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    Intro 
 
      
 
    Monster Girl Tower was, without a doubt, the most ambitious project I ever undertook. Probably the longest too. But above all else, I believe it was a real success. The tiered encounters lent themselves very well to a serial adventure, all of which owes a lot to Amanda Clover’s Easily Defeated Hero series, who pioneered the serial CYOA. I’ll admit to shamelessly ripping off the idea, but like to think I managed to put my own twist on it. 
 
    It was also my first solo book series that managed to climb in sales. To be sure, I’ve hit number 1 in various erotica subgenres before, but always writing collaboratively. This was my first attempt at giving my own series the same sort of momentum, and thanks to my fans, it did spectacularly. I especially want to thank Amanda Clover for her support to this project, and Holymeh1 for the outstanding artwork for the books. 
 
    The next CYOA series is already underway, and I can’t wait to show it to the world. But I’ll always look back at Monster Girl Tower and the quest against Morgana with pride, and for new readers and old, I hope you enjoy it too. 
 
      
 
    Jay Aury 
 
    Dec 2020 
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    Marriage Prospects 
 
      
 
    Your sword flashes through the morning light, marking your last day as a free man. 
 
    Perspiration shines on your forehead as you follow through the cut, reversing your grip and slashing the training ground dummy until it spews its straw guts all over the ground. 
 
    “Wonderfully done m’lord!” Jenkins calls. 
 
    Greg grunts. 
 
    You lower your sword, panting, your shirt clinging to your chest. “Thanks,” you inform the two guards. They stand not far, leaning on their spears, Jenkins smiling as ever, holly crudely interwoven in the band of his helmet, marking the celebratory nature of today. 
 
    “Was that like the sort a technique you used on them orcish raiders a few months back?” 
 
    You wince at the memory of the encounter. “Yeah,” you say. “Something like that.” 
 
    “Bang on, eh Greg?” Jenkins says, nudging his fellow guard. 
 
    “Mrph,” Greg says into his high collar. 
 
    “The lady Celia certainly hit the jackpot with our young master,” Jenkins says cheerily as you trudge towards the water bucket, his and Greg’s armour rattling as they follow you. “Why, our young master is without a doubt one of the best matches in all the seven realms. A warrior and scholar to boot! Why, it’s a wonder he hasn’t been snatched up already.” 
 
    “Yes,” you say dryly, wiping your face with a soaked rag. “Fancy that.” 
 
    As you stand there, your eyes inevitably wander to the stables not far. Under guard as well, you can’t fail but notice. Your mother has been thorough indeed. Your turn back to the two guards, the latest in a line of soldiery who’ve been shadowing your every move since you learned of your impending nuptials and wash your face with a rag from the bucket. 
 
    “Would you mind giving me a moment alone? I need to think…” 
 
    “Oh, can’t do that milord!” Jenkins says, nodding his chinless head. “Oh no! Your mother, the lady Vale may she live long, was very explicit! She was worried that someone might try and make an attempt on your life before the ceremony. So we have to stay close. Just in case!” 
 
    “Yes. I’m sure that’s exactly what she told you,” you say. 
 
    “Besides, milord. I believe it’s near noon. Your mother is expecting you in the fitting room. Mustn’t keep her waiting.” 
 
    “Oh no,” you say, slinging the dripping rag over a shoulder and stalking towards the bulky edifice of the castle. “Mustn’t do that.” 
 
    The shadow of the minaret laden keep falls over you. You squint up at the rotting masonry of the once mighty castle. Your family has fallen on hard times indeed. It’s not that you aren’t sympathetic. You are. It’s just you really would prefer not to be anchored in holy matrimony because of it. 
 
    Still, effort has been made to spruce up the castle. Flowers and garlands drape every unoccupied corner and someone even saw fit to scrub the floors. At an all too familiar door, Jenkins steps up beside you and raps his mailed fist against it. 
 
    “This’s my favorite part a the job,” Jenkins informs you. 
 
    “Then please, by all means,” you say. 
 
    Jenkins grins and clears his throat. “Milady? The Prince Arthur Vale has arrived.” 
 
    “About time!” snaps a voice that makes you wince like a whip just lashed your back. “Send the idiot in!” 
 
    Jenkins is still smiling blissfully as he opens the door and ushers you inside. 
 
    You’re grim faced as you cross the threshold and into your personal chambers. It’s fairly spartan besides the bookcases, desk and large bed. The wardrobe is wide open, and from its unplumbed depths your maid, Genevieve, is laying out a pressed dress uniform. 
 
    Despite your best efforts, your eyes are invariably drawn to the withered figure sitting on the edge of the bed. According to portraits your mother was once a stunning beauty, with skin as rich as cream and hair like spun gold. Perhaps someone left her out in the sun too long, because the woman before you is as wrinkled as a walnut with a pinched, bitter face like she spends her evening sucking lemons. Her wispy hair is done up and her body wrapped up in a royal gown trimmed with gold thread. In her wrinkled hands she grips tight a cane that featured prominently in your childhood, usually to the tune of, ‘I’ll give you something to cry about!’ 
 
    “Mother,” you say. 
 
    “Gods above. Look at you! What the devil were you doing you idiot! You’re drenched with sweat. This is your wedding day!” 
 
    “Is it? Oh!” you cry, slapping your forehead. “I knew there was something I forgot.” 
 
    Her eyes narrow further, practically vanishing among her wrinkles. She rises, jabbing the tip of her cane into your chest. “Don’t you get smart with me, young man. Much is riding on this match. Do you have any idea how hard it was to make it!?” 
 
    “How did you make it, anyway?” you ask with interest. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This match. How did you? We’re not exactly a rich kingdom. How’d you manage it?” 
 
    Your mother sniffs. “Well! It wasn’t easy, I’ll tell you that. But that girl’s family has grown desperate. Seems young Celia had a wandering eye. Shacked up with a bard come to her father’s court and ran away with him.” 
 
    “Ah,” you say, already envisioning the ending to that romantic tryst. “I take it that didn’t work out?” 
 
    “Of course not!” your mother snaps. “The slut stumbled back home four days later, barefoot after her lover skipped out on the bill, taking with him all the jewels she brought to help them start their life together. Who would touch such a ruined woman after that, hm?” 
 
    You wince sympathetically. “And this marriage…” 
 
    Your mother sniffs again. “Hmph! Well, no truly noble family would touch her after that. They should be grateful! By marrying you, at least she’ll regain a measure of respect thanks to your work with a sword. But beggars can’t be choosers.” 
 
    “Referring to them, or us?” 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “Nothing. Nothing,” you say, running a hand through your hair and turning to the full body mirror in the corner. Ugh. Gods above. So that was why she was getting married. Poor girl. You grimace at your reflection. And by marrying you, both her and her family are hoping to rebuild a measure of respect. And here you are. Needing a bride. Looks like it worked out for everyone. 
 
    You feel the glaring eyes of your mother and turn back to find her glowering, beady eyes gleaming amid the wrinkles of her face. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” she demands. “I know that look. You’re thinking of something stupid, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I thought I had only stupid thoughts?” 
 
    Your mother’s eyes flesh. “Don’t you start getting clever now, Arthur. Your task is to marry this girl! She’s in the perfect position to settle and settling for you is as good as it’s going to get for her. The only reason we’re even being considered is because of the Black Marsh and that battle with the orcs you, allegedly, heroically helped. So don’t. Screw. This. Up!” she snaps, jabbing you in the chest with her cane. 
 
    “Ow.” 
 
    “Quit your whining! You’re a prince. She’s a princess. It was destiny. Or at least convenient. Now hurry up and take a bath. You reek of the practice field, and I will not be embarrassed by you!” 
 
    “You’re right. How selfish of me to make my wedding day about me. I’m so glad we have these heart to hearts,” you say. “It reminds me why I left the castle and delved into the marshes and forests and other places where horrific monsters are always trying to kill me.” 
 
    “And plowing the tavern wenches.” 
 
    “Well, that too…” you admit. 
 
    She jabs her cane into your chest again. “Listen here, boy. You have only one job to do. As soon as the ceremony is done, take Celia to the suite, and fuck her like you would those tavern whores. Gods know you probably have enough bastards running around already. Get her fat with your children so she can’t get away. You hear me? Once she’s with child she won’t dare divorce you, no matter how much of a cretin you are, and we’ll have a good slice of her family lands. Do the one thing you’re bloody good at. Got it!” 
 
    You grimace at your mother’s words. “Thank you for taking such an interest in our married life. Would you like to be in the room to ensure I properly consummate things?” you ask caustically. 
 
    Your mother tilts back her head, her glare enough to pickle a lime. The butt of her cane slams down on the floor. “Genevieve!” 
 
    “Yes, your majesty?” the maid says, eyes lowered deferentially. 
 
    “See his clothes are laid out for the ceremony proper. Not a wrinkle, you hear me! He can be as slobby as he likes after he has the girl. But until then, we have to make him at least look like he’s a prince.” 
 
    “Of course, my queen.” 
 
    Your mother huffs. She cuts you with another glare and hobbles out of the room, the door slamming behind her like the stroke of doom. 
 
    You let out a slow breath, deflating a little. 
 
    “What a cow,” Genevieve says. 
 
    You turn towards the busty maid as she demurely lays out your second uniform on the bed. “Genevieve!” you gasp in mock horror. “My word! You cannot talk about her that way. She is the lady of the house.” 
 
    “Well, it’s true,” she says lightly as she smooths out some of the medals on the uniform. 
 
    “Extremely so. But all the same, you shouldn’t talk like that. If any other servant heard, they’d be more than happy to sell you out to my mother for a quick reward.” 
 
    Genevieve scoffs. “True. Sure you won’t be taking me along when you get married?” the maid says, hooking a finger in her blouse and tugging it down, revealing more of the creamy valley of her tits. “I would be ever so grateful, my lord, if I could continue to serve you.” 
 
    You feel your cock harden against the stiff pants you were forced into. Ohhhh it’s tempting. Genevieve has been a mainstay for you. The maid has only been too eager to let you fuck her. And it’s a temptation to ensure you keep those little trysts ongoing. But you know too well your mother will prevent you taking any of your old servants along to your new home. The old bag might be a bitch of the highest order, but she’s sharp as a knife and about as motherly. 
 
    “Afraid not,” you say, shaking your head. “Looks like this is the last time we’ll see each other.” 
 
    Genevieve shrugs. “Hmm. Pity. Well,” she says, her eyes smoky as she tugs at the hem of her dress, revealing her shapely thighs. “One last ride, my lord? For old time’s sakes?” 
 
    You mock gasp. “Genevieve! Such a brazen display. And on my wedding day! Have you no shame?” 
 
    Genevieve smirks, fluttering her dark lashes. “Oh my lord! Surely you won’t hold such a thing against me,” Genevieve demurs, bowing her head. But her eyes are filled with mischief as she glances up from between her lashes.  
 
      
 
    Punish Her with a Spanking 
 
    Punish Her with Your Cock 
 
    Submit to Her 
 
    Leave Her Be 
 
    

  

 
   
    Spanking 
 
      
 
    You smirk, slowly pulling off a dove white glove. “Genevieve,” you say hotly, sauntering towards her. “I would think your parents raised you better than to speak so brazenly about your betters.” 
 
    Genevieve giggles, looking up at you from between her long lashes. “Mmm. I suppose not, my lord.” 
 
    “Clearly, they have been lax with your education.” You take a seat on the bed and pat your lap. “Over my knees, Genevieve. I fear it’s time you take your proper punishment.” 
 
    Genevieve’s cheeks are warm as she saunters towards you, her hips swinging. Fuck you love those hips. Many are the times you’ve grasped those generous curves as you thrust you cock into her tight cunt. But you’ll be a married man soon. And you’re not likely to have a chance to claim such lovely curves again. 
 
    She drapes herself over your lap, her plush breasts mashed against your legs. “Does this please my prince?” she asks coquettishly. 
 
    “Very much.” You smirk, your hand stroking her ass. You suddenly flip up her skirt, Genevieve gasping as you reveal the soft globes of her bottom. “Why Genevieve!” you say in mock shock as your finger traces the crease of her flawless rump. “No panties? Why, one would almost think you came here expecting me to fuck you.” 
 
    Genevieve purrs with delight. “Oooh, forgive me, my lord. I’ve been such a slut.” 
 
    “Yes. And that deserves punishment.” 
 
    You palm comes down on her rump in a stinging blow, Genevieve squeaking in delight at the sharp rap of flesh on flesh. “Ooooh,” she moans, her ass fairly rippling from the impact. 
 
    Your hand strokes her ass again. “Count them, slut.” 
 
    “Yesss master. One. Ah!” she gasps as again your hand impact her plump bottom. “T-two. Threeeeee!” 
 
    You bite your lip as she rocks on your lap, her stomach stroking your rapidly stiffening cock through your pants. You feel hot. Heavy. Fuck but she is a tempting beauty. The sound of your hand impacting her reddening bottom stirs you. Her panting voice counting down every impact. 
 
