the Black Mother moans as she pulls you deeper into her breasts, her hips grinding herself against you. “Yes! Oh goddess yes! Bless this human! Make him yours! Give him the might to please your daughters! To guard them! Oh goddess… goddess yessss!”

You do feel mighty. As if your every muscle was swelling. Growing. Building upon themselves with the sweetness of the Black Mother’s milk. You groan, and suddenly, it seems like the sultry holstaur is no longer so huge. In fact, she seems the perfect size for some fun!

You reverse your positions, flipping her over, marvelling at how easy it is. Suddenly she’s beneath you, and you’re above her, panting, suckling her fat teat. You dimly hear a ripping sound, but it’s just your clothes being torn apart by your corded muscles. Nothing important.

No, all that’s important is below you. Is the Black Mother sprawled under you, her hair falling in a wave of night across the cushions. Her curves laid bare before you like a map of feminine perfection. Her breasts mountains. Her smile the dawning sun. Her thighs the valley between which the tight cavern of her pussy awaits. You rear above her, lips leaving her nipple, the taste of cream still heavy on your tongue. Coursing through you. Filling you with a might that’s beyond understanding. A power down to the very cellular level.

The Black Mother is breathing hard, her great breasts heaving as she admires you. Her hand rises, stroking the hard muscles of your stomach, feeling the first hint of fur already beginning to thicken across you. “Mmm. Lovely. You’ll make a fine bull.”

“Yeah?” you grunt.

“Very. But I need more, my bull. I need you.”

You don’t need to ask what she means. You find you can smell her arousal. That potent, delightful tang of desire and need. You can sense the way her heartbeats quicken, her body yearning for your cock. Your thick, almost bestial prick.

Another tearing sound, and you realize your pants have sundered under the sheer heft of your impressive cock. You were never small, but before your eyes your shaft thickens, darkens to a mottled brown, the tip blunting into the thick, rutting tool of a bull.

The Black Mother’s eyes glow as she feels your shaft press against her leg. “Hmm. Is all that for me?” the sultry avatar of the fertility goddess coos, arching a little, rubbing her glistening folds against your thick manhood. “You going to give it to me, my bull?”

“Yeah,” you growl, grabbing her hips, your hands browning with fur.

“Then give it to me, stud. Show me you have what it takes to serve the goddess! Take me! Worship your goddess!”

“Yes!” you grunt, pushing your cock against the heat of her pussy, sheathing yourself in her with a single, brutal thrust!

“Mnnnn!” the Black Mother moans, her pussy clamping down on you, making you bellow in hot pleasure. Goddess! She feels sooo good! Your body tightens with pleasure you as you begin to hungrily thrust into her, your thick bull cock pounding into her soft curves so wonderfully. Her breasts jolting with every hilting of your shaft.

“Yessss!” the Black Mother cries, her cheeks warming, her lips parting, divine pleasure coursing through her. “Yess! Goddess! Thank you! Thank you for this… ah… this pleasurrrre!”

You don’t know about the goddess, but you agree with the sentiment. The feeling of this soft beauty under you, taking every inch of your fat cock is beyond description. The heat of the rut throbs through you. Your hands grip her bronzed hips, tilting her body to give you a better angle to fuck her. With every thrust you find yourself snorting, panting, your body growing denser, larger, stronger. A peak specimen of bestial masculinity. A powerful tool for fighting and fucking. You feel your face elongate into the muzzle of a bull. Pressure builds in your head, your mind growing as simple as your desires, beholden to instinct as you feel two, sharp horns grow from your head.

“Yes! Yes! Goddess yes! Fuck me my bull! Fuck your cow! Fuck me! Take me! Breed me! Breed me my bull! Stuff me! Fill me! Moo! Moooooo!” the Black Mother cries, her voice growing heavy with a lowing moo of pure pleasure.

The sound awakens something new in you. You bellow, fucking her with even greater vigour. Your stamina seems endless. You feel like you could run for days, fight a battle, and still have plenty of energy to breed this fertile heifer. You grunt, pant, feeling the sweet pleasure of release thicken in your balls. Your cum straining for release in this bountiful beauty beneath you.

“Yes!” the Black Mother gasps. “Yes! Cum in me! Cum in your mistress! Goddess! Accept this blessing! Take this seeeeeed!”

You can’t hold back. With a bellow that echoes throughout the dark undercroft of the temple you reach your peak, your cock pumping the busty holstaur with great pulses of your thick seed. Her cry of pleasure nearly dwarfs your own, her curvy frame tightening around you, her pussy milking your cock as she cums with you.

Bliss flows from her into you. Your rut calms, soothes, but still there. The bestial strength and pleasure defines you, but is pleased by the sensation of release. By the pleasure of your cow.

You heave with satisfaction, unsheathing your cock from her, unleashing a flood of your virile cum from her pussy. With a giggle, the Black Mother scoops some onto her finger, licking it off with every hint of satisfaction.

“Mmm. An excellent specimen,” she croons, glancing over to Lamora. “Don’t you agree?”

“Absolutely, Mother,” Lamora says, her admiring eyes making you flex unconsciously, showing off your thick muscles and browned fur.

“And simply delicious. You must have a taste, daughter,” the Black Mother says.

“Might I? How generous.”

You say nothing as the pair converse. The talk of cows doesn’t interest you unless they speak to you directly or mention fucking. Had you still more of your human mind, you’d recognize how simpler your thought process was becoming. How much more obedient you’re growing to the whims of the cows who command you. The irony of all this is lost on you, especially when Lamora sidles in beside you, her hand barely fitting around the heft of your cock. You grunt, stiffening once more under her expert touch, the tanned holstaur admiring your girth.

“Mmm. Delightful,” Lamora croons as she bends forward, enveloping the flared tip of your cock in her mouth. You grunt, moaning softly as she begins to bob, her lips stroking your cock to new heights of pleasure, your body tensing with pleasure as she works your shaft.

What a lucky bull you are.

Bodyguarding the Holstaur


Bodyguarding the Holstaur

Sometimes, looking out over Port Ramman from her bedchamber, Elizabeth Lodger wondered what life might have been like if she’d been able to marry better.

Of course, being the wife of the governor had been lovely. Surely quite high to climb, until her husband had his little… accident down a flight of stairs. But being the widow of a provincial governor wouldn’t get her much these days. At nights like this, when the moon shone on the silver crests of dawning waves, her mind turned to that handsome young man who had stopped by the fort on his way into the jungle. How different would life had been if she’d been able to catch him? Prevent him from fleeing? Where would she be had her guards been able to find him?

But such thoughts had little bearing over her current situation. For though she had risen as high as she could in governance, there were… other options available now. She smiled as she tapped her fingers on the windowsill. Oh yes. Things were going to get quite interesting.

She heard the door to her bedchamber open and turned, her heart quickening, though none of it reflected on her face. She was a woman of control. But even she felt a quiver of uncertainty as Lamora slipped inside.

Not even the cloak she wore could obscure the holstaur’s curves, her face shining out of the hood like a bronzed mask of carnal beauty. Her cloak hung open, and Elizabeth felt a pang of jealousy at the sight of the other woman’s impressive bust. Well, tonight would fix that.

“Elizabeth,” Lamora said, her voice a throaty purr that sent tingles racing up the widow’s spine. “Are you ready to welcome the goddess into your life?”