    “T-tennnnnn!” Genevieve moaned, her ass wiggling on your lap. 
 
    Your hand comes down again, but not with the cruel smack of before. Instead, you give her toned rump a gentle tap. “Did you learn your lesson?” you ask her. 
 
    “Ohh yessss my lord,” Genevieve pants, tears in her eyes, but her face is so flushed with pleasure you know she more than enjoyed it. 
 
    “Good. I’m glad you’ve learned your lesson,” you say, your index finger stroking the seam of her reddened bottom. Your finger sliding slowly down… 
 
    “M-my lord? What… nnnn!” she moans as you stroke the damp gusset of her pussy. 
 
    “Oh dear, Genevieve. Did you enjoy that?” you say. “Did you enjoy me spanking your slutty ass?” 
 
    “Mnnnn! Yessss,” she moans, her hips rocking as your finger playfully traces her slit. 
 
    “But you didn’t cum. And you know, if you do, you’ll probably get it all over my pants. And then whatever will I do for my wedding? Do you intend for me to walk down the aisle with your pussy juice all over my pant leg? Where everyone could see? Marking me like a bitch in heat?” 
 
    Genevieve is breathing hard. Her eyes are practically spinning with pleasure. Oh, you do enjoy this. She’s just so adorable when she’s so terrible hot and bothered and desperate. 
 
    “Have… ah… made sure… have a spare pair of pants made up,” she pants. 
 
    “My. You do think of everything. Then, there’s nothing to stop me from making you cum, is there?” you say, stroking her faster, your fingers schlicking into her tight cunt. And she’s not the only one enjoying it. Your cock is rock hard as she continues to rock against you, stroking you. You’re getting closer to your own peak. The delight of torturing this shapely woman with pleasure filling you with breathless lust. 
 
    “Oooooh!” she moans, her pussy tightening on your plunging fingers. “Noooo my lord!” 
 
    “Then cum for me, Genevieve. Cum for your king.” 
 
    “Masterrrrrrr!” Genevieve screams, shaking as she hits that height, her ass tightening as she cum, squirting around your fingers and all over your pants. 
 
    You take a deep breath, withdrawing your fingers from her cunt. “Genevieve,” you breathe. “Naughty girl. Look at what you’ve done.” 
 
    Genevieve laughs breathlessly as she eases off your leg. “Forgive me, my lord. But I’m only a slut. I just couldn’t help myself. Oh!” she gasps, her lips lifting in amusement as she sees the utterly unsubtle bulging of your pants. “And it seems my lord enjoyed it too.” 
 
    “Fair to say,” you smirk. 
 
    Her eyes grow lidded. “My lord,” she says, crawling between your legs. “It would be… so unkind of your slut to leave you so. After all, to walk down the aisle in such a state? Whatever would the guests say?” 
 
    You hiss as she unlaces your pants, your cock springing into the open, throbbing at attention. “Fuck,” you gasp. “Saucy little minx, aren’t you?” 
 
    Genevieve giggles, her eyes smoky as she leans forward, her tongue running up the underside of your cock. “Mmnnn. But of course, my lord. After all, I live to serve.” 
 
    And serve she does, for the next moment those soft lips engulf your cock, her eyes lidded as she bobs eagerly atop you. You groan, leaning back as inch after inch of your shaft is devoured between those soft lips. You grasp her brown hair, fingers tightening as she bobs faster and faster. Eager to taste your cum and feel you peak. 
 
    “Oh yessss,” you moan. “That’s it. Suck me, Genevieve. Kiss your king’s cock. Oh fuuuuuck. I’m getting closer, Genevieve. Closer. Mnn… Fuck. Yes. Yes! Oh fuck yes! Cumming!” 
 
    You cry out as you cum, your sensitive cock pulsing, feeding her great bursts of your thick cum. Genevieve’s lashes flutter as she dutifully drinks up every drop. When at last you soften, she lifts her head from your lap, her tongue flicking about her plump lips. “Thank you, my lord, for this gift.” 
 
    “A parting one,” you say with a sated sigh. 
 
    “A shame,” Genevieve says, shrugging. “But oh well. I’d better get you that change of pants now.” 
 
    “I should hope so,” you say. 
 
    Genevieve winks. She rises, tucking down her skirt once more to hide her reddened bottom and the juices which stain her inner thighs. Still, you can’t help but smile at the stiff way she walks as she leaves the room to fetch you your change of pants. 
 
    With a sigh you fall back onto the bed, crossing your arms behind your head. Marriage. You’d never thought about getting married. You knew it was your fate. After all, it was the fate of a prince to wed a princess. But it always seemed such a distant prospect. Almost impossible. But here you are. 
 
    And as you count down the minutes to the ceremony, you wonder what fate will have in store. 
 
      
 
    Wedding Day 
 
    

  

 
   
    Leave Her Be 
 
      
 
    It’s tempting to bend the flirty maid over the bed and give her a fucking she’ll never forget, but you’re destined to be a husband today, and you may as well start acting like it. After all, you may not agree with your mother’s motives for this marriage, but you don’t intend to be an absolute asshole to your bride. She’s stuck in this with you, so you should start recognizing it. 
 
    “No, Genevieve. Not this time. Thank you for everything up until now.” 
 
    Genevieve shrugs. It’s little skin off her nose. “Then I’ll withdraw. Farewell, my lord.” 
 
    You watch her depart, eyes glued to the swing of her ass as she opens and shuts the door, vanishing beyond. You sigh, falling back onto the bed, your cock an unfortunate bulge against your trousers. Dammit. You can only hope that you soften up before the ceremony begins… 
 
      
 
    Wedding Day 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wedding Day 
 
      
 
    Weddings happened. 
 
    You’re pretty sure you were involved, or at least said ‘I do’ at some point. You have a vague recollection of walking down an aisle in a chapel aglow from stained glass windows. An austere man in white robes and a very tall hat intoned something while you stood beside a woman so veiled in white she might have been a snowman. Flowers had some hand to play in things, as well as an incense burner that nearly brained you as its bearer swung it too enthusiastically. 
 
    One thing stands out, though. When the priest said, “You may now kiss the bride,” you lifted the veil of your bride to be, and saw her for the first time. 
 
    Much has been said of beauty, but even you can appreciate the loveliness that was revealed. Soft blue eyes and gentle lips. A smattering of freckles and tumbling blonde locks. 
 
    You remember being silent, until you mother jabbed you in the back with her cane, and you’d finally kissed the bride. 
 
    Cheers rang out. You were whisked from the chapel amid a storm of flowers and to the reception, where someone shoved a drink in your hand while you stood in the corner, staring vaguely at a world utterly changed and yet completely the same. 
 
    “Well done my prince!” a bewhiskered man roars at your face. 
 
    “Huh?” you say, coming back to yourself. “Oh! I mean, thank you,” you say belatedly. 
 
    When he laughs you finally recognize him as Reuben, the court wizard. Every castle has a wizard. A necessity in the realms, where sorcery and savagery are often intermingled. Often those wizards come from the capital and the academy there. Yours is named Reuben, and you’re pretty sure your mother mainly keeps him around for the look of things. Stocky, dressed in somewhat soiled robes and a slumping pointy cap, the bearded man smiles at you vaguely, a glass of wine in hand. “Still a bit shocked, eh? No worries! According to my research, you will be for a little bit. But you’ll get used to it. Especially with such a beauty, eh?” 
 
    “Er, yes. Thank you.” 
 
    “Oh yes!” he goes on, swinging his glass errantly. “I remember my marriage. All the responsibilities of that matter come down upon me.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “The weight of family. Of their needs above my own. Oh yes! Didn’t have any time for drinking or hunting or slaying monsters.” 
 
    “Mm…” 
 
    “No! I had a bride at home to think of. Couldn’t throw myself into harms way any longer. Needed to eat healthy. Take care of myself. And of course the children! Needed to be there for them. Raise them well. Yes! Changed my life forever.” 
 
    You look the portly wizard up and down. “Right. Healthy.” 
 
    Reuben laughs again. Hiccups. “Hey!” he suddenly says with a coy wiggle of his brows. “Want to see a magic trick?” 
 
    “I’m really not in the mood…” 
 
    “Watch! I will make this wine… disappear!” 
 
    Reuben pounds back the glasses of wine, then slams the empty glasses down onto the table. “Ta-da!” he exclaims, wiggling his fingers. “Ish gone!” 
 
    “That it is,” you say. 
 
    “Want to know… hic! How I did it?” Reuben asks, squinting blood shot eyes. “It’sh a shecret. Shhhhhhh…” 
 
    You watch as Reuben sags against the table, moments later snoring. You step back, people reaching over the insensate wizard to pick tidbits from the snack bar. 
 
    “Haaaaa…” you sigh. But then duty calls as you must greet and talk politely with a steady stream of visitors and well wishers. Sycophants and the like. All telling you how lucky you are. What a grand thing it is to wed such a beauty. Said beauty is on the other side of the room, demurely greeting other guests, and is it you, or does it seem like you’re being purposefully kept apart? 
 
    You consider approaching, but your mother sees you, and as if sensing your intent purposefully puts herself in the space between you and Celia. You roll your eyes and instead move away from her. Far away. The other side of the continent wouldn’t be far enough, but you suppose the other end of the room will have to do. The balcony doors open at your touch and you walk out and into the garden with a sigh. 
 
    The cool air helps soothe your senses. The hubbub of the room dies behind you, and you clasp your arms behind your back, tilting back your head and staring heavenwards, perhaps for some inspiration beyond the realm of man. The scent of roses hangs heavy in the air. A fountain depicting tastefully nude women hold urns that pour an endless arc of water into the basin below. You linger there, thinking. You always knew you would have to marry a princess. It was the destiny of every prince. Forming alliances with neighbouring realms. Tightening the grip of feudalistic ties. 
 
    Does anything have to change? Well, maybe nothing. Probably everything. You think back to Celia’s circumstances, and can’t help but feel a pang of sympathy. You sigh, breath ghosting in the cold air. You find yourself fingering the ring around your finger. You purse your lips, tightening your hand into a fist. That’s right. You’re married now. And all that such entails. You’d better get used to it. Because you’re a prince. 
 
    And it’s your destiny to wed a princess. 
 
      
 
    Consummate the Vow 
 
    

  

 
   
    Consummate the Vow 
 
      
 
    The room you arrive in is everything you imagined your bridal chamber to be. A massive postered bed consumes the room, everything else seeming to lend greater focus to it. Moonlight spills through the glass doors of the balcony to spread silver light across the sheets. Red silks hang from the walls. Even the furniture seems to point towards it like arrows, drawing the eye to its rolling curtains, and the woman who sits on its edge. 
 
    Gone is the bridal gown, but only to be replaced with a delicate, almost translucent robe just as painfully virgin white as her former dress. It sits gently on her frame, outlining some admittedly appreciable curves, while at the same time giving her all the sexless appeal of a dove. 
 
    You and she stare at each other from across the room, the weight of expectation and royal purpose between you. 
 
    “So,” you say. 
 
    “Yes,” Celia says. 
 
    Again the silence. 
 
    You rub your chin. “A princess, huh? Are you a virgin?” 
 
    The second you see her blush and her eyes lower you’re kicking yourself for being such a fucking idiot. You massage your brow with a sigh. “Look I… Sorry. I’ll try and make this as painless as possible.” 
 
    “Mm,” she says softly. 
 
    Ughhhh. Why isn’t this easy? You’ve never been averse to sex. But this is just so painfully awkward. “Let me just… freshen up,” you say, inching towards the bathroom. 
 
    “Ah,” she says, reaching out nervously. “Do you um, need help?” 
 
    “No, no. I’ll be fine. Be right back,” you say quickly as you slip inside and shut the door firmly behind you. 
 
    In the refreshingly quiet bathroom, you grab the wash basin and stare at yourself in the mirror. Fuck. You can’t do this. This is so… so amazingly awkward. But what are you supposed to do? You’re married now. Rings exchanged. You doubt she wanted it. Again your mother’s story throws itself up in your mind. You groan, grinding your knuckles into your eyes. But what can you do? You’re married now. You can’t forestall things forever. 
 
    Your eyes wander to the window. You move towards it and throw it open. You peer out. The battlements aren’t far. In fact, if you jumped down, you bet you could get to the stable, saddle a horse, and be in Morinsguard by daybreak. Is your royal title really worth this much? You put your foot on the windowsill, lean out. 
 
    Glass shatters beyond the door. A scream rips the night. 
 
    You freeze, hesitate, then bolt back through the bathroom and fling open the door. 
 
    The balcony doors lie shattered. Shards of glass gleam in the light of the candles, illuminating the figure standing in the middle of the room. Hunched forward like a vulture, her wrinkled face is pulled in a foul grin, hair as rangy and silvery as spiderweb around a face so knotted someone might have carved it out of bark. Spindly arms hold Celia tight against her sagging chest, your bride out cold. Around the crone’s neck gleams a silver necklace ending in an amulet framing a teardrop bloodstone. 
 