“Of course,” Elizabeth said, rising from her seat by the window, her lacy night gown fluttering around her like settling doves. “What woman in all Port Ramman wouldn’t desire to join the cult of Heffana?”

“None, of course,” Lamora said, her knowing look making Elizabeth’s skin warm. “And I would be delighted to assist you in… finding the goddess.”

“I am ready,” Elizabeth said. But was she? She wasn’t sure. The idea of getting in on the ground floor of such a rapidly expanding faith was appealing. Already dozens of women in the city had joined, and it would do wonders of Elizabeth’s future ambitions. But there were changes to be had by becoming a daughter of Heffana.

Then Lamora opened the door further, and every doubt flew from Elizabeth’s head as the minotaur stepped inside.

Of course, Elizabeth had heard rumors. About how one joins the faith. Becomes one with the goddess. But as the reality stood before her, she was caught off guard. Never had she seen such a specimen of utter maleness. His horns were so high they scraped the ceiling, and his body so thickly muscled he could barely fit through the door. The thought of those leathery hands on her pale flesh sent aches radiating from her core.

Inevitably, Elizabeth’s eyes wandered down to the minotaur’s loincloth, the only thing he wore other than golden bracers and anklets, almost like jewelled shackles. Despite the open window, the strength of his scent reached her with ease, and she felt another aching yearning rise in her. That thick, masculine musk awakening parts of her she hadn’t dreamed of in years.

“Are you ready, Elizabeth?” Lamora asked again.

“Y-yes,” Elizabeth said. “Of course.”

“Then let us begin. Get onto the bed.”

Her heart pounding, Elizabeth did as bid. Although she didn’t like following another’s orders, there was a time and a place for foolish pride, and this was not it. After all, wasn’t this what she wanted? She cast another glance at the bull and felt her core ache and breasts heave with anticipation.

Lamora laughed, sidling up, slipping onto the bed beside her. Warmth radiated from the holstaur as she moved close to Elizabeth, the mattress shifting with her weight like waves of an uncertain sea. “Come now. Surely you don’t expect your lovely clothes to survive on you?”

Elizabeth felt her cheeks flame. Embarrassment. A new feeling, or at least uncommon. Not many lived long after humiliating her. But Elizabeth nonetheless started to take off her sleeping gown.

“Let me help,” Lamora purred.

Elizabeth allowed it, her skin tingling as the holstaur helped divest her of her clothes. Soon she was naked but for the starry jewel hanging from her necklace, dipping into the valley of her pale breasts, her nipples plumped from the night chill wafting through the window.

Lamora’s eyes flashed and she leaned in closer, hefting those generous orbs, making Elizabeth gasp as the holstaur’s expert fingers massaged her breasts. “Hmm. Very nice,” Lamora mused as she bounced Elizabeth’s breasts, squishing them together teasingly. “You’ll make a fine holstaur. It’s a wonder you aren’t one already with breasts like these.”

Elizabeth tingled with a strange pride. “Well, I ah… have been blessed, it’s true.”

“And you will be even more. Petyr?”

Petyr? Elizabeth’s eyes flashed to the minotaur as he moved forward, his bulk like a greater darkness against the night. His bestial musk wafting to her, tickling her nose, sending her heart racing. Her eyes flashed down to his loincloth, and she could see the fabric tent shamelessly around his girth. No. It couldn’t be…

“My bull,” Lamora said, stroking Elizabeth’s breasts again, her thumbs flicking the noblewoman’s nipples, making her gasp. “It is time to welcome a new daughter to the sisterhood. Bless her with the grace of the goddess, and show her the glory of the holy mother’s sons.”

The minotaur growled, moving onto the bed. The mattress creaked, dipping, and with a gasp Elizabeth found herself sliding down it and into the minotaur’s hands. As his thick, leathery palms closed on her pale hips, she swallowed hard, her eyes finding the black marbles of his eyes. Did human intelligence flicker in them? She couldn’t be sure. But what she saw made her heart hammer with terrible anticipation.

His loincloth was then pushed aside, and she beheld his girth.

The size of him made her breath flutter. Larger than any man’s she’d known, thicker than she could have imagined. His dark cock was hard as he rubbed the flaring tip against her slickening cunny, teasing her like a battering ram at the gates.

“O-oh gods,” Elizabeth gasped, her pussy twitching as that tip stroked her, getting itself slick on her precum.

“Don’t worry. My bull knows what he’s doing,” Lamora murmured into her ear, continuing to massage Elizabeth’s impressive breasts, making the noblewoman moan with heady pleasure. “He’s converted dozens of lovely maidens to the goddess. You’ll enjoy it, I assure you.”

“He’s… he’s quite… ah… quite big,” Elizabeth moaned.

“He is,” Lamora chuckled. “And you’ll love it.”

The bull grunted, his grip tightening on Elizabeth’s hips. For the first time, as he pushed his cock against her tight cunny, Elizabeth felt fear and doubt. Perhaps this wasn’t the right course? Perhaps she… she…

He pushed inside.

And Elizabeth was in heaven.

She moaned as his thick cock filled her. Stuffed her. Pushed her to the breaking point as inch after inch sank into her. Elizabeth knew she could take much, but to her shock, the minotaur could barely fit half his length within her. Her moan of shame grew thick and heavy, even as Lamora continued to tease and massage her heavy breasts.

“Don’t worry,” the holstaur chuckled. “You’ll learn to take it. Every daughter of the goddess can. The bulls need so much attention, after all. Mmm. But their blessings are so very worth it.”

“Ah… I… ah…” Elizabeth gasped.

“Begin,” Lamora told the bull.

He did.

His hips began to rock, sliding his cock in and out of Elizabeth. The busty noblewoman was soon gasping, groaning as his cock again and again invaded her. Filled her. She moaned, her voice hitching every time he thrust forward, impaled her once again. Pleasure rolled through her like waves, radiating from her hot core. Her breasts ached, her necklace bouncing on her tits as her body jolted with his thrusts.

“It’s good, isn’t it?” Lamora murmured.

“Soooo gooood!” Elizabeth moaned.

“Such are the pleasures of those who serve the goddess,” Lamora whispered, kissing her ear, still teasing and stroking Elizabeth’s breasts, tweaking nipples to send shocks of tactile delight racing through the haughty noblewoman. “Do you wish to know more? Do you wish to follow the goddess? To obey her? Love her? Make your body her temple?”

“Yes! Goddess yessss!” Elizabeth moaned.

“Will you abandon your humanity? Will you become what you were always meant to be?”

“Yessssss!”

“Then cum for her, Elizabeth. Cum for your goddess! Cum for your bull! Become hers!”

“Goddessssss!” Elizabeth wailed. “I swear! I swear! I’m yours! Goddess! Pleeeease! Nnnnn!”

She shuddered, cumming, her body tightening around the cock pounding in and out of her. A signal that couldn’t be ignored, and with a bellow that shook the room, the minotaur came with her. His cock swelled, hot, boiling seed pulsing into her, fountaining into her. She felt every burst radiate through her. Bliss throbbed in her form. She moaned, head falling back as she felt her body change. Felt herself grow taller. Her curves more pronounced. Her breasts swell, filling the palms of Lamora, aching with pleasure.

With pressure.