    “Ooooh,” the crone cackles. “Hello handsome!” 
 
    “What the… Who the fuck are you!” you gasp. 
 
    “Oh, don’t mind me, dearie.” She hefts Celia meaningfully. “Just came to pick up a little something.” 
 
    “The hell you are!” 
 
    You look around, your eyes fixing on a candlestick. You grab it, swinging it about and towards the crone. 
 
    “Oooh! So scary. Love to stay and chat, but things to do. Farewell, handsome!” 
 
    You lunge, but the witch has already bolted out the shattered doors, leaping off the balcony’s ledge. You rush to it and watch, slack jawed as the crone’s gown fans out, flapping like the great black wings of a crow. Her croaking laughter rings out over the castle as she soars away into the night, vanishing amid the stars. 
 
    You stand there for a full minute, staring into the dark. 
 
    Well. 
 
    That’s not fucking good. 
 
      
 
    The Wizard 
 
    

  

 
   
    Punish Her with Your Cock 
 
      
 
    “On the bed,” you order Genevieve. “Now. It’s high time I teach you some respect.” 
 
    Her eyes glitter with delight as she saunters by you, her hips rolling with every step. She climbs onto the bed, raising her plush bottom tantalizingly. “Does this please you, my lord?” she asks. 
 
    You take a moment to admire the scene, then grasp the hem of her skirt and flip it up. The corner of your lip quirks as you reveal her naked ass, raised and ready for a proper reaming, and utterly absent any panties to get in your way. Oh, how well she knows you. 
 
    “Very,” you say, giving her ass a playful smack, sending those soft globes jiggling, accented by her moan. 
 
    “Will you punish me hard?” she asks. 
 
    “Absolutely,” you say as you unlace your pants, producing the thickness of your cock. “We won’t be able to do this anymore. So it needs to be a lesson you’ll never forget.” You reach forward and slide your hand between her thighs. Her breath hitches as your finger glides along her cunny. “You’ll learn respect. Every time you sit down, I want you to remember the feeling of my cock slamming home in you. I want you to learn what it is to serve me.” 
 
    “Oh my lord,” she breathes, her pussy slick against your finger. “Please. Make me yours.” 
 
    You know she’s playing with you. Fuck knows who else in the castle the slut is fucking. But that’s fine. You’ve never been too possessive of your playthings. But you do want to make sure she never forgets this. You grasp her hips and align your cock, parting her ass so you get a direct line to her slick cunt. You rub the head of your cock against her folds, then push home. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” Genevieve moans as you feed inch after inch into her. “Ohhhhh my loooord!” 
 
    “Fuck!” you groan as you draw back and thrust forward again, the impact rippling through her, the slap of flesh almost deafening as you increase your pace, hammering her hot box and feeling her pussy tighten and ripple around your cock. 
 
    “Ooooh my lord! Yes! Yes! Master! Fuck! Fuck me haaaaard!” she cries out, pushing back against you, meeting your thrusts with her own, her teeth nibbling on her bottom lip. 
 
    But you’re far from done. You lean over her, your hips still pounding her, your arms looping around her chest, filling your hands with her tit flesh. She squeaks in surprise, lashes fluttering with delight as you claim her pussy. “Oh my lord! Yes! More!” 
 
    “Always so eager,” you breathe as you give her ample breasts a playful squeeze. “I’m going to miss fucking this cunt. Squeezing these… nnn… breasts…” 
 
    “My lord!” she pants, her thighs quaking in delight. “Oh gods above! Don’t stop. Don’t stop until I… until… mnnnnn!” 
 
    She moans, shuddering as she cums, pussy tightening around your cock with the height of her orgasm. You groan with pleasure as you cum, balls tightening as you unload into her hot cunt. 
 
    Panting, you unsheathe your cock from her, Genevieve whimpering as you pull free. You step back, giving her the space necessary to stand, pulling her skirt back down as if nothing ever happened. 
 
    “Enjoyed it?” you ask. 
 
    “A fine farewell,” she says with an impish grin. 
 
    You chuckle and give her a fond pat on the ass, spurring her on. She moved towards the doors, departing without a word. You don’t hold it against her. Genevieve has ever been concerned with her own affairs, and now that you have nothing to offer her, she’s doubtless on her way to attach herself to someone else. 
 
    That thought reminds you of your wedding, and you sigh, throwing your arms behind your head and staring at the ceiling. So. This is your life now? Well, you can’t say that you were ever really looking for this. But there’s no denying it. 
 
    Today is your wedding day. 
 
      
 
    Wedding Day 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Wizard 
 
      
 
    You race down the corridor of the castle, kicking yourself with every step. Shit. Shit shit shit shit! What the hell happened? What the fuck was going on? Who the hell was that? Why weren’t you in there to protect her? Gods damn it! 
 
    Hubbub fills the halls with startled conversation. Maids and servants race about. Word travels fast through the castle, and a giant crow alighting from your bridal chamber is sure to excite rumours. Some try and speak to you, but you brush past them. You need answers. 
 
    Unfortunately, the only person who might have them is Reuben, which means your footsteps are taking you in the direction of his rundown tower. 
 
    You’re almost there when your mother seems to spring out from a side hall like a horrifying jack-in-the-box, grabbing your shoulders in her bony hands like death’s grip itself. “Arthur! What’s happening.” 
 
    “Wife’s been kidnapped by a witch,” you say shortly. “Going to talk to Reuben.” 
 
    “What? Damn it! Never mind that. Did you consummate your marriage?” 
 
    You look down at her, pausing in your stride. “What?” 
 
    Her hands twist your shirt in her grip. “Tell me, boy! Did you fuck her? Is the marriage done? Do we have legal control over Celia’s lands?” 
 
    You stare at her, jaw slack slightly at just how venal she truly is. But you don’t have time for this. Not at all. You grab your mother, glancing about the hall, eyes locking on to a waiting broom closet. “Quick, mother. In here!” you say, throwing open the door. 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “The witch. She said she was coming back. To take all the women in the castle as captive. Hide in here until I drive her off.” 
 
    “She… but I… Arthur!” 
 
    “I’ll be back,” you tell her, slamming the closet shut and wedging a doorstop underneath. You catch yourself grinning as you depart, then wipe the expression off your face. No time for that. As wonderful as it was to lock up that old crone, you have more important things to do. 
 
    You slam open the door to the wizard’s tower, the impact making a stuffed crocodile hanging from the ceiling sway and alchemical tubes and bottles shake with silvery chimes. “Reuben!” you shout. “I need you!” 
 
    The bewhiskered sorcerer slumps, snoring behind a desk loaded with scattered papers and musty, open books. He bolts upright at your sudden appearance, nearly knocking over about a dozen wine bottles littering his desk. 
 
    “Bah! Wha? She was a toad when I found her!” the sorcerer gasps. He blinks rapidly, adjusting his spectacles as he looks about the room. “Hm? What? Oh! My prince. How are you?” 
 
    “Celia’s been kidnapped by a witch,” you say. 
 
    “Ohhh. Yes. That happens,” Reuben says, nodding sleepily. “Mm. Yes. Now and then.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh yes. Princesses go missing and… and whatnot. She’s probably been turned into a swan or something. Hm. Yes…” 
 
    You massage your brow. You fucking hate your kingdom. “Reuben. Celia was kidnapped by a witch in black robes and a silver pendant around her neck. Do you have any idea who that was?” 
 
    Reuben cocks his head. A glimmer of recognition shines in those misty eyes. “Hold… hold on,” he says, raising a hand. “Did she have a huge wart right… here?” he asks, touching his cheek. 
 
    “Wh… yes! How did you know?” 
 
    “Ooooh,” Reuben says. “That’s not good.” 
 
    “Well, obviously. Celia is gone.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. That too. But rather, it’s not good because of who did it. That was Morgana. Very nasty sorceress. Was a real beauty back in the day. But she’s quite awful, really. Had a tendency to seduce young men and turn them into werewolves after she was done. Then set them loose on farm girls and watched them breed the poor things. Oh yes,” Reuben says, licking his lips, eyes misty with nostalgia. “Fucking those soft, big breasted milk maids… oh yes…” 
 
    You slam your hands down atop the desk, making the wizard start. “Reuben,” you say slowly. “Do you know. Where she is.” 
 
    The wizard stares up at you, blinking slowly. “Oh, yes. Everyone knows where she is. Not that they dare to try and do anything about it. Mmm. Let’s see…” 
 
    Reuben swivels in his chair and leans back, scrutinizing a massive map hanging from the wall. “Hmm… Aha! Here we are,” he says, picking up a rod and poking it at some painted mountains. “Right here, in the Skull Peaks. She has a tower there. Performs all kinds of very nasty sorceries under that roof. Very well guarded. Likes to kidnap women and girls. Corrupt them into her slaves. A right bitch, really. But a dynamo in bed! I remember one time…” 
 
    “I really don’t have time for this,” you interrupt before the mental image of Reuben and the crone in the thralls of carnal pleasure can make greater inroads in your thoughts. “Can you teleport me there?” 
 
    “Well, yes. But you would probably end up inside out,” Reuben says. “She’s got a lot of powerful sorceries in that thing. Defensive magics. Anti teleportation. She used to have this huge eye at the top of it that she’d use to vaporize any army that came close. Very complicated. Afraid the only way to approach is on foot…” 
 
    “Won’t she blast me into oblivion?” 
 
    “Oh goodness no! She’d be delighted to have you enter her tower.” 
 
    “She would?” 
 
    “Oh yes! She built the thing for it. Mmm. Yes. It amuses her to watch intruders try and overcome her defences and, inevitably, be reduced to a slimy smear on the floor. She gets off on it, I believe.” 
 
    “Lovely,” you grimace. 
 
    “Mmm. Yes,” Reuben muses while stroking his beard. “Yes she was…” 
 
    “Right,” you say. “I don’t suppose there’s any mystical tools you might be able to make me to help with this, hm?” 
 
    “Mmm… Let me see…” the wizard hums, leaning back in his chair, eyes lidding in thought. A few seconds later he lets out a loud snore. You pinch the bridge of your nose. 
 
    You. Fucking. Hate this kingdom.  
 
      
 
    To the Tower 
 
    

  

 
   
    To the Tower 
 
      
 
    By the time morning lays its rays upon the world you’re kitted out and riding off down the road. There was much tears and platitudes from those who had just the previous evening been celebrating your marriage. But you can see through their smiles. Many think you had a part in Celia’s kidnapping. Others expect you never to return, and are already calculating how best to carve up your inheritance. Someone asked where your mother was and why she wasn’t seeing you off. 
 
    “Likely stricken with grief for our young prince,” Jenkins cheerfully supplied. 
 
    “Yeah. That,” you offer. 
 
    Then you’re off, clad in the familiar oiled leathers of your fighting days. Steel a comfortable weight at your side, you ride hard for the Skull Peaks. 
 
    You’ve missed the road. It feels good to once more be on it. To breathe the crisp air and hear the birds sing. To gallop through the darkest forests and tallest cliffs. It’s easy to stop thinking and just keep moving. Heading ever onward to the north, where the Skull Peaks stitch a ragged line across the horizon. It’s been too long, really. You used to be on the field quite often. Yours is a small kingdom, but there’s always threats. Monsters and bugbears and one time even an orcish raiding band that swept across your realm. 
 
    But as you ride beyond your borders, the civilized realms fall away behind you. The nature of the land changes. Towns become less frequent. Even the scattered woodsman hut or farmhouse bleed away until only the thick, dark forests and remain. The road grows thin and overgrown. The nights are filled with shadows that twist and whisper, your instincts tense against things unseen beyond the campfire’s glow. 
 
    At last, the forest peels away, and you move among the barren hills of the Skull Peaks. Naught but weeds grow among the crags. Bald of foliage or even snow, it’s a grim place to ride down. You don’t need to look hard to find your way. Only a single thin road cuts through the cliffs and stones. You follow it, the clip of hooves and jangle of steel echoing among the daggered rock. 
 
    Then your horse steps out of a pass, and before you stands the witch’s lair. 
 
    A tower black as pitch, it spears the sky on the end of a stony outcropping like a pillar wrought of obsidian. Crooked minarets spiral upwards, clawing at heavens black with gloom. Dozens of windows look down from the forbidding place. Shadows cling to every parapet and gargoyle like phantasmal shrouds. 
 
    “A dark thing indeed.” 
 
    You whirl, yanking free your sword but freeze as you find yourself facing an ancient woman. At first you think it’s the crone who kidnapped Celia, but after a moment you realize she’s different. She wears a small, loosely threaded gown and spidery shawl that sits heavily on her stooped shoulders. Silvery hair falls around an aged face, her eyes a glittering blue beneath brows sagging under the weight of wrinkles. She lifts a corner of her lips in amusement. 
 
    “You won’t need that with me,” she says, pointing at your sword. “Unless you don’t think you can overpower an old woman without it.” 
 
    Realizing you still have your sword pointed at her you hastily lower it. “Oh, yes. Ah, sorry. I’ve had some… bad experiences with old women lately.” 
 
    She smiles a little. “Have you now? Been paid a visit by Morgana, eh?” 
 
    You’re instantly alert. “You know her?” 
 
    The old woman laughs, a sound that tinkles like chimes. “I should hope so! She’s my neighbour. There.” 
 
    She points past your shoulder and to the dark tower. 
 
    “I see,” you say. 
 
    “You have business with her, I take it.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Kidnapped your true love?” 
 
    “I mean… we’d just been married…” You shift uncomfortably under her knowing look. “You haven’t see anything lately, have you?” 
 
    “Hmm. Something? Something… Oh! Perhaps like a giant crow carrying a young woman to the tip of the tower?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Something like that.” 
 
    “And you intend to rescue her?” 
 
    “I was thinking about it.” 
 
    She shakes her head. “You’ll have a trial before you, that’s for sure.” 
 
    “Yeah. I heard her tower is guarded. I’ve fought monsters before.” 
 
    She laughs again. “Oh ignorance of youth! My boy, you don’t know the half of it!” The woman aims a finger at the dark tower once more. “It’s not your princess alone who is captive in that tower. Morgana has been busy indeed. Gathering to her many of the fairest in the land. But far from human.” 
 
    “Far from human?” 
 
    “Monsters.” 
 
    You gape. “Monsters!” 
 
    The old woman chuckles. “Surprised? It is not only among humanity that beauty is found. And of varied stripes. The orcs have their chieftain’s daughters. The lamias their serpent queens. Rulers of their kind, now corrupted, gathered in the lair of the sorceress. She’s a collector of such things, after all.” 
 
    “Oh gods,” you groan. You’d thought you’d just need to kill a couple of ogres or something. Solve some simple puzzles that involve pushing statues onto buttons. Not face a tower filled with corrupted monster girls. 
 
    “Indeed,” the old woman nods. “Twelve the sorceress has taken. And twelve now live in her tower, her guardians, keeping each a level to themselves, and in them, engineering their many traps to protect themselves and their dark mistress. Most she has corrupted with her magic. Some serve her willingly. So tell me, young prince. Will you slay those innocents to recapture your bride?” 
 
    That gives you pause. You’ll be the first to admit you’re not a knight in shining armour. You’ve whored. You drink. You’ve been crude. But despite all that, you still like to think there is some moral fiber within you. Do you really want to save Celia by cutting down monsters who really have no say in actually being there? You scratch your head, shifting your weight. 
 
    “Uh, well. That is… a loaded question…” 
 
    “Will you?” she presses. 
 
    The intensity of her blue eyes hold you. You wince, take a deep breath, and sigh, deflating. “No,” you finally admit. “No. I mean, I do want to save her. I suppose. But that’s… well. I’d much prefer not to have to kill Morgana’s slaves. If we’re being honest.” 
 
    The old woman smiles, her eyes softening. “Mm. Perhaps you do have a heart.” 
 
    “Yeah. Well, don’t spread it around.” 
 
    “Very well. But perhaps you can go through that tower and not bring only death in your wake.” 
 
    “How’s that?” 
 
    “Give me your sword.” 
 
    You hesitate, then hold out your blade. It’s a very functional weapon. Not particularly ornate, but it’s served you well. The old woman leans over it, nearly close enough to kiss it. Her lips move. A whisper like a breeze reaches your ears, filled with words that hold no meaning to you, but which seem to pass through you, cool as a springtime stream. You find yourself exhaling, relaxing a little as she murmurs. 
 
    The old woman pulls back her head, and your sword glows a soft, silver light. “It is done.” 
 
    “Eh?” you say, stirring from the strange calm. “What is?” you say. 
 
    “A blessing, prince. A spell that will not kill the princesses within that tower, but will cut the corruption from their bodies. Free them from the dark magic of the sorceress.” 
 
    “Really?” you say, giving the sword a practice swing, your spine tingling at the low hum the steel leaves in its wake. You heft the blade, then give the woman a suspicious look. “Why are you helping me, anyway? What’s your angle?” 
 
    “The witch has many enemies. For many reasons,” the old woman says, her brows crinkling. “And she will not hide behind innocents.” 
 
    “And you’re sure this will work.” 
 
    “There’s only one way to find out,” the old woman says, gesturing towards the dark pinnacle ahead. “Your quest awaits.” 
 
      
 
    Bid her Goodbye and Approach the Tower 
 
    Quiz Her Some More 
 
    

  

 
   
    Bid Her Goodbye and Approach the Tower 
 
      
 
    “Thank you. Really,” you tell the old woman. “I won’t forget this.” 
 
    “I pray for your success,” she says, bowing her head. “May the goddess watch over you.” 
 
    You give the old woman a final nod and then turn towards the dark tower. The path to it is barren and cracked like all the life was sucked from the earth. The closer you get, the more menacing the great edifice is. The gloom of its shadow chills the soul. Dark clouds gather at its peaks and shut out the daylight, withering the grasses around its base to nothing but stringy weeds. The path towards it is overgrown, running between statues lining the path. Hideous, broken things of sundered stone. Of men in armour in the midst of battle. Of women screaming, shielding their faces. Of monsters rearing as if about to attack. 
 
    Your hand grows tight on your glowing sword as you reach the base of the tower. Gargoyles leer from alcoves as you come to a stop before the gate. 
 
    Or, rather, gates. 
 
    Three doors present themselves to you, framed in thorn bushes of obsidian. One coloured red, another blue, a third deepest green. You scowl at these. 
 
    “Want a hint?” 
 
    You whip about at the feminine purr. Your sword comes up, humming as if reacting to the unknown. “Who’s there?” 
 
    One of the statues shifts. Turns about. What you took for shadows is actually smooth dark fur. Breasts burgeon from a lithe chest, the feline figure stalking forward confidently. A thin toga garbs her, the hem scandalously high, the strap just barely masking her soft breasts. Your eyes travel up to an imperious face, framed by a pharaoh’s crown in the shape of a striking serpent with ruby eyes, her own slitted pupils aglow with mirth. 
 
    The sphynx leans against the statue of a griffin, and in doing so presents her slim assets for your inspection. “Mmnn. Don’t mind me. Just a bored kitty, wondering what she should do with her newest plaything.” 
 
    “This plaything isn’t in the mood for games,” you say. 
 
    “That’s a pity. Because if he was, I might be inclined to tell him which door will open to the goblin’s lair.” 
 
    You pause, cock your head. “Goblin’s lair?” 
 
    “Mhmm. Didn’t the old bat tell you? The first level is owned by the goblin princess, Meeda. A curvy little bombshell, constantly getting herself impregnated by her warriors, who are always so eager to protect her. The other doors… well…” 
 
    “What?” you say. 
 
    The sphynx flicks her paw, claws coming out with a schinking sound. “Let’s just say it’s not pretty.” 
 
    “You’re a servant of Morgana,” you say. 
 
    The sphynx screws up her face. “Don’t say that,” she spits. She rakes her claws down a statue, the scraping sound making you wince and your ever muscle tighten. “I hate that bitch!” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Of course! She’s so high and mighty in her stupid tower. Lording it all over me. She bound me to guard the base of this thing after she realized she couldn’t just corrupt me like she had the other sluts she’s got on every floor.” 
 
    “If you hate her, why not just tell me which way is right?” 
 
    She laughs. “Oh? And where’s the fun in that? I am a cat. And we are so notoriously fickle. Besides, you’ll never make it to the top. So why should I help you? What’s in it for me?” 
 
    You frown and consider the doors and the idling cat woman. 
 
      
 
    Attack Her 
 
    Try the Red Door 
 
    Try the Blue Door 
 
    Try the Green Door 
 
    Play Kitty’s Game 
 
    Make Kitty Purr

  

 
   
    Try the Red Door 
 
      
 
    “Forget it,” you say, approaching the red door. 
 
    The sphynx says nothing, but her eyes shine as you try the door, opening it and stepping through. 
 
    And off the edge into oblivion. 
 
    Your scream of surprise is cut short as you hit the floor, driving the wind from you. You roll across the hard stone, finally coming to a stop. 
 
    “…Ow,” you finally say. 
 
    With some effort you regain your feet, staggered a little as you recover your equilibrium. Pitch darkness surrounds you, only slightly banished as you draw your blessed sword and hold it aloft. 
 
    You’re somewhere below ground, to judge by all the rocks around you and the creeping claustrophobia. The drip of water echoes through the dark and the air has the faint scent of mildew. You wrinkle your nose and look back up. You can’t see the door, which means wherever you are, it’s not going to be easy getting out. 
 
    “Of course it’s not,” you mutter, your voice echoing back to you. Grimacing, you start walking towards the darkness stretching out ahead. 
 
    Your only solace is that the tunnel doesn’t branch, so at least you aren’t wandering a maze. Small comfort with the deep darkness beneath the earth. Again you curse the sphynx and her stupid riddles. Why couldn’t she just fight you like any other monster? You hate it when your enemies think they’re clever. 
 
    The tunnel ends abruptly in a large chamber. A single ray of light beams down, alighting on a stone pedestal rising out of the floor, and upon it sits a small eastern lamp. 
 
    “Hmmm,” you murmur. You look about, but save the raw stone there isn’t anything else worth noting. Your eyes inevitably come to rest once more on the lamp, and you slowly cross the room, testing every step for a booby trap. 
 
    Your journey ends without spikes erupting from the floor, which is a small mercy, and you find yourself before the lamp. With care you pick it up, looking it over. It’s made of tarnished silver, but the jewels embedded along its curving spout still gleam. 
 
    You’ve heard of such relics, of course. Who hasn’t? Lamps used to capture the fiery spirits known as djinns. Binding them to the treasures to keep their foul magics sealed tight. For they are tricky as well. As cruel as they are mighty. 
 
    So little surprise someone like Morgana would have one in her basement. 
 
    “Well, here goes,” you say, and give the lamp a rub. 
 
    The lamp warms. The silver glows as if melting, and begins to tremble in your hands. You hold up the lamp as, from the spout, pink smoke billows forth. 
 
    You tilt your head back as the smoke gushes into the open air, swirling above you with a sound like thunderclouds. The crackling clouds of pink begin to solidify, gathering together, taking on a more familiar and ample shape. That of slender arms and shapely thighs. Buxom breasts and a face of unparalleled beauty. You can only stare, dumbstruck as the djinni takes form, clad only in a girdle embedded with jewels and transparent silk. Her skin is a bright, lurid pink and her hair twists like living smoke. She moans, stretching, her breasts bouncing like they weigh nothing at all. 
 
    “Mmmm! Oh gods of the sands and stars it’s good to be free!” she sighs. Her eyes flutter as she looks down at you, and her smile broadens in delight. “Oh gosh! And by such a handsome man. Hello there,” she giggles, wiggling her fingers slyly at you. 
 
    Your fail to answer, the bottom of your currently slack with shock. But after a moment you manage to shut it and cough. “Ah, yes. Hello.” 
 
    He giggles again, which sends her bouncing tits once more into motion as she tilts forward, bowing in mid air. “My name is Dajini. Isn’t it just the bestest name ever?” 
 
    “I… guess?” 
 
    “Totally! It’s such a pretty name. A bubbly, pretty name for like, such a bubbly pretty girl.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” you say. “So uh, now that I’ve freed you, do I get three wishes?” 
 
    “Three wishes?” she says, cocking her head with a befuddled look. “Mnnn… Um… What? Why would you get three wishes?” 
 
    “Oh,” you say. “Well, I thought it was just how these things work.” 
 
    Dajini giggles. “How silly! You’re silly. No. Although, I suppose I should, like, totally grant you something for freeing me, shouldn’t I?” 
 
    “That would be nice,” you say. “Like, sending me to the top of the tower?” 
 
    “Oh? Trying to make me do the heavy lifting?” she giggles. “Oh gosh no! That sounds super tough. And like, I’m giving you this gift, so it seems only fair that I should choose your wish.” 
 
    “Hold on,” you say. “That seems-“ 
 
    “Too late!” the djinn cries, clapping her hands with delight. “Oh my gosh how fun! Now, let’s see… um… Oh!” she says, eyes brightening like flames. “How about I give you a choice of fates! Oh yes! That’s such a good idea!” she giggles again. “Mmm. Alright, let’s see…” she ponders, a delicate finger against her lips as her hair twists and curls with thought. “Mmm… Got it! Oh you’re just gonna like, love this! I’ll give you three choices, little mortal. Since you seem so fond of that number. One is a wish for freedom. Two is a wish for pleasure. And three is a wish for suffering.” 
 
    “Why… would anyone wish for suffering?” you say. 
 
    “I know right? It’s like, such a dumb option,” she says, and her smile seems less playful than before. Almost wicked. “Someone would have to be, like, super dumb to choose that one.” 
 
    You look at her suspiciously, floating above you. Her options are vague, likely intentionally. And you’ve never heard of djinns being particularly helpful. If anything, they have a reputation for trickery and cruelty. You drum your fingers on the lap thoughtfully. 
 