Her body felt like it were filled with something new. Something more. It radiated from her pussy and core. Swept through her. She gasped, feeling her hair part around a pair of cow horns. Her breasts ached, trembled, and when Lamora squeezed them once more, released!

“Mooooooo!” Elizabeth moaned as milk spurted from her ever-generous teats. Gushing with cream, her head spinning in a fog of pleasure and peaceful joy.

“Good girl,” Lamora chuckled as she lazily pumped the new holstaur’s breasts, teasing more cream down her fat teats. “But such a waste! Petyr? Would you mind?”

The minotaur grunted and leaned forward. Elizabeth realized he could, for he had never stopped fucking her, only now, his cock sloshed deeper into her pussy, nearly to the root. She smiled shakily, then moaned again in bliss as the minotaur began to suckle at her fat teats, draining the wonderful cream that filled her.

A new life would await her. Mistress of Port Ramman, yes. But more. A priestess of the goddess. A Messenger of Heffana who would bring this glorious pleasure back to Alba. Spread this sacred word and pleasure.

And perhaps she could convince Lamora to leave her bull behind. After all, every cow needed a… bodyguard.

Elizabeth smiled, her face hot with pleasure, her moans and gasps slipping from her in an endless song of pleasure as she was fucked and milked by the bull and the cow. Trapped between curves of softness and muscles of rigid maleness.

Oh yes.

She was going to love being a cow…

End

Index Start Over


Become a Holstaur

You’d never dreamed of such a fate. Or perhaps you have. Silent, forbidden dreams that hid in the corner of your mind. Tantalizing possibilities you never dared voice in waking reality.

But now, faced with the prospect of it, you cannot turn away from it. To become a daughter of the goddess. To know her worship. Her glory. To be blessed as the women who walk the halls of the temple. The possibility draws you, your hand shaking even as you reach down and draw the potion from your belt.

The White Mother smiles, and the warm, maternal, loving face soothes your worries. Banishes your fears. Your hand stops shaking as you take the cork from the bottle, and down the sweet pink potion in a single motion.

The reaction flows through you in a wave of heavenly heat. You moan, head falling back, body trembling as you feel the changes sweep through you. As your muscles shrink, making you gasp as you feel the mass flow to your hips and ass. As your chest swells in a pair of perfect, perky breasts. As your face softens with feminine beauty. As your cock shrinks, inverting, forming a lovely, eager pussy.

Like you’re filled with carbonated bubbles you float in the pleasure of the change, staring up at the White Mother as she towers over you, smiling, and you know you made the right choice. “Good girl,” the White Mother says, and her words ache through you as she gently touches you, lifting you, cradling you to her immense breasts. “Such a lovely girl. And you’ll be lovelier still…”

What is being asked of you is obvious. You don’t hesitate. You lean in, obediently drawn to the immense breasts you’re pressed against. Your lips find the White Mother’s warm teat, kissing the sensitive areola that rings her nipple. You tingle as the White Mother gasps, lowing softly in pleasure.

“Mmm. Teasing child. You are naughty.”

You blush. “S-sorry, Mother. I just…”

“Shhh,” the White Mother coos. “It’s alright, baby. You don’t have to be ashamed. Mommy’s here. And she’s going to make you so happy…”

You feel tears prick your eyes as her warm love flows into you. You can’t wait any longer, and lean in, latching on to her fat nipple. Your soft lips hungrily suck, unleashing a flood of her heavenly cream into your mouth.

The taste is unlike anything you’ve known before. So good. So warm. So filled with love and adoration your heart feels like it’s fit to burst. You moan, trembling as you obediently suckle from the Mother’s breast, drinking her down greedily, feeling it spread throughout your body.

“Mmmm,” the White Mother moans as you lovingly suckle her, drawn deeper into her lap, against her breasts as her hands cradle you against her. “Good girl. My daughter… ah… being such a… mmm… such a good girl for me. Yes, that’s it, baby. Drink up. Ooooh, drink up for mommy…”

You hang from her every word, worshipping this buxom goddess come down to earth. A somewhat literal analogy. Your skin tingles in the warm air as the White Mother tugs away your clothes, revealing your full figure to the world.

“Good girl,” the White Mother coos, her words singing through you as you suckle her milk, her hand lingering on your thighs, stroking the pale flesh as your rear fills out even further, the heat of the milk you drink down spreading, gathering in your already impressive tits and ass. Her fingers glide down to the delta of your thighs, your moan hitching as she strokes your slick pussy. “Good baby… Just keep drinking. Just… mmm… drink all of mommy’s milk. You’re going to be… mmm… such a lovely girl. Such a good holstaur for mommy…”

You feel like a good holstaur. The pressure of the warmth builds in your swollen chest and in your aching head. You can feel your body press against her curves, rubbing yourself against the White Mother, your hips rocking as she continues to stroke your pussy. You whimper as a finger slips into your slick cunt. Another. Soon, the White Mother is pumping three in and out of you as eagerly as you pump her fat breasts for their glorious cream.

“Mmm… That’s iiiiiit. Good girl. What a good… ah… cow I’ve found. The goddess chose so… ah… so well sending you. Another lovely daughter for her glory. Worshipping at her temple. Adoring her. The bulls will just love you, baby. Just love your big breasts and soft rump. They won’t be able to stop themselves from just… ah… fucking you like the… mmm… the cow you are…”

The thought of those burly bull men using you like their personal cock sleeves makes you shake in anticipation. Just the idea of taking a true male’s cock deep inside your new pussy, being fucked into a moaning, obedient puddle of lust is almost more than you can bear! You moan, squeezing the White Mother’s breasts, cream spurting into your mouth, down your throat. Your breasts feel so heavy. So big. So tight. A pressure building. Building like the aching of your core. A pressure that fills you. Your head pounding. Throbbing! Thudding!

“Mmm. Mmmm! Mmmooooooo!” you moan at last, arching, quivering as you release. As stubby cow horns burst from your brow. As milk spurts from your nipples, the pressure so great the ribbons of cream extinguish a few of the candles burning before the altar. You cum with it, a peak stronger than any orgasm you knew as a man. One that draws out as your breasts continue to pump sweet cream, as you sag on the White Mother’s lap, buried against her massive breasts, milk dribbling from your slack mouth as blissful ecstasy rolls through you, strength fleeing you in favour of this glorious pleasure.

The White Mother gently strokes your hair, sending soothing pleasure washing through you, your eyelids growing heavy as she rests your head against the pillow of her tits.

“Good girl. That was so impressive, baby. You’ll have so much milk in your big breasts.”

“Th-thank you,” you moan softly.

“Of course, baby. And you’ll have so much more soon. Every daughter of the temple will. And I will teach you how to give these gifts to others who so desire it. To help them understand the bounty of the goddess. Every time you pump your lovely milk into the mouth of a new acolyte, you shall know the prayers to praise Heffana. Every time you cum on the cock of a stud, you will know how to glorify Her name with your pleasure. Doesn’t that sound perfect?”

It does. The wisdom of it, the logic of it, fills you with a bliss that you’ve never dreamed of before. Tears prick your eyes at the thought of how you lived your life before this, unable to honour the goddess as you should. How you came here seeking treasure and glory, so ignorant.