      
 
    Demand a Fourth Option 
 
    Wish for Freedom 
 
    Wish for Pleasure 
 
    Wish for Suffering 
 
    

  

 
   
    Try the Blue Door 
 
      
 
    “I think I got this,” you say. 
 
    “Sure you do,” the sphynx says, smirking with feline amusement as you make your way to the door and try the handle. It gives with barely any pressure and you step through and into the room beyond. 
 
    You blink, finding yourself in a haze of mist. You squint, trying to see through, but the mist is so thick you can barely see your hand in front of your face. This is clearly not the way you needed to go. You turn back, but find the door is gone. 
 
    “Shit,” you say, your voice echoing back at you. You glare about, but lacking an alternative, start walking. 
 
    The mist is thick. Heavy. Cloying and faintly perfumed. Something sweet and not altogether unpleasant. You keep walking, hoping to reach a wall that might guide you on. Only… you never seem to reach an end. The room seems to go on forever. You begin to find the scent that wreathes the mists not altogether unpleasant. In fact, it’s kind of… nice… 
 
    You inhale deeply, sigh. Inhale deeper again. Your head feels light. Airy. What were you doing again? Something… something about walking. That’s right. You were walking somewhere. Where again? 
 
    It’s getting hard to think. Hard to focus. Hard to do anything but keep moving, your every step a bit more sluggish. A bit heavier. You’re so tired. So heavy and soft and lazy. You blink as a light shines ahead. What is that? Is that… is that what you came here for? 
 
    The light grows brighter, and you find yourself before a marble throne flanked by two sconces. It’s from whatever burns in the copper bowls that the mists seem to emanate. The throne itself is draped almost lazily in crimson silks. And two women. 
 
    Their skin is white as the marble. Their breasts ample, their faces dreamy, their clothes nothing but transparent cloth that hugs their curves, masking nothing, teasing everything. As you stop they giggle and rise. Moving towards you, almost floating in the mists. 
 
    You smile dumbly at them. How lovely. How pretty. Their soft hands move over you. Whispered nothings fill your empty head as they remove your clothes. You sigh. Ah. It feels so much better to be naked. To be free. They ease you down and onto the throne. You lean back, and the first woman straddles your lap, lowers herself, and fills her cunt with your cock. 
 
    “Ohhhh,” you moan, your voice soft. Needy. Gentle as she begins to bounce on you, her breasts enwrapping your attention. How they move with her, bouncing. Bouncing. So soft. So lovely. She leans forward, and your head is trapped between those soft orbs. And she keeps bouncing. Keeps fucking you. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan, lost in the pleasure. Soft. Weak. Your hands can’t even grasp her hips as they move against you. Your cry is lost in the ample valley of her tit flesh as you cum, spurting your hot essence into her cunt. 
 
    She sighs, and you feel weaker with every twitch of your shaft. She moves off you, and her sister takes her place. You whimper softly as her pussy engulfs you and she begins to ride. Fucking you. You’re still hard. Is that normal? But normal has no meaning anymore. You can’t fight this. You can’t resist. You may as well enjoy. Lie back. 
 
    Surrender. 
 
    You cum again, a soft gasp escaping you as you feed the filmy seductress with your seed. She giggles, and the sound is so distant, as if coming from very far away. She unsheathes you from her cunt, and the pair kneel before you, their tongue stroking your tender shaft, licking you eagerly. You whimper as your cock twitches, engulfed in impossibly soft lips. Lips that suck and bob, stroking you to another orgasm. 
 
    Another. 
 
    Another. 
 
    Endless pleasure surrounds you, as heavy as the mists. Every time you cum you grow weaker. More pliant. More tender. At some point you look down and see your ribs showing. Your arms as thin as sticks. 
 
    But there’s nothing you can do about it, you know, darkness closing in as the twins once more feed your cock inside of their cunts, fucking you on the marble throne. You can only… let… go… 
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    Try the Green Door 
 
      
 
    “You can’t be serious,” you say. “This is ridiculously obvious.” 
 
    The sphynx pouts as you step forward and turn the knob of the green door. “Poop,” she says, crossing her arms. “Fine. Have it your way.” 
 
    You glance back at the feline guardian before pushing forward and through the door. You don’t enter a room so much as a cavern. Raw stone surrounds you in a crudely chiseled tunnel. Torches of bone wrapped in cloth flutter from either side of the walls, illuminating the crude cut of the passage, playing shadows against each other and deeper into the subterranean lair. 
 
    “Well,” you say, yanking one of the torches out. “Seems about right.” 
 
    You glance back and are far from surprised to see that the doorway has vanished, replaced with nothing more than a flat stone wall. You shrug. Well, you’ve come this far. Even if you wanted to turn back, you’re committed to this now. Setting your shoulders, torch of bone in hand, you set off down the tunnel and into the tower of the sorceress. 
 
      
 
    Goblin Horde 
 
    

  

 
   
    Goblin Horde 
 
      
 
    The tunnel is quiet but for the flutter of your torch. The passage is man high and runs straight and true, leaving no room for guesswork. Your eyes are soon accustomed to the gloom, and so can make out the evidence of habitation. Crude designs are daubed on the walls in paint. Signs in some bestial tongue that you can’t make out, but have the familiar shapes of other goblin warrens you’ve known. 
 
    Goblins. 
 
    Filthy, stunted creatures. Practically vermin thanks to their ability to breed and infest places, taking over ruins, caverns, and the like. Cowards all, relying on numbers to take down their foes. 
 
    But they’re dangerous all the same. You know too well how many soldiers and would be heroes, overconfident from the reputation of the goblins, took the creatures too lightly, and learned too late of their mistakes. Stupid goblins may be compared to humans, but they had a brutal, savage cunning that more than compensated. Not for nothing were they able to continually infest the forests and ruins. Capture women to be used to breed their foul spawn into the world. 
 
    But those were the males. Females were of a different breed entirely. 
 
    You’ve never met a female goblin before, but have heard of them. Smarter than their male counterparts, almost stunningly so. They fulfill the role of shaman and medicine man for their tribes, and from them the young are born. However, unlike the males who would stick their cocks in a goat if given the chance, the female goblins only seek out powerful males to mate with. To breed them, bringing greater genes into their brood and clans. 
 
    So you’ve heard, anyway. You suppose you’re soon to see for yourself. For as you walk, a low thrum has begun to build through the tunnels. The staccato boom of pounding drums, drawing you forward, echoing down the tunnels and beating into you like a physical force. Strange fetishes of bone and wood now cross your path. Crude effigies of men, skulls gaping and cloth hanging loose. More paint splatters the walls until they fairly coat it in crimson. 
 
    On the drums thunder. On their song booms. Light glows ahead, and you slow to a stop as you see its source. 
 
    The tunnel ends in a massive chamber as large as the grand hall of your castle, and serving a similar, if more savage, function. A bonfire burns in the middle of the room, the flickering flames throwing out huge shadows of the stunted creatures that dance around it. Goblins, more than a dozen of them, gambolling and cackling, their long, ragged ears and hooked noses swinging. Their bony legs stomping, their gristly arms swaying with the savage emotion of the dance. Others sit cross legged on the outskirts, their hands pounding on the drums between their legs as they play their song. 
 
    The thump of the drums suddenly stills. The goblins stop their strange dance as they become aware of you at last. One by one the tribe turns to face you, their lips peeling back in snarls, showcasing needle teeth. Some bend down, grabbing up clubs and stone spears. Others snatch up crude bows and hastily start to fit arrows to them. 
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    The Goblin Princess 
 
      
 
    The beaded curtain rattles behind you as you push into the chamber beyond, your steps slowing as you take in the room. Though smaller than the clan’s common chamber, it is far more impressive. Braziers crackle and burn around the walls, the glow of the green flames casting the room in an unholy glow. The ceiling is thick with herbs drying, their scent sweet and tantalizing, albeit sharp. Tables are scattered about he room, loaded with mortars, pestle, beakers and ingredients. Stoppered bottles line racks along the walls or are scattered across the tabletops. 
 
    But your eyes are drawn to the end of the room, for there rises a throne of wood and stone. The back is a flaring shape of feather’s like a peacock’s tail. The seat is raised high with straw mats, and on it lounges the goblin princess. 
 
    Perhaps it’s because of her small height, but she seems almost impossibly curvaceous, with breasts that swell in a pair of impossibly firm orbs, her head wrapped in a crown as ostentatiously feathered and flaring as her throne. A simple girdle is around her waist, but cannot defeat the brood motherly hips that swell outward, her glistening cunt on full, almost brazen display. Above it, you can’t help but notice, is a strange dark symbol tattooed above her mons. An elaborate rune like swirling dark wings spread out in flight around ragged thorns. 
 
    The goblin – Meeda, you recall the old woman naming her – is not just pretty, but utterly sexy in that unabashedly primal way. A button nose and large, bright eyes give her small, almost human features, accented sharply by long, dark lashes and rich red lips. A face of enticing beauty and hungry, primal desire. 
 
    Even as you stare at her, you realize she is staring at you too, assessing you intently. And by the way her plush, crimson lips widen in a smirk, it appears she approves. 
 
    The curvaceous short stack rises, the bottles that line her girdle clinking musically. She takes you in with a broad smile. “Human!” she says, spreading her arms, her unbound breasts bouncing teasingly. “You have bested clan! You come before princess Meeda, mistress of goblins. And I welcome.” 
 
    “You… do?” you say uncertainly. 
 
    “Yes!” the goblin says, her eyes bright as embers. She cocks her curvy hip, pushing out her buxom tits. “I been waiting for strong male. Need powerful husband to breed new goblins.” Unabashedly, she reaches down and strokes her glistening cunt, her tongue sliding hungrily over her lips as she looks you up and down. “But I needed make sure you strong male first.” 
 
    “Hence the reception of armed and angry goblins.” 
 
    The goblin princess shrugs easily. “You fight warriors. You win, I keep as breed stud. You lose, you not worthy breed me.” 
 
    “And what if I don’t want to be your breeding stud” you say slowly. 
 
    She smirks, pointing to your unmistakeable hardon. “I see you want fukka me.” 
 
    You flush a little, but there is no denying it. The sexy shortstack is attractive. And… would it be so wrong to want to give her a quick fuck before purging her of the sorceress’s taint? The old woman did say that it might be necessary in order to get close enough to some of the monster girls. Maybe you should err on the side of caution and fuck the bouncy slut into submission first. 
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    Play Kitty’s Game 
 
      
 
     “Let me guess,” you say. “It’s a riddle game.” 
 
    She frowns. “Well? So what if it is.” 
 
    You sigh. “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    She sniffs and flicks her tail. “Fine. Try getting this. What is a sea without water, counts the seconds that pass, and smothers kingdoms past.” 
 
    “That last rhyme was a little weak,” you say. 
 
    “Just hurry up and guess,” the sphynx says impatiently, stamping a paw. 
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    Attack Kitty 
 
      
 
    Forget this! You didn’t come here to banter with the guardian to the sorceress’s tower. You raise your sword and shout a battle cry, charging the idling monster. Her eyes brighten as you approach, and she takes a deep breath. Just before you reach her she blows a cloud of smoke into your face. 
 
    You falter, gagging, swinging wildly as the smoke wraps around you. Her laughter rings from every direction, the sound growing, growing, thundering until it’s absolutely deafening as you blink, squinting into the sudden obfuscating clouds. You stagger forward and bounce off the base of one of the statues. “Where… koff… where are you!” 
 
    “Silly little man, I’m right here.” 
 
    The smoke slowly clears and you look this way and that wildly. You stand on a barren valley broken only by sudden rise of cliffs and boulders. You back up suspiciously until your back is against the statue. 
 
    Which then moves. 
 
    You swing about, then look up. 
 
    And up. 
 
    And up. 
 
    Past the towering furred legs and the teasing silken cloth. Past the girdle and further up beyond the mountainous peaks of two furred breasts, finally fixing your eyes on the gleaming eyes of the giantess of a sphynx. 
 
    The catgirl giggles, the sound rumbling down to you, shrunken to the size of her finger. “Awww,” she says, crouching down. “What’s the matter? Is the little man scared that now the rest of his body matches the size of his little cock? Don’t worry,” she says, her eyes alight with the playfulness of the cat as she reaches down. “We can still have fun.” 
 
    You turn and try to run, but she easily scoops you up off the ground, lifting you into the air so fast your ears pop. She smirks down at you, her fingers ripping off your paltry clothes, leaving you naked in the palms of her paws. She laughs as you look up at her in terror, then tugs open the collar of her shirt, and drops you down into the space between the soft globes of her tits. 
 
    You sink into the softness of her fuzzy breasts, pawing at the flawless globes in a desperate effort to keep your head above the sea of tit-flesh threatening to suffocate you. 
 
    “Ooooh!” the giant cat woman giggles. “That tickles! Naughty boy,” she gasps, her arms lifting up her breasts, squishing you between them once more. “Do you like that? Getting all mushed between my breasts? Oh you do!” 
 
    You squirm, but despite the situation, you can’t help but notice you’re absurdly hard. Your cock strains against her furry breasts, rubbed in ways you never imagined it could be. And no matter how hard you struggle; it only serves to tease your tiny cock even more. 
 
    She laughs aloud at your plight. “Awww. Poor thing! Is your little willy all hard? Here. Let me help.” 
 
    “Wait!” you squeak, but she doesn’t bother listening to one so small. She bounces her tits in her arms, the softness of her swelling around you, squeezing and releasing you. The soft fur keeps you from harm, but the pressure of her ample tits around you is unlike anything you’ve ever dreamed. The cat woman giggles, the sound reverberating through you, and to your humiliation, you cock just gets harder, stroked in those soft valleys, teased beyond imagining. 
 
    You try to hold back, but you never had a prayer. With a weak, desperate cry you cum, your seed spurting atop the sphynx’s soft, black fur. 
 
    The monster gasps. “Naughty boy! Look what you did to my lovely fur.” 
 
    Humiliated doesn’t begin to describe it. “Please!” you say. “I didn’t… I didn’t mean…” 
 
    “Of course you didn’t. Mmm. But it does make a kitten wonder what your little cock tastes like…” 
 
    You don’t like the look in her feline eyes. Her hand comes for you again, but there’s no escape in the valley of her tits. She plucks you up with ease and lifts you high so you’re looking down at her. She smirks, then opens wide. 
 
    Fear paralyzes you. You scream as she slowly lowers you towards the hot cavern of her mouth. Your struggles are in vain. In fact, she seems to enjoy it as her breath washes over you, moving you past the needle-sharp teeth, and into her mouth. 
 
    She closes her jaws, trapping you inside the warm cavern of her mouth. Her tongue rolls over you, pushing you against her teeth. You struggle against it, soon bathed in her saliva. Your own sweat pouring from you with how hot the inside of her mouth is.  
 
    Every moment as her tongue rolls you in her mouth you fear the snap of jaws. The crunch of bones. You fight against the dark tunnel at the back of her mouth. Struggle not to be swallowed by this monstrous woman. 
 
    At last, daylight streams in. Her jaws open and you almost sob with relief as her paw plucks you from her mouth and again lifts you back into the outside world. 
 
    You pant, head spinning as you dangle in her grasp. When you finally see her face a new tremor shoots through you. Her tongue licks her lips, her feline ears straight, twitching. Something smolders in those playful eyes. Something that fills you with an unease you’ve never known before. 
 
    “That was good,” she says, her breath so hot it fairly steams. “But I can think of somewhere I’d much rather put you.” 
 
    At first you don’t understand. But then she’s lowering you. She’s lifting her skirt, and you’re offered an unrestricted view of her plump, dark pussy lips. Slick and warmed by the torments she’s visited on you. 
 
    “No!” you squeak in horror. “Wait! Please! Not that! Noooooo!” 
 
    You cry is soon muffled as she feeds you, head first, into her slick depths. The sphynx’s moan vibrates through her and by extension you as her inner walls clamp down, squeezing you in her hot pussy. 
 
    “Oooooh!” the sphynx moans. The world shifts with her, and you find yourself being plunged in and out of her hot cunt, a living dildo to the twisted monster woman. Her pants are nearly audible, your whole body squeezed by her hands and endless, rippling pussy. A toy. A plaything of this giantess of a creature as she fucks herself with your whole body. 
 
    “Yes. Yessss! Oh fuck me yessssss!” 
 
    Her voice rises in a crescendo. A yowl of purest pleasure as she cums. A flood of her juices engulfs you. You slip out of her fingers, forced from her cunt in the sudden deluge. You fall from her pussy, onto the ground, so soaked in her juices that you can’t even rise. 
 
    She’s leaning against one of the statues, panting heavily, her legs spread and pussy gaping like a cavern. You can only suck in great lungful’s of desperate air as you lie there, utterly soaked in her cum, your arms splayed out and your meager cock twitching from the experience. 
 
    Finally, she comes back to herself, her grin wide and wicked. “Mmm. Wasn’t that fun?” she says, reaching down and picking you up once more. 
 
    You can’t formulate a reply, lying limp in her grasp, so overwhelmed by it all you can only stare dumbly into the giantess’s smiling face. She laughs, her thumb petting your head. “Aww. Don’t worry, little man. You’ll have lots of time to get used to it. And learn to love being my personal fuck toy.” 
 
    You whimper, but looking at the massive cat woman, know it’s true. This is your fate. A plaything of the sphynx until the end of your days. Your adventure ended before you even really began. 
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    Turtles 
 
      
 
    “Uhhhhh, turtles?” you say. 
 
    The sphynx stares at you, then bursts into laughter. “T-Turtles? What… Turtles! Ah ha ha ha! That’s… that’s the stupidest answer I’ve ever gotten! What made you think turtles?” 
 
    You feel a warm wash of humiliation. “Well?” you say defensively. “Is it?” 
 
    “Of course not! It’s sand, you moron!” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    Her laughter ebbs, the cat woman brushing a paw across her eyes to flick away a tear of mirth. “Well, that was fun. But now I get to have mine.” 
 
    “Wait, what do you mean?” 
 
    “Oh?” the sphynx says, slowly pacing about you, circling, her tail flicking in the warm air. “Didn’t I mention? You get the question wrong, and I get my prize.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    Her eyes shine. Her paws flash up to the crown atop her head. You swing up your sword to guard, but it’s far too late. The serpent’s eyes that top her headdress flash, blinding you. You throw up your arms to shield your face, even as your arms stiffen. Your legs creak and tighten. You open your mouth to scream even as your skin turns to stone, smothering your cry before it even begins. 
 
    The light fades. The sphynx removes her paws from her crown and looks at her newest statue, arms raised in fear, sword still gripped tightly in your granite hands. 
 
    “Mm. Not bad,” the sphynx muses. Her eyes trail across the other statues scattered across the barren field. “Some of my finest work, I think.” 
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    Wish for Pleasure 
 
      
 
    As you stand there, you can’t help but take in the djinn’s ample form. Her bubbly pink skin and how her curves reveal themselves through the sultry transparent silk, as if looking at them through a veil of thinnest smoke. You swallow thickly as Dajini slowly rocks her hips from side to side. Her eyes faintly glowing as she lazily pushes out her pelvis, as her fingers glide up her hips, her narrow waist, and heft the ample globes of her soft breasts. 
 
    “Well?” Dajini giggles. “Have you, like, decided what you want? Do you know what you want more than like, anything else in the world right now? Oooh,” she coos, lifting her mouth watering tits, bouncing them in her hands. “I bet you totally want to know what I can do with these, huh? I bet you want to get a taste of my big, bimbo tits, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yeah,” you say, mouth dry. 
 
    She giggles, eyes bright, breasts bouncing. Every motion devouring your attention. “Then you totally know what you gotta wish for, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” you pant. 
 
    “Then say it, silly boy.” 
 
    “P-pleasure,” you moan, your voice strangely droning, your eyes staring at her bouncing breasts. “Wish for… pleasure…” 
 
    Dajini giggles. “Your wish is my command.” 
 
    She drifts down to the floor, her toes delicately touching down to stand just in front of you. She looks into your eyes and snaps her fingers. You suck in a breath as your clothes vanish into sparks, leaving you utterly naked. 
 
    “Mnnn. Not bad,” she purrs, placing her hand on your chest. You gasp, her touch tingling through you with sparks of pleasure. Your cock, already stirring from the sight of the unearthly beauty, stiffens fully, jutting out hungrily for the ravishing djinn. She notices, and smiles. “Not bad at all.” 
 
    “Oh, thank mmm…” 
 
    Your words are silenced by a kiss from the softest lips you’ve ever known. Her tongue teases into your mouth, plunging in and wrestling your own tongue. You rise to your tip toes as your tongue battles hers. As her breasts press against your chest. As her hands glide down your arms and waist. 
 
    As her fingers grasp your cock. 
 
    You moan as her fingers glide along your shaft, her thumb tracing a vein, rubbing the tip of your shaft. Your hips move, thrusting into her palm and wonderful stroking touch. Your head is spinning. Sparking. She presses against you harder. You’re falling. Falling. Bouncing into soft clouds of fluffy pink delight. 
 
    “Do you like it?” she breathes, above you, “my master?” Her hands move over herself, tracing her flawless curves. “Aren’t I just absolutely everything you could ever want in a woman? Aren’t I so perfect and wonderful that you would just do anything to possess me for even a night?” 
 
    “Yes,” you gasp. “Ohhh yesssss!” 
 
    She giggles, moving over you, straddling your waist. “Good. Because here comes the real fun.” 
 
    So she says, and so it is. She descends onto your cock, wrapping it in her warm cunt. You moan as her pussy massages your shaft. As she bounces atop your lap, her breasts swaying. Her lashes fluttering, hands resting on your chest as she fucks you. 
 
    “Ohhh gods,” you moan, thrusting up into her. Frantic. Panting. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Dajini gasps. “Oh yesss! Deeper. Mnnn. Deeper, master. Oh gods, my master. That’s it. Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Harderrrrrrr!” 
 
    You can’t stop even if you wanted to. Her depths swallow your shaft to the root. Ride you into the clouds of softest delight. Your whole body buzzes. Tingling. Aware of every slap of her hips. Every twitch of her pussy around you. 
 
    You cum. 
 
    A cry of surrender escapes you as your cock pulses into her tight cunt, spurting your thick cum into her tight depths, feeling her body rock beneath you. Soft. Flawless. Perfect. She cries out, whining in delight as you seed her, her own orgasm sweeping through her. 
 
    She moves, guiding you. She’s on her hands and knees and you’re behind her. She’s moaning as you thrust into her anew, rutting her like an animal in heat. You lean over her, your palms engulfing her bouncing breasts. Squeezing and massaging those soft orbs as your hips spank her flawless pink derriere. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Dajini moans. “Yess! Fuck me! Oh fuck me, master. Fuck me haaard! Oh gosh yes! There! Right there! Oh yesssss! More. Give me more of your big cock. Yessss! Fill me up! Cum in me. Cum in your slut!” 
 
    “Ohhhhh!” you moan as you hilt within her, again cumming, again pumping her full of your hot cum. Every pulse of your cock radiates through you. Your heart pounding as you pant and gasp. 
 
    You rest against her back, your hips shuddering from the aftershocks of your orgasm. Dajini giggles, glancing over her shoulder, her long lashes veiling her eyes. “Well, master?” she hums. “Did you… mnn… enjoy that? Did I bring you pleasure?” 
 
    “Oh fuck yes,” you moan, giving her soft tits another hungry squeeze. 
 
    “The best you’ve ever had?” 
 
    “The best.” 
 
    “Also, the last.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    The woman beneath you suddenly dissolves into smoke. You yelp, palms bruising on the hard floor as you catch yourself. You raise your head in stunned shock as the smoke billows up towards the ceiling, her giggling, mocking laughter echoing in the strange stone chamber before the smoke dissipates into thin air. 
 
    You kneel, naked on the cold stone floor, stunned and confused. But slowly, realization creeps in. And as you spend your final days trapped in the cold stone chamber, you reflect that some wishes should never come true. 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    You hold back, eying the goblin horde warily. The first move will be the one that wins it, and you want to make the right one. 
 
    Unfortunately, waiting was the wrong one. 
 
    A sharp pain hits your neck. “Ow!” you gasp, hand flying there instinctively and finding a feathered shaft. You pull the dart free and look at it, spotting something green on the tip. 
 
    “Oh,” you say as the poison starts to take hold, your vision swimming. “Awwww fuuuuuck.” 
 
    You topple like a felled tree, smashing into the ground. The triumphant hoots of the goblins barely register for you before the mass of stunted monsters grab your body, dragging you with some effort towards the center of the cave. 
 
    “He here! He here!” 
 
    You’re propped up against a stone wall, your eyes dim as a figure walks towards you. Short, but all the more curvy for it, what has to be the goblin princess steps out from behind the beaded veil that covers the next room. Her breasts and pussy are unbound, revealing thick, dark nipples and a cunt with a stylized tattoo of dark wings on her mons. A girdle rides brood-motherly hips and a headdress of feathers flare from her head. A beauty in that primal, savage way of pure animal desire, she looks you over imperiously, her head tilted back. 
 
    “I hope you might be worthy mate,” she says. “But you too weak to even beat goblins! You no good mate for me. But maybe I still have use.” 
 
    She takes one of the potions from her belt and pops the lid off. Grabbing your head, she tilts it back, forcing open your jaw before pouring her concoction down your throat. 
 
    You gag as the sickly-sweet potions flows into you. As Meeda releases your head you fall forward on your hands and knees, groaning in pain. Heat burns through your veins. Consuming you. Feverish. Trembling. Weakness washes through you in a wave. Your muscles tighten, your stomach twists. 
 
    And you change. 
 