The White Mother sees your tears and gently eases you once more against the pillow of her breast, shushing you gently. “Do not cry, my daughter. I know this is much to take in. But do not fear. You will have all your life to understand. To learn what it means to love the goddess, and become hers. Will that not be wonderful?”

You melt in her arms, relaxing as you rest your head against her immense teat, feeling the warmth of her divine glow, hearing the gentle slosh of the milk that stuffs her breasts. Yes. You understand now. She’s right. Everything will be better now.

You’ve come home.

White Priestess


Become a Bull

You… never really considered anything other than going home to Alba once you’d found the temple and its treasures. It was either that, or winding up dead in the grasp of some monster girl on the Shores. But as you look into the White Mother’s shining eyes, you suddenly have a vision of a different future. Of you, strong, powerful, surrounded by busty holstaurs in dire need of your protection.

Your might.

Your cock.

You feel yourself hardening at the idea. Dreaming of huge horns and even bigger muscles. Of thick fur and potent might. Of having your pick of the busty handmaidens of the goddess. Of being needed to sate pleasures of the flesh.

As if reading your mind, the White Mother leans forward, her presence crowding you, her tits eclipsing your view as her hand gently rests on your thigh. “Yes,” she says, her voice warm, reverberating in the room as her hand slides up, your breath hitching as she gently palms your bulge. “My daughters need strong males to guard the temple. To keep anyone from… taking advantage of us. For my daughters are lovely, but they are not fighters. The ways of war are alien to them. They are soft and loving. Adoring. Theirs is the way of peace. Of worship. Of beauty.”

“I-is that sooooo,” you groan as her deft fingers undo your pants, your cock springing into the open, to attention.

“Yes,” the White Mother coos, her heavy breasts rising, falling, arresting your eyes and all of your attention. “And there are so many who would take advantage of such lovely maidens.”

“B-bastards,” you gasp as her fingers wrap around your cock, dwarfing it with their size as she begins to stroke you, her thumb teasing the head, making you groan.

“They are. For my daughters adore to share their pleasure. Their cream. To become one with the goddess through them and her teachings. But there are those who see force as the way. Who would take advantage of my daughters. Which is why we need strong… powerful… studs…”

“S-studs?” you stutter.

“Studs, my human friend. For it’s not only the depredations of others my daughters need to fear. Their bodies are so blessed by the goddess, they are always so very heavy with sweet, blessed cream. They need help releasing it. They need strong, confident hands to milk them. Hungry lips to drink them. They need bulls, my friend.

“Strong.

“Brave.

“Bulls…”

You’re panting. Whimpering. Thrusting up into her palm. “I… I…”

“Do you want to help them?” the White Mother asks, moving over you, her face barely visible over the swell of her tits, her needy nipples an inch from your face, her scent rolling over you like a wave of warm, motherly bliss. “Do you want to be their bull?”

“I um… that ah…”

You’re trying to think, but the only thing that you can focus on are her immense breasts right in front of you. They consume your perspective. Swallow your thoughts. You can hear them slosh with the thick, wonderful cream of the holstaur. Your cock throbs with need. Your body aches with lust.

“Tell me,” the White Mother coos.

“I… I…”

“Yes?”

“Y-yes!” you gasp. “Yes!”

The White Mother smiles down at you. “Good bull,” she breathes.

You don’t have to do anything more. With ease the White Mother moves over you, straddling your lap, your cock aimed up as she gently lowers herself atop you, and sheathes the hardness of your cock in the velvety vice of her pussy.

You moan as hot pleasure rushes through you in a wave. You surrender to the sensation, your mind blanking, even as the White Mother touches your head, eases you to a plump nipple, and obediently you begin to suck.

The moment her milk hits your tongue you know you’ve made the right decision. Nothing that feels this good could possibly be wrong. You moan, sinking into velvety pleasure, cupping her immense teats as you milk her, delighting in her gasp as she rides your cock with ever greater urgency, her breasts jiggling with the sweet sensations your touch awakens.

“Mmmm! Yes. Oh g-goddess, yes. Touch me. Milk me. Oh baby… baby, that’s it. Yes. Oh goddess yes… Thank you… Thank you for… mmm… for this human. He shall… ah… He shall make a mighty b-bull for your daughters. Oh goddess yes. Drink me, baby. Drink my sweet cream…”

You’re barely aware of her words. Your head fills fit to bursting with the cream you’re guzzling down. As you pump up into her sucking pussy, your hands grow more aggressive, massaging her massive breasts, squeezing ever more of her wonderful milk into your hungry mouth.

“Ooooh!” the White Mother moans. “Yesss! More, my bull. Oh goddess! Give me more!”

You’ll give her all she wants.

You’ll give her everything.

All of it.

So long as you get more.

More of her tits.

More of her cream.

More of the wonderful tightness around your cock as she keeps bouncing on your lap.

You can feel your body changing. Muscles growing heavier. More toned. Your hands growing rough like leather. Your skin bristling with fur. You groan as your clothes stretch against your bulging form, tearing with a ripping sound as you swell, growing bigger, bigger, still dwarfed by the White Mother, but that’s no concern. Only weak males would be intimidated. And the White Mother is all softness. All perfect, curvy heat to fuck.

“Mmm! Oh goddess… you’re getting… ah… so big, baby. A big boy. My big bull. Oh fuck,” the White mother moans, then gasps as you suddenly move forward, pushing her onto her back. She laughs gently, stroking your hair as you renew your assault on her body, pounding your cock into her tightness with ever greater urgency.

“Yes,” the White Mother moans as she feels your face elongate into a muzzle, as her stroking hand finds the horns swelling from your brow. “Oh yessss. That’s it. Good boy. Good bull. Yes. Yes! Fuck me. Change for me! You’ll be… ah… such a wonderful bull for… mmmm… for the new temple. Oh goddess… Oh goddess yessss!”

You can feel her body growing tighter with impending orgasm. You increase your pace, fucking her, feeling your massive flaring cock pound into her pussy. Your muscles bulge with strength as you massage her tits. Thick fur sprouts, prickling from your frame, then normalized within moments. You don’t think about the past. About who you were even minutes ago. There’s a cow under you, taking your cock. That’s all that matters. That’s all that ever matters.

You feel your heavy, fat balls churn with seed. With the need to breed. You increase your pace, grunting, panting.

“Yessss!” the White Mother moans. “Cum for me my bull! Give me your cum! Give me your seed! Yes. Yesss! Moo! Mooooo!”

You can’t hold back. You pull your lips from her breast, throwing back your head, bellowing with fierce pleasure as you hilt your cock deep within the White Mother’s hot pussy. You cum like a geyser, your flaring bull cock pumping what feels like gallons of your boiling seed into her welcoming cunt.

“Yesssss!” the White Mother cries in tandem to your climax. “Goddess yessssss!”

Your orgasms are joined. A peak of pleasure beyond your wildest dreams. Your head spins and body throbs with monstrous pleasure. You groan, slowing your thrusts as cum drips from the White Mother’s pussy.

Her hands touch your face, affectionate as she strokes your muzzle and your new horns. “Mmm. What a handsome bull you are,” she breathes.

You grunt, appreciating the compliment.

“My daughters are just going to adore you,” she says.