    You feel it, your muscles melting away, replaced with softness. Your chest burns and you grab it, only to groan as your shirt, once fitting, strains against a pair of soft, plump tits. Your hands move from your chest to your ass as it tingles, plumping up, pushing out against your pants in a pair of plush, cushiony globes of a perfect bubble butt. Your hips join them, stretching your belt and waist even as the rest of your pants grow loose, your taut stomach softening. 
 
    But the greatest change occurs in your pants. Your cock tingles as it contracts, sinking into your pelvis. You cry out in despair, pawing for your bulge even as it further inverts, indenting, parting the flesh to form a pair of glistening pussy lips, your cock no more than the bead of an engorged clit. 
 
    You whimper on the floor, no longer the robust, muscular man who entered the tower. Now little more than a busty woman. A figure of female beauty born and bred to be desired. To be wanted. To be stuffed and fucked like the bitch you are. 
 
    The goblin princess smirks and tosses her hair. “There,” she says. “Now you of use to tribe!” 
 
    You raise your head, dimly realizing the changes have burned the poison from your body. You don’t have to wonder at her meaning. You can see it in the eyes of the dozens of goblins gathered around, their attention riveted to your curvy, fuckable form. Their crude loincloths tenting with their unabashed arousal. A few have even shoved aside the fabric; their warty, stunted shafts in their knobby hands as they jerk themselves off. 
 
    Horror. Disgust. You know you should feel it. But it’s all swept away by the lingering warmth of the potion. No longer transforming you. But enticing you. You feel your cunt grow slick, your core hot with the primal need to breed. You know your purpose. Your want. It’s to be fucked. To be bred. It doesn’t matter by who or what. 
 
    “Please,” you moan, cupping your tits, lifting them. “Please! I need… need cock. Need to be fucked. Please… Beg you… Fuck me…” 
 
    The goblins need no other encouragement. They surge forward, their grasping hands grabbing your ill-fitting clothing, tearing it away, revealing to the world your new buxom curves. Their cruel hands grasp your plump tits, squeezing, making you squeal and moan in helpless pleasure at their rough handling. They push you down onto your hands and knees, and doesn’t it feel perfect to be there? How appropriate for a breeding bitch to be in her proper place. 
 
    There’s a scuffle as the goblins contest the right to be the first to breed your cunt. You moan. “No,” you say, pushing out your rump, shaking your ass. “No, don’t fight. Everyone… everyone will get a turn. Please. Need you… Need you to fuck me. Need it so bad.” 
 
     Maybe they heard you. More likely they resolved the decision of who’ll take you first in their own way, but moments later bony fingers grasp your curvy hips, a stunted cock rubs against your slick cunt, and thrusts home. 
 
    You arch, mouth widening in an O of surprise, eyes flying open with ecstasy. It’s so… so goooood! You moan, thrusting back as the goblin eagerly begins to pound your sopping cunt, his cries and keening moans broken only by pants of breath and the wet schlicking of his warty cock plunging into your cunt. 
 
    “Ooooh fuuuuuuck!” you scream, shuddering in delight, your tits swinging beneath you like a cow’s udders as the goblin plows your fertile folds. Moments later the exceptionally perfect shape of your lips is taken advantage of as another goblin shoves his cock into your mouth. The bitterness of his shaft dances on your tongue. Your lashes fluttering as you eagerly suck on his warty cock, your nose tickled by his pubic hair as the goblins spit-roast you. 
 
    You core is burning with wonderful heat. Every thrust seems to reverberate through you. The twin cocks pounding you making your head spin. Your thoughts whirl. How could this be? How? A question that soon becomes irrelevant. Useless in the face of the two cocks impaling you. Fucking you. Using you like the living cock sleeve you so need to be. 
 
    “Mmnnn,” you moan around the shaft between your lips. “Mmm. Mmmn. Mmmmm!” 
 
    You shudder as you cum, overwhelmed by the dual sensations. The tightening of your cunt pushes the first goblin over the edge, and with a reedy wail of pure pleasure, he slams his warty shaft home, and cums. 
 
    Hot seed spurts deep into your womb. Your arms quake, your whole body shuddering with the sensation of your breeding. Of being taken at last by so virile a male. Your womb aches for more. For young. To be turned into the monster breeder that you always were meant to be, held back only by gender. But no more. At last. At last you can be a goblin’s breeding slut. 
 
    The goblin behind you unsheathes his cock from your dripping cunt, but it’s less than a moment before another takes his place, stuffing you anew with his own warty cock. You groan, helpless as he begins to eagerly rut you, your lips sliding ever more eagerly over the other goblin’s cock until, with a cry, that one too cums, his oily seed filling your mouth, eagerly swallowed by your insatiable lips. 
 
    On it goes. A parade of warty goblin cocks. One after the next the tribe takes their new slut. Each has a turn emptying their cum into you, stuffing your pussy so much their mingled seed oozes from you like syrup, your stomach slightly distended by the sheer amount of oily spooge you’ve taken. At some point it’s not the cock of a goblin that is pressed against your lips, but a green cunt. Your eyes, dim as they are, register this and climb up, past the rune of shadowed wings, over the mountainous green tits and to the amused face of the goblin princess. 
 
    “Thank Meeda, slut,” the goblin says. 
 
    You do the only way you know how. Burying your tongue into your mistress’s cunt. Licking her out with all the desperate need you’ve shown your goblin mates. Even more. For it is by her arts that you’ve become what you never knew you wanted to be. By her potion you were given the chance to be a proper breeding slut for the goblin tribe. 
 
    And as yet another goblin stuffs your cunt, shoving your face into Meeda’s cunny, you know it’s what you’ve always wanted. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    You know enough about goblins not to underestimate them. True, in a mob they are dangerous. True, they are far more cunning than most give them credit for. 
 
    But they’re also cowards. 
 
    You can work with that. 
 
    “Yaaaaaaaa!” you scream at the top of your lungs, charging into the chamber like a bull from the pen. The goblins start in surprise at the sudden violent cry. Ample time for you to reach the first of the stunted monsters and punt the creature like a football. 
 
    “Eeeeeeeee!” the goblin screams as he flies through the air, smashing into several of its brethren. You turn and kick the bonfire, sending burning wood flying everywhere. Several goblins squeal as the burning embers hit them, some even howling as their loincloths catch fire and their brethren try unsuccessfully and painfully to beat out the flames. 
 
    Your throw back your head, raise your sword and roar again. “Raaaaaah!” 
 
    It’s too much. The goblins scatter, screaming and scampering like rats for the warren of smaller tunnels that exit the main chamber. Within moments you’re alone but for the unconscious goblin you kicked and the crackling of the bonfire. 
 
    You let your arms fell, releasing a heavy breath. Well. All things considered that went fairly well. You glance about the room once more before heading towards the doorway at the far end of the chamber, and to where you have no doubt the first of the monster princesses await. 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    You quickly raise your hand. “Wait!” you shout. “We don’t have to fight.” 
 
    The goblins pause at that, confused. They look between each other uncertainly. 
 
    “No,” you repeat, walking slowly into the chamber, being sure to keep your sword lowered and unthreatening. “Goblins. Friends! Lend me your ears.” 
 
    They don’t look sure about this, but they haven’t riddled you with arrows either, which is a good sign. They move back as you move forward, shadows dancing across the painted walls as you come near the center of the room and the crackling bonfire. 
 
    “Goblins. Aren’t you tired of this tower?” you say. “Tired of being trapped in here? Tired of being without the wind in your hair? The sun on your skin? The breeding sluts at hand?” 
 
    Bows are slowly lowered. A few heads nod, ragged ears flopping. 
 
    “Of course you are!” you say, seizing on their dissatisfaction. “Who among you wants to stay in this stinking cave? Who among you wants to be trapped within this tower? Wouldn’t you rather be free? Wouldn’t you rather roam the world beyond these walls? Wouldn’t you rather be eating what you want? Hunting where you please? And fucking all the fertile women of the many races beyond this tower?” 
 
    “Yeah!” one goblin shouts. 
 
    “Yes!” you agree, raising a fist. “You deserve better! You deserve the chance to breed elven sluts with their tall builds. Fuck the farm girls with their big, soft breasts and curvy thighs. To plow the huntress. To fuck! To breed them heavy with your pups!” 
 
    “Yeah!” more goblins shout, putting aside their weapons. 
 
    “This tower is filled with monster girls. But you don’t get any of them. You’re trapped! Held here by the sorceress. And she is a bitch! But don’t worry! Because I’ve come to free you. To free your princess!” 
 
    Cheers ring out from the goblins. You’re not sure if they totally understand you, but they know they aren’t getting as much rutting as they should, and aren’t too happy about it. 
 
    “This is what I’m going to do. I’m going to go in there,” you say, pointing at the beaded curtain at the other end of the chamber. “And I am going to get your princess to free you and her from this tower. I am going to get her to take you away from here. To somewhere that eager, fertile women are plentiful. Upon my word, you are going to have a chance to fuck whoever you want!” 
 
    “Yeaaaaaah!” the goblins roar. “Human! Human! Human! Human!” 
 
    You pump a fist in the air, timed to their chants. You’re no master orator, but goblins aren’t exactly hard to work into a frenzy when fucking or eating are concerned. You back up slowly, making sure not to take your eyes off them until you hear the beaded curtain rattle against your back. Quickly turning about, your duck through and into the chamber of the tower’s first princess. 
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    Man 
 
      
 
    “Is it man?” you say. 
 
    “What? No. Of course it’s not. Why would you think that?” 
 
    You can only shrug. “It seems like the answer to every sphynx riddle is man,” you say. 
 
    She scoffs. “Only the stupid ones. We’ve had time to come up with more riddles since that one, I’ll have you know.” 
 
    “Alright. Alright. No need to be so testy,” you say. “Let me try again.” 
 
    “Ohhhh,” the sphynx says in mock contrition. “Did I forget to mention? You only get the one shot.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she says, shrugging, her tail twitching playfully. “Oopsie.” 
 
    “That wasn’t part of the deal.” 
 
    “Sure it was. I just didn’t say it,” the cat-woman giggles. “Now, for your punishment!” 
 
    “Wait! Hold up!” you say. 
 
    But she does not. In fact, she almost immediately touches her headdress, the eyes of the serpent which top her crown glowing. You take a step towards her, but too late. Light blasts from the serpent’s eyes, striking you full in the chest. You scream, convulsing as the spell takes hold, your limbs tightening, shrivelling. You look down in horror as your hands turn to thin, pink digits tipped with ragged nails. Fur bursts across your body, your face elongating into a snout. 
 
    You sink into your clothes, shrinking. Your cry of despair rises in pitch and shrinks in volume, become a high squeak. 
 
    The sphynx removes her paws from her crown. Her tail flicks lazily as she pads over to your crumpled clothes and gives them a kick. You tumble free, dazed. A tiny mouse, blinking in the gloomy light. 
 
    “Aw. How precious!” the feline sorceress coos as she pinches your tail and lifts your squirming form before her face. She smirks, eyes glinting. “Why, you’re almost good enough to eat.” 
 
    You squeak in fear, struggling in her grasp, but to no avail. Her jaws open wide, and slowly she lowers you into that hot cavern. She closes her teeth with a snap, her tongue sliding over her lips as she swallows you whole, heedless of your wriggling and squeaking as you slide down her throat and into her stomach. 
 
    “Mmm,” she purrs. “Delish.” 
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    Wish for Freedom 
 
      
 
    It seems quite obvious, really. You’d have to be an idiot to do otherwise. “I wish for freedom,” you say. 
 
    “Oh really?” the djinn says, giggling. “Like, okay! I woulda chosen that one too. It’s the best one!” She raises her arms above her head. “I grant you your freedom. Freedom from the pain of thought! Isn’t that the best?” 
 
    “Freedom from… Oh no. Wait. Wait!” you say, but it’s far too late. Suddenly she’s before you. Those plush, pink lips are kissing you. Breathing into you. Filling you with pink smoke. 
 
    You groan, eyes rolling back. Pink clouds suffocate you. Your brain feels like its been inflated to three times its normal size. The pounding agony builds to a peak. 
 
    And exhales. 
 
    You gasp, pink mist pouring from your mouth. Taking with it something you can’t name. Something that drains from you like water from a bucket with a hole in it. You fall to your knees, coughing, gagging as ribbons of the enchanted smoke swirls from your mouth. 
 
    “Everything okay?” 
 
    You look up. 
 
    And see the most beautiful creature there ever was. 
 
    A djinni, her skin a florid pink, her curves masked in nothing but filmy silks that flutter around her like mist, revealing swelling breasts and gentle hips. Her eyes are bright and blue as aquamarines. Her hair a coiling mass of pink smoke twining like a long ponytail in the air. 
 
    She giggles, a sound so sweet, so pure, that it lifts your very soul. “See something you like, handsome?” she asks, impishly striking a pose that makes her gravity defying breasts bounce and hips cock. 
 
    “Yeah,” you say breathlessly. 
 
    “Mmm. I bet you do. And who are you?” 
 
    “Me? I’m…” Your mouth opens. Closes. You stare at her, then look at your hands. You try and remember, but facts slip through your fingers like her pink, smoky hair. “I’m… I… I don’t know,” you say, stunned by the admission. 
 
    The woman giggles. “Like, oh my gosh! You must have, like, lost your memory! I wonder how that coulda happened? Poor thing. But don’t worry. I know who you are.” 
 
    You look up at her hopefully. “You do?” 
 
    “Of course! You’re my slave. My handsome, eager bimbo slave.” 
 
    “I… I am?” 
 
    “Like, duh! After all, why wouldn’t you be? Aren’t I just, like, the sexiest person you’ve ever seen? Aren’t I totally worthy of your worship? Of your obedience?” 
 
    Your eyes devour her curvy form as she floats before you, slowly rotating until she’s lying down in thin air, her palms cupping her chin, her long lashes fluttering at you. She’s right. She is so beautiful. Of course you would worship her. Would be her slave. Do anything she commanded. Your face lights up with the dawning realization. “Oh thank you, mistress!” you gasp. “I don’t know how I forgot!” 
 
    Mistress giggles again, tickling under your chin like she might a well-behaved dog. “Awww. That’s okay, sweetie. You’re just a dumb bimbo, after all. I shouldn’t expect too much from you. I mean, just look at what you’re wearing! No no,” she sighs, shaking her head, her smoky hair flicking back and forth. “Really. Silly bimbos should never be allowed to dress themselves.” 
 
    She snaps her fingers, and your leather clothes dissolve like they were made of wax. Some remain, reforming in the shape of a long silken ribbon and girdle to hide your groin from view, the rest melting to the floor, leaving you nearly naked. The perfect uniform for a silly, mindless bimbo boy. 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” you say adoringly. 
 
    “You’re welcome, slave. Now,” she says, kicking in the air, spinning end over end before coming to hove above you, a dainty foot extended towards you. “Show your mistress how much you appreciate her efforts.” 
 
    Nothing could make you happier. With awestruck adoration you lift her foot in your hands, dumbfounded by the honour bestowed on you to even touch such a perfect creature. You lean forward, and lovingly run your tongue along the sole of her foot. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Oh, you’re in heaven. 
 
    You feel your slave cock stiffen as you worship her foot. Your tongue showing her what it cannot say in words. You worship the arch of her foot. Suck delicately on each of her pink toes, moaning softly as you please her. Rub your face against her foot like the pathetic little slave you are. 
 
    She giggles in delight, her generous breasts bouncing as you kneel before her. “Mm. That’s enough,” she sighs, pulling her foot back. “Slave, you’ve been a very good boy. Don’t think I haven’t noticed! And mistress is always so happy to reward her silly bimbos. Isn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, knowing it to be true. Mistress would never lie to you. 
 
    She smirks. “Good boy,” she says, and once more pleasure tingles through you at those two simple words. “Now, I think it’s time to play with your handsome cock. Don’t you?” 
 
    You gasp. Mistress is going to play with your cock? You’re almost brought to tears by her generosity. “Mistress,” you gasp. “Yes! Please! My cock is all for you.” 
 
    “Of course it is, sweetie. Now, lie down.” 
 
    Eagerly you do as she bids. Laughing, the djinn slowly floats down. Her finger glides down her chest, parting the filmy fabric that flutters around her, easing it open and revealing the flush lips of her cunny. Her eyes sparkle as she comes to rest atop your hips, her cunny sheathing you within her. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you moan as her slick depths swallow you. Tighten around you. 
 
    “Mnnnn,” Mistress moans, settling her hands on your chest, leaning forward, her breasts squeezed between her arms. Her hips lift. 
 
    Drop. 
 
    “Yessss!” Mistress moans as she bounces herself atop you. Claiming your cock for her own. Riding you with every hint of ecstatic joy. “Mnnn! Yes! Give me it, my pretty bimbo. Oh yessss! Fuck. Ah. Mnnnn! Yessss! Give my your cock. Oh yes. Yes!” 
 
    “Mistress!” you cry, gasping. “Mistress! Yes! Please! Fuck me! My goddess. My beloved! Let me please you! Ah. Nnn! Yes! Please!” 
 
    Your pants and gasps and weak cries drive the djinni on. She giggles, her hair twisting in delight as she rides your bimbo cock. Fucking you like the good slut you are. The good, weak, pathetic, silly slave you’re so eager to be. You moan, your voice rising. It’s too much. All too much. She’s just so perfect. So wonderful. So beautiful. You cum, crying out, a sound of surrender. Of meek longing and adoration for this goddess atop you. Your cock twitches as you pump your seed into her. 
 
    “Ah ah!” Mistress gasps. “Don’t be getting soft on me yet!” She flicks her finger in a circle, and you gasp as a band of magic wraps around your cock. Instantly you stiffen anew within her molten depths. 
 
    “There we go! Honestly. Bimbo boys should always be hard for their mistresses.” 
 
    “Nnnn!” you groan, your cock straining against the binding band of darkness, to no avail. 
 
    Mistress laughs, bouncing faster. Her breasts enthralling you, wiping out what weak thoughts you might have. You moan beneath her, thrusting weakly into her hot cunt. But after that first time, you don’t cum again. The band around your cock doesn’t let you. Merely edges you. Teases you. Keeps you so close to orgasm. So near. So denied. 
 
    “Yessss!” Mistress moans, throwing back her head, shuddering in delight. “Yesss! Cumming!” 
 
    Her cry rings in the stony halls. Her pussy clamps down on your cock as she cums, shuddering with ecstasy as she reaches her peak. 
 
    She lets out a slow breath. 
 
    And her hips begin to move again. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan. 
 
    Mistress giggles. “Get used to it, slave,” she says, lowering her face an inch above yours, her smirk so lovely on her face. “Slaves exist for their mistress’s pleasure. Don’t they?” 
 
    “Yes,” you gasp as her wonderful pussy rides your throbbing, veiny cock. “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    And you know she’s right. 
 
    Because mistress would never lie to you. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Make Kitty Purr 
 
      
 
    You eye the feline monster thoughtfully. “You know,” you say, slowly walking towards her. “I bet it gets awfully lonely around here…” 
 
    “You’re not wrong,” the sphynx says, watching you, the corner of her lip curled in amusement and curiosity. “Not much to talk to other than the statues. And the old woman, but she’s not much of a conversationalist…” 
 
    “I bet not. And there’s so many things another person could do for you.” 
 
    “Too true,” she purrs as you walk near her. Her paw rises, resting on your chest. The purr that rumbles from within her breast grows deeper. “Do you have any idea of what those might be?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” you say. 
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    Sand 
 
      
 
    “Is it sand?” you say. 
 
    “Ha! You idiot! It’s…” She trails off, brow scrunching. “Wait, did you say sand?” 
 
    “Um, yeah.” 
 
    Her lips curls. A low growl rises from her throat as her tail lashes. “F-ine,” she says, sharply enunciating the first syllable. “You’re right. It’s sand.” 
 
    “Oh. Good. It was a pretty good riddle, though,” you say, feeling magnanimous in victory. Also, the last thing your really want is a six-foot-tall cat woman with ambiguous powers being pissed off at you. 
 
    As you’d hoped, her ears perk up. “Oh?” she says, the winding movement of her tail betraying her interest. “You really think so?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” you say. “It had a very poetic quality, in addition to ambiguity. A certain cultural mystique which did very well to match your overall aesthetic. Honestly, I was lucky to get it. And not to toot my own horn, but if anyone else had tried, I’m sure they would have failed.” 
 
    She shifts, brushing a paw through the fur behind her ear. “Well,” she says. “I did put a lot of thought into it.” 
 
    “It showed. So about the doors…” 
 
    “Hm? Oh! Right. Sure.” She points. “The green one will take you to the goblin’s lair. Be careful in there, though. She’s got an absolute mob of the little buggers guarding her.” 
 
    “She does?” 
 
    “Mhmm. But don’t worry. They’re just goblins.” 
 
    “Good to know. Thanks.” 
 
    She wiggles her paw in farewell as you move towards the green door at the foot of the tower. You reach for the knob, hesitating a moment. She might be lying… but you kind of doubt it. A sphynx, for all their bloodthirst, are proud creatures above all else. To get their riddle right means they have to acknowledge you. 
 
    Still, you can’t help but wince in expectation as you turn the handle, and step through the door. 
 
    Fortunately, it seems you were right to trust her. You don’t enter a room so much as a cavern. Raw stone surrounds you in a crudely chiseled tunnel. Torches of bone wrapped in cloth flutter from either side, illuminating the rough cut of the passage, playing shadows against each other and deeper into the subterranean lair. 
 
    “Ah,” you say, yanking one of the torches out. “Seems about right.” 
 
    You glance back and are far from surprised to see that the doorway has vanished, replaced with nothing more than a flat stone wall. You shrug. Well, you’ve come this far. Even if you wanted to turn back, your committed to this now. Setting your shoulders, torch of bone in hand, you set off down the tunnel and into the tower of the sorceress. 
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    Wish for Suffering 
 
      
 
    Looking at the djinn, you realize abruptly just what you’re dealing with. Dajini is a being of smoke and etherium. Separate from the worldly affairs of every day, she is a creature of magic and cunning. And such being are mirthful. Playful. And because they honestly don’t give a shit, their games are rarely healthy for their playthings. 
 
    “I wish… for suffering,” you say slowly. 
 
    Dajini narrows her eyes, her smirk widening. “Mmm. Is that right?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Totally, utterly, unbelievably-“ 
 
    “I’m sure,” you interrupt sharply. 
 
    Dajini giggles again. “Mmm. Well, okay! Your wish is my command.” She waves her hand, pink fingers flashing a strange design. “Suffer the pains of mortality, little man. Enjoy the trials of the tower. If you survive, you just might get to live to the ripe old age of decrepitude, aches and syphilis.” 
 
    “Wait, what was that last one?” you say. 
 
    She doesn’t answer. Instead, Dajini blows a sudden cloud of pink smoke into your face. You cough, frantically waving an arm to clear the air as you stagger back a step. 
 
    The smoke clears from your stinging eyes, and you realize you’re no longer in the strange chamber beneath the earth. You’re still quite clearly underground, but not in the room with the grand statue or the giggling djinn. Raw stone surrounds you in a crudely chiseled tunnel. Torches of bone wrapped in cloth flutter from either side of you, playing shadows against each other and suggesting the depths stretching on ahead. 
 
    You recognize the workmanship of goblins well enough, and despite yourself you smile. “Suffering,” you say, yanking one of the torches out. “Like marching through a tower to fight a witch, taking on her servants one by one with the threat of death, dismemberment and slavery at every turn.” You sigh. “Seems about right.” 
 
    Still, you shrug. You suppose you’re where you wanted to be. Well, you’ve come this far. Even if you wanted to turn back, you’re committed to this now. Setting your shoulders, torch of bone in hand, you set off down the tunnel and into the tower of the sorceress. 
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    Goblin Brood Slut 
 
      
 
    “Yes! Yes! Oh master! Fuck meeeee!” 
 
    The goblin howls as he hilts in your sopping cunt, his cock pulsing as he spurts his load in your stuffed depths. You moan, gravid tits bouncing, milk dribbling from your pierced nipples. As you lover withdraws his cock from your cunt and leans against you, panting with exertion. You coo and cradle his head, pulling it against your plump tits. “My big strong mate,” you murmur. “You did so well. Relax now. You filled me with so much cum.” 
 
    The goblin groans, his lips automatically finding one of your fat nipples, latching on and giving a hungry suck. You shudder, moaning with delight as he drinks your thick cream, your thighs quaking as cum oozes from your cunt. 
 
    You hear the curtain to your breeding room rustle and raise your head, a smile of deepest joy alighting on your face as your mistress arrives. Meeda strides into the room, the feathers of her headdress swaying, her buxom curves bouncing. She pauses, smirking at the sight of your heavy tits being so eagerly milked by your latest lover. 
 
    “Beggin. You leave,” she commands. 
 
    Beggin groans, but obeys. His lips pop free from your nipple and he pushes himself to his feet, waddling out of the room, his stomach slightly swollen from the rich milk he gorged himself on. 
 
    Once the goblin is gone you roll slowly to your hands and knees, crawling to your mistress, your breasts and heavily pregnant stomach sagging beneath you. As is customary when greeting your princess, you kiss the tattoo above Meeda’s mons, your eyes growing lidded with adoration for the curvy short-stack. 
 
    “Mistress,” you moan, raising your eyes to her smirking face. “What do you need of me.” 
 
    Meeda strokes your face. “On ass,” she commands. 
 
    Willingly, you ease back into a sitting position, scooting until your back rests once more against the wall. You shiver with delight as her hand touches your heavy stomach, stroking the taut flesh, feeling the goblin pups growing deep within your womb. 
 
    “Mmm. Many pups,” the goblin says with approval. “New fertility potion help.” 
 
    “Oh yes, mistress,” you breathe, your whole body tingling from her touch. “I carry so many now. It’s wonderful. I can be bred so much more often by the mighty warriors of the tribe.” 