You perk up at that. That’s right. The daughters. You must serve the daughters. Because the daughters need strong bulls. Such softness needs strength to defend it. And, of course, they will be so very grateful for your assistance. The thought of showing a temple full of holstaurs your virile strength makes your cock harden anew within the White Mother, who sighs with warm pleasure, pulling your head back down to her heavenly teat.

As you suckle from her fat nipple, resuming your thrusts into her moaning body, you roll your shoulders, shedding the last annoying rags of your clothes. Your old life has already been forgotten. A bull doesn’t need to think. Let the cows do that.

A bull only needs to fight, and to fuck.

And you’ll be very good at that.

End
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White Priestess

Elizabeth Lodger watched from the shade of her palanquin as the temple of Heffana came into view. She had to admit, she was impressed. Its tiered layers shone with marble in the sun. The lake on which it rose like a solitary mountain glittered and shone like a mirror, casting a perfect reflection. Towering figures of the goddess flanked the way, looking down on her small party with compassionate love etched into stone.

But though Elizabeth was impressed, she was not surprised.

After all, she’d seen evidence of the temple’s revival all along her journey up the Pilgrim’s Road. From the shrines where she spent the night under the smiling care of holstaur priestesses, to the farmlands hoed by burly bullmen who’d watched her pass with curiosity and unconcealed lust. Had Elizabeth not been in such haste, she would have liked to see if the rumors were true about the brutes. About how many of the women of Port Ramman had vanished up the river to spend their nights with the muscular males, taken under the stars, mated by thick, turgid bull cocks.

Elizabeth realized she was flushing and fanned herself. That was no way to behave. After all, she was the governess of Port Ramman! Representative of Alba in these lands. And to be sure, the sudden revival of a temple drew her attention. Fortunately, she’d heard that the holstaurs were a peaceful breed. But it wasn’t in her to ignore a potential threat.

As they approached the arch that separated the island from the bridge, Elizabeth spotted a young holstaur all in white waiting for them. Brown hair bounced to her shoulders and framed a lovely, soft face. She wore nothing but a skirt bound by a golden cord, allowing her huge, heavy breasts to breathe the fresh air.

For the first time, Elizabeth felt a pang of jealousy. She had always taken pride in her own bust, and not even the holstaurs she’d encountered thus far could rival her in that. But this young beauty easily dwarfed those cows, and Elizabeth fingered the sparkling jewel at the end of her necklace thoughtfully.

With stiff dignity, Elizabeth climbed out of her palanquin, stepping from the bearers and before the smiling holstaur, who bowed.

“The goddess welcomes you, Elizabeth Lodger,” she said.

“Lovely to hear,” Elizabeth said. “Then, you were expecting me?”

“The Mother knew that you were coming, yes,” the holstaur said sweetly. “She has asked me to tend your needs until a meeting can be arranged.”

Elizabeth huffed. “I see. And, what do I call you?”

“You may call me the Daughter,” the Daughter said. “For I am still in training to be a proper priestess of the goddess.”

“Is that so,” Elizabeth said, her eyes moving up and down the young holstaur with greater interest. Now that she knew the girl was here to attend to her, she could properly appreciate the young holstaur’s stunning figure. Those soft curves and her eager smile made her blood quicken and desire tingle deep within her core. Perhaps she might enjoy her time at the temple even more than expected?

The Daughter bowed again, her ample tits bouncing as she straightened. “Please! Allow me to show you to the baths. No doubt your journey has been long.”

“It has been somewhat tiring,” Elizabeth mused, lazily fanning herself as she eyed the other woman.

“Then I bid you to relax within our temple,” the holstaur maiden said. “Please, follow me.”

Elizabeth had heard rumors of the baths of Heffana. It was said that nothing was so relaxing nor cleansing as those blessed waters. And of course, Elizabeth mused, only the most honoured guests would be allowed to use them so soon after arriving.

Her pride glowing, Elizabeth smiled graciously at the girl. “Of course,” she said. “Lead on.”

With another bow, the Daughter turned and guided Elizabeth into the temple.

As they walked Elizabeth took the time to admire the interior. Frescoed walls showed grand scenes in coloured stone that gleamed in the light of glowing braziers. Huge bulls guarded the interior, standing at attention, and it was all Elizabeth could do not to stop and admire those burly, powerful males and dream of what their loincloths hid. Fortunately, she had ample distraction in the way the Daughter’s hips swayed with her every step, an almost hypnotic motion. Though, of course, Elizabeth was far too powerful to let some silly acolyte’s ass hypnotize her. She could almost laugh at the idea of her mind giving in to something so simple. So round and luscious. So soft and teasing…

“We’ve arrived.”

Elizabeth snapped back to the present, finding herself before a doorway, the space beyond wreathed in clouds of steam. The shadows of pillars could just be seen in sunlight beaming through the misty air.

“Your clothes, please,” the Daughter said. “We wouldn’t want them to be damaged.”

“Right, of course not,” Elizabeth said, casually divesting herself of her gown. It took a bit of doing. Her corset creaked as she stripped it away, passing her clothes to the Daughter, who neatly folded them onto a nearby bench. Stripped, Elizabeth stepped into the clouds of steam.

The heat washed over her pleasantly, leaving behind a gleaming coat of moisture over her pale curves. Elizabeth breathed in deeply, the air scented faintly of flowers and something familiar yet unrecognizable. Stone steps descended into the extensive bath, and as Elizabeth slowly descended into the water, it felt like she were leaving behind all the weariness of the road. Washing away her cares and exhaustion to be replaced by indolent pleasure.

A stone bench along the bath’s interior served as a seat, her breasts bobbing to the surface delightfully. Elizabeth groaned as she let her head fell back. She heard a splash and cracked open an eye to find the Daughter joining her in the waters, the young holstaur wading to her side.

“Enjoying the baths, my lady?”

“Mmm. Very much so,” Elizabeth purred.

“Would you care for a massage?”

Elizabeth chuckled. “Really?” she said. “You must think me new to all this, my dear.”

“What do you mean?” the Daughter said.

Elizabeth lifted her head, the movement sending ripples radiating from her bobbing breasts as she hooked her shoulders onto the rim of the pool, eying the holstaur maid. “I’ve bent more than my share of fools to my whims, my dear Daughter. A touch here. A stroke there. A flashing necklace corrupting the mind. You’ll need to do better than that to corrupt me.”

The Daughter giggled. “My lady, I don’t intend to hypnotize you.”

“Oh really?”

“Really! Instead, I and the Mother wish to give you more powers to do so.”

At that, Elizabeth cocked an interested brow. “Is that so?”

The young holstaur leaned in closer, fairly pressing up against Elizabeth. So close their breasts brushed each other. Elizabeth sucked in a breath, feeling a flash of something shoot through her.

“Yes,” the holstaur said earnestly. “For Mother is so very impressed by what you have accomplished, my lady. She knows of your powers and your influence. And she believes that you could be one blessed by the goddess herself.”

“Is that so?” Elizabeth said again.

“Yes,” the Daughter said, so close, her lips so near. So red. So kissable and soft. “You have many powers over men, my lady. But you could have so many more. Mother was very impressed when I told her your skill with a necklace. With suggestion. With power and voice.”

Elizabeth looked closer at the brunette, an itch of familiarity at the back of her mind. “Do I… know you?”

The Daughter giggled. “In another life,” she said, sliding closer, pushing her generous tits against Elizabeth’s own. “But I know who you are now.”

“You do?” Elizabeth said.

“Yes,” the Daughter breathed, moving closer, Elizabeth watching those soft lips speak with a strange fascination. “You are a woman in control. With power. With the ability to climb to ever greater heights. And the Mother wishes to help you do so.”

“Does she now?” Elizabeth said, the words falling from her mouth as she watched the Daughter’s lips move. Felt those soft breasts move against her own. The holstaur’s legs ease between hers, the Daughter’s lashes flutter as she rubbed her velvet pussy against the noblewoman’s leg.

“Yes,” the Daughter breathed. “Imagine what you could do with breasts such as mine? With wonderful milk that gave new understanding to those who drank it? With breasts no mind could resist? With beauty beyond mortal knowing? You could be even more than you are now.”

“And you can give that to me?” Elizabeth said softly as her hands moved through the water like hunting sharks, grasping the Daughter’s plump bottom, squeezing it delightfully.

“Mmm. The Mother can,” the Daughter said, rubbing herself more insistently against Elizabeth’s leg. “She can… ah… give you that power. And of course, she will send me b-back with you. An advisor to… mmm… help you understand the will of the… the goddess…”

“She does think of everything, doesn’t she?” Elizabeth purred as the holstaur whimpered against her, moaning and rubbing herself against the curvaceous noble. “And you will earn your keep at my side?”

“Yes,” the Daughter gasped.

“How can I be sure?”

“Let me show you…”

Elizabeth knew it was coming, but when the Daughter leaned in and kissed her, the experience was beyond her imagining. Those lips moved against hers, a tongue brushing forth, requesting entrance. A request quickly answered, and Elizabeth moaned as the kiss deepened. As the Daughter’s hand slid, brushed against Elizabeth’s pussy beneath the warm water.

The steam breathed against Elizabeth again, her breasts tingling as the Daughter rubbed her own against them. It was as if she had entered a strange otherworld of pleasure. Of clouds and warmth and soft, adoring hands and breasts. She moaned, greedily massaging the Daughter’s plump bottom, pulling the soft holstaur harder against her, bucking as she rode the other woman’s fingers.

“So lovely,” the Daughter gasped between kisses. “So beautiful. Let me serve you, my lady. Please. I want you. Want to help you. Want to love you…”

“Then… ah…” Elizabeth gasped. “Then you’d… you’d best e-earn your place, girl.”

“With pleasure… Mmmmy lady. With… ah… pleasure…”

Pleasure promised.

And delivered.

Elizabeth moaned into the kissing lips of the busty holstaur, her hips rocking against the other woman’s eager fingers. Their bodies pressed together.

Stroking.

Gasping.

Moaning.

Elizabeth felt her peak pound behind her eyes with growing urgency. Gods, was this what she’d been missing? Well, never again! She’d have as much of this as she wanted. As much of the Daughter as she could bear. She’d take this eager slut back to Port Ramman and keep her near at all times. She’d grind herself on the slut’s tongue whenever she wanted. She’d milk the mooing holstaur whenever she could. She’d use her. Fuck her. Tease her. She’d accept this goddess. This pleasure with joy. With delight!

“Yes,” Elizabeth moaned. “Yes! Goddess yessss!”

“My lady… Oh my lady,” the holstaur moaned as she arched, lifting her lips from Elizabeth’s, her breasts rising from the waters, pressing to the noble woman’s face. Without hesitation Elizabeth took a nipple in her mouth and greedily sucked.

Warm milk gushed into her mouth, tingling on her tongue, swirling down her throat. The holstaur wailed, shuddering, cumming on Elizabeth’s leg with shameless delight, and only then did Elizabeth allow herself to peak. Only when the girl had gone before her did she cum, moaning atop the plunging fingers of the holstaur.

She floated on a sea of pleasure. Of warm cream and ecstasy as she rode her orgasm back to earth. Gasping, she realized she was still suckling from the holstaur’s creamy breast, and with reluctance, pulled away.

The Daughter smiled down at her, cheeks flushed, soft lips parted. “Do I… do I meet your approval, my lady?”

Elizabeth licked her lips, chasing the last taste of that cream. “I think we can… make an arrangement. Though,” she added, planting her hands on the edge of the pool, lifting herself out of it, water cascading like falls from her curves as she planted her rear on the rim, her legs parted to reveal the pink flower of her cunt. “I think I may need to see all your skills.”

The Daughter giggled. “Of course,” she said, sinking into the waters before the noble, moving between her parted thighs, her tongue flicking out, tasting Elizabeth’s pussy, then kissing, and soon pressing her tongue deep into the noble woman’s cunny.

Elizabeth moaned, head tilting back, thighs closing, locking the eager young holstaur against her pussy. The delicate tongue teasing and stroking her sensitive cunt, strumming her clit with a skill that made her thighs tighten and press the hard horns of the holstaur against her inner thighs.

Elizabeth groaned, hips rocking, nibbling her lower lip and fondling her own impressive breasts as the priestess of the goddess got to work pleasuring her. Hmm… Elizabeth had never been a very spiritual person.

But if it meant enjoying the eager ministrations of such a… ah… devoted priestess… perhaps she could make an exception…

End
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Black Priestess

The floor is cold beneath your bare knees as you finish your morning prayers. Before you, the statue of the goddess rises high, the stones glittering with the sunlight that filters through from a nearby window. The statue’s loving gaze makes you feel warm and tight with pleasure, aware of the powers of the goddess all around you.

“Blessed Heffana,” you say, the words rolling easily off your tongue, ingrained in your every fiber. “Thank you for your gifts. For your power to spread your word. For the blessed peace of your love. For the devotion of your daughters and sons.

“Great Mother,” you continue, lifting your eyes, feeling the power of the goddess swell in your breast, your milk sloshing as you lean towards the idol with adoration. “Thank you for guiding us to this place. For your teachings which bring us pleasure. For your… mmm… blessings…”

That word makes your head spin a little, your breasts heaving with sensitivity. You twitch as you hear a door open behind you. Close. “Th-thank you for your cream, blessed in my breasts. Thank you for… for all that you do for us. For your kindness. For your love.”

You listen to the soft footfalls crossing the room, trembling, your breasts so aching to be milked you can barely follow through the catechisms. “B-blessed are your daughters, who mnnn!”

Your prayer falls into a moan as teasing hands reach around you, filling their palms with your fat teats. “Such an earnest devotional!” Lamora’s voice purrs. “How clever you are.”

“L-Lamora!” you gasp.

“Please, don’t let me interrupt. Continue, sister dear.”

You groan as her hands massage your fat teats. Ooooh, Lamora has always been so naughty. Even after the two factions of the temple joined together, she only relished more in the Black Mother’s teachings. How pleasure was the best way to get closer to the goddess. She’s not necessarily wrong, but she does delight in explaining it to novices.

And she loves doing it to none quite so much as you. As you moan, panting, your breasts bouncing in her hungry hands, your novice’s gown already sports two damp spots as your cream leaks. You flush with shame, though you know there’s nothing to be ashamed of, as Lamora is always quick to remind you. Although such a senior priestess should be out in the world, making new converts, she seems to have decided you need some… personal instructions.

“F-for in her… her name,” you stammer, “we… ah… we blessed many take… mnnnn! Take the w-word of the g-goddess… ah…”

“Wrong prayer,” Lamora informs you, kissing your ear, her own fat teats pressing into your back like two firm pillows.

Your cheeks burn. She’s right. You got all mixed up. “I um…”

“Shh. Now now. It’s okay. You get so confused when you’re all pent up like this. Did you let the bulls milk you this morning?”

“O-of course!” you gasp.

“Oooh, lying! How naughty. You know how I can tell? Because you love feeling so full. So pent up. So tight and horny as you praise the goddess. Don’t you?”

You wish she didn’t know you so well. It’s true. Ever since you became a holstaur you can’t get over how delightful your tits feel stuffed to the brim with milk! “It um… it helps me c-connect to the… ah… the g-godess…”

“Is that right? But you’re making so many mistakes. Well, don’t you worry. Mommy Lamora’s got the cure. You just need a good… thorough… fucking!”

You gasp as she suddenly whirls you around, towering over you. The tanned beauty gazes down at you, smirking, her big, jiggly tits on full display as she presses you back onto the floor. She’s naked. Of course she’s naked. Naturally there’s nothing wrong with that. The female form is something to be celebrated, as the goddess decrees. But the way Lamora luxuriates in her tanned curves makes you so hot and bothered. From her big, brown tits to her toned stomach to her…

Her…

You stare, gobsmacked at the sight of the dark rubber phallus jutting from her waist, strapped around her hips with belts. The dark holstaur grins.

“I knew you’d skipped your worship, sweet thing. Now’s time for your punishment.”

“O-oh! But um…”

“Hush. Just… have… fun…”

Your breath hitches, coming short and fast as you watch, hypnotized as Lamora yanks you’re your robe and dips her head to your tits, her tongue flicking your nipple, making you gasp, buck. Her hips rock, teasing the thick head of her rubber cock against your flushed pussy, parting just the lower lips.

“Mmm. Just as I thought. Tight as a drum,” she says, flicking your breast, making you groan as the sharp impact reverberates across your jiggling tit flesh. “Honestly. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you kept yourself all pent up just so I’d have to milk you.”

Your cheeks burn, but the denial never quite seems to formulate. Especially under Lamora’s teasing gaze as her lips gently kiss circles around your nipples, peppering your pink areola until you’re whimpering, your cream sloshing in your overstuffed teats, leaking thin trails down the globes of your tits.

“Naughty girl,” Lamora purrs. “Guess it’s up to me to help you…”

“L-Lamora, I… Mnnnn!”

Your words fall away as Lamora’s lips lock onto your nipple, sucking hungrily at your teat. You groan, head falling back in peak pleasure as Lamora suckles you, her hips moving forward, spearing you atop her rubber cock.

“Ooooooh!” you moan as your pussy tightens around that gloriously thick phallus. Not as large as the bulls of course, but as Lamora pounds it into you, her soft curves locked with yours, her teasing lips sucking your needy nipples while her hands expertly pump your breasts, you don’t even mind.

You ride her cock under the approving stone eyes of the goddess, gasping and moaning as Lamora pounds into you with short, fast thrusts of her delicious cock.

“Oh goddess… G-goddess yes. Yes! Oh goddess! Yes! Please! Goddess! Goddess! Oooooh!”

Your voice rises as Lamora hefts your tits, squeezing and massaging them, milking you for all you’re worth, your cream gushing from your overstuffed tits with sharp bursts. Splattering onto the floor, your hips slapping Lamora’s as she fucks you at the feet of your goddess, your hands grasping Lamora’s horns like handles as you ride her cock.

“Lamora! Lamora, I… I’m gonna… gonna… Mooooooo!”

Your lowing cry echoes in the room, hitching as your orgasm comes in sharp bursts of almost painful pleasure, your mind going as white as your milk as you cum, cum, cum around Lamora’s thick rubber cock.

You come to lying on the floor, panting, head spinning as you stare up at the statue of the goddess. You feel an aching emptiness as Lamora withdraws her phallus from within you, the other holstaur stepping over you, towering over you like the goddess herself, but far more real, more here, and even sexier. Her smirk makes your heart flutter.

“Well? Feeling more… clear headed?” the holstaur says.

Your tongue feels thick but you manage a nod. “Y-yes,” you gasp.

“Good girl. Then, you can recite all twenty commandments of the goddess between licks of my ass, right?”

“U-um…”

“Of course you can,” Lamora purrs as she turns, lowering her soft rump onto your face, sealing you beneath the benevolent curves of her ass. “You’re my star pupil!”

You tingle with pride and pleasure, and eagerly get to work. After all, there’s over eighty commandments the goddess handed down, and you’ll enjoy spelling out each one into Lamora’s glorious ass. For as she said, you’re her star pupil.

And learning is ever so much fun.

End
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Visit the White Mother

No matter how hard you try (which, admittedly, is not very) you can’t get the image of the White Mother out of your mind. Those milky curves. That soft, motherly affection. Those heavy, heaving breasts simply sloshing with rich, delicious cream. Just the though of burying your face between her immense breasts or beneath her ample ass makes your cock twitch with excitement.

You clear your throat, circumspectly crossing your legs. “I ah, think a visit to the White Mother might be in order.”

Raya actually brightens at that. “I see. A wise choice. Come. I will show you to her.”

Quickly you follow Raya out of the room and into the halls of the temple. The White Mother awaits!

The White Mother


Leave with Treasures

You stare up into the White Mother’s face, tempted. Good gods you’re tempted to say yes. To stay. To remain here as her bull or cow. Her obedient worshipper.

And yet, are you willing to give up yourself? To surrender who you are? What you are? Are you willing to forego your home? Your fortune? Your adventures beyond this place?

The more you think about it, the less the appeal of the temple remains. More and more, you realize you don’t want this place. You never intended to remain at the temple all your days. Yours is a soul bent for adventure. For independence.

The moment passes, and by the way the White Mother’s radiant face softens, you know she sees it as well.

“I understand,” she says, and the sadness in her voice almost makes you give in again, but you fight past that pang of almost filial guilt.

“Sorry,” you say. “Not to say it wouldn’t be an amazing life, here at the temple with, ah, you. But, I can’t.”

“No need to explain,” she says, curling a lock of your hair in her finger. “Perhaps the goddess intends another fate for you. I cannot say. But, as you wish, I shall open the vaults and allow you to take what gold and artifacts you wish from them. For you have returned to us a treasure beyond the worth of any trinket held within those walls. So too will I provide an escort to bring you back to the coast.”

“That’s very generous,” you say.

“I know,” the White Mother says, letting your hair slide off her finger. She pulls back, lifts her head. “Raya?”

From beyond the doors, the holstaur priestess pokes her head in. “Mother?”

“Show the Messenger to the vaults, and allow him his pick of what lies within. As thanks for his aid to the temple.”

“Of course. This way.”

You rise unsteadily, following the busty holstaur out of the shrine. As you pass through the steaming baths and back into the temple itself, the aching longing for the White Mother begins to fade. You feel your thoughts turning away from her and back to the future. To returning to Alba with a treasure trove of gold and relics. Your career is made! You find yourself smiling in anticipation.

After all, you came to the Emerald Shore looking for fame and fortune. And by the gods, you’ll be heading back with plenty of both.

Fortune and Fame


Slave to Lamora

Once you had muscles.

Once you had strength.

Once you had free will and the power to use it.

But that was before.

Before obedience.

Before pleasure.

Before mistress.

Mistress, who brought you to the distant realm of Alba. Who brought you home on a ship crewed by her obedient milk slaves.

Mistress, who used your knowledge of the court to get close to the princess and the queen.

Mistress, who is in the royal bedchambers you stand guard to, blushing at the moans and pants echoing from behind the doors.

You’re not sure what she intends you to do if someone tries to force their way in. After all, everyone can see how soft and weak you are. Shirtless, wearing nothing but a pair of silk pants with a belt of jewels, your slender frame twitches with every cry of orgasm that reaches you through the door. Your mouth is so terribly dry for another drink of mistress’s cream, though you suspect it is what keeps you so slim and weak. After all, mistress likes her bimbo boys nice and soft for when you lick the cum out of her after she fucks a greater male.

A man would be humiliated by such things, but you’re mistress’s bimbo boy, and bimbo boys love every command they’re given.

You straighten as you hear the moans fall off from within the bedchamber, and step back as the door creaks open. Lamora exits, a robe lazily thrown over her, open at the front to reveal her plush breasts still shining with sweat. You can actually see the gleam of the princess’s saliva on her needy nipples, and jealousy burns in your heart.

“Mistress,” you say as you trot after her down the hall. “Did you enjoy your time?”

“Mmm. Very,” Lamora chuckles throatily. “The princess is such an eager student.”

“And her changes…”

“Are coming along spectacularly,” Lamora purrs.

You don’t doubt it. Every time you’ve seen the princess, the future queen, she has been curvier than before, her breasts straining her once modest gowns. You know too well that soon, her breasts will be filled with sweet, mind numbing cream. Cream her future husband and king will be unable to resist, transforming him into a dumb bull or weak bimbo for his wife, who in turn is the loving milk slave of your mistress.

Ah, the plays of power and politics.

It’s not far to Lamora’s personal chambers, and you obediently open the door, letting her glide past, her perfume swirling in your nose and making your head grow light and cock hard. You shut the door behind you, candles burning in the chamber, glittering off mirrors and jewels and gowns. After all, the personal priestess to the royals deserves her treasures.

Lamora wears none of it as she sits down on the bed, shrugging off her robe and baring her tanned shoulders. “Slave? My shoulders ache. Would you mind?”

Excitement surges through you like an electric shock. “Of course, mistress,” you eagerly say, hurrying to her. You climb onto the bed behind her, dwarfed by her back as your hands delicately touch her dark flesh, digging your fingers tenderly into her shoulders.

Lamora moans softly, the sound having a distinctly bovine hint to it as you work your magic fingers into the knots of her muscles. “Mmm. That’s it. Thank you, slave. Attending the princess can be so… tiring…”

“I imagine so,” you say.

She glances back. “Slave, is that jealousy I hear?”

You flush hotly. “N-no, mistress. I um… Th-that is…”

Her eyes dance with mirth, but that only makes you blush hotter. Lamora slowly turns, and as ever, you’re struck by the difference in size. It wasn’t always so pronounced, but now, she towers over you in body and in presence. You feel so weak before her. So needy, helpless as she gently touches your chest.

“Sweet slave,” she coos, gently pushing you down onto the bed. “You know you’re my pretty bimbo boy. Right?”

“Y-yes,” you say, obediently lying back, watching as she lazily moves forward, straddling your slender frame, her legs soon trapping your arms under her.

“And you know you’re my favorite milk slut, right?”

“Yes,” you say, your voice growing softer, needier as she inches closer, her face barely visible past the globes of her breasts.

“And you know that I love my pretty bimbo boy, right?” she coos as she settles on your chest, her pussy still slick with the oral obedience of the princess. Her scent overwhelming you as she gently presses you under her. “My obedient bimbo who love their mistress so much he gets smothered under her big, milky tits every night, right? Gets his cute bimbo cock nice and hard for her?”

“Yessss,” you moan, your head already growing heavy with desire. Your body hot with lust, trembling under her words and her soft curves, your tongue obediently drawn into the warmth of her pussy as she presses herself down on your face.

“Mmm. And you know… that I love my pretty… ah… mindless bimbo boy, yes?”

“Mmmm,” you moan, sinking deeper and deeper under her control. Under her command. Drunk on her presence. On your devotion. Jealousy is forgotten. After all, you are her favorite slave. Her obedient milk slut. Her eager, mindless bimbo toy, lapping at her cunt, teasing your tongue against the hood of her clit until that sweet pearl reveals itself to you.

“Mnnnn,” Lamora moans as you gently suck on that bead, licking, adoring her, an expert in what she enjoys, and there’s nothing she enjoys more than crushing you under herself, riding your tongue. The only thing she might enjoy more is making you do so while she’s still stuffed with another man’s cum.

Just the thought of all the humiliations she’s put you through makes your face warm and your tongue move faster in her. You love your mistress so. You love her more than anything. You love how she humiliates you. Uses you. Toys with you. You love being at her side, under her, with her. You’d do anything for more of her. Your life has no meaning without her.

You’re hers.

Body.

Mind.

Soul.

And she knows it. She’s made you this. Willingly you gave yourself to her, and eagerly she takes it, grinding your face under her pussy, relishing her power over you, smothering you under her body and cunt.

“Yes! Yes! Deeper! Deeper! Oh fuck, my bimbo… ooooh my good bimbo! My slave! Good boy! Oh good boy! Make mommy cum! Make mommy cow cum for her slut! Fuck yes… Oh goddess! Yesss! Moooooo!”

Her orgasm surges through her, and you eagerly lap up her juices, even as she soaks your face and the sheets beneath you. Her pussy presses down on you so hard you can barely breathe, but as darkness closes in at the edges of your vision, you know that to die under her would be a gift in itself. Your fate is hers to decide. You are hers. Utterly.

Just before you pass out, Lamora lifts herself off you. You gasp, sucking in greedy gulps of air, your narrow chest aching from the pressure of her body.

“Oops!” Lamora giggles without a hint of true contrition. “Look at that. I almost smothered you under my pussy! We can’t have that, can we? After all,” she coos, propping herself up at the head of the bed, nudging your hard cock with her foot, “the night is still so young. Now,” she says, opening her arms. “Come to mommy, slave.”

Your chest still aches, forcing you to crawl across the bed to her. But as soon as she gathers you against the plush pillows of her tits, all your pain vanishes. As you fit snugly against her curves, your hungry lips obediently finding a familiar thick nipple, you sink into blessed obedience, moaning as you suckle her breast, milk gushing into your mouth.

“Mmmm,” Lamora moans, stroking your hair as you suckle, curling up against your busty mistress like a good slave. “There we go. Gooood boy. What a good bimbo I have. That’s right. Drink up. Drink deep. Mmm… Such a… good slave… Ah… That’s right. Drink mommy’s lovely milk. The princess could barely handle a… ah… mouthful. Mmmooooo…”

You float on sweet submission, adoringly suckling your mistress. This is your life now. A plaything of a holstaur, abused and coddled in equal measure, and loving all of it. You’ll never leave your mistress’s arms. You’ll serve her, love her, obey her for the rest of your days. Your adventure found its end in the arms of your mistress.

For now, and forevermore.
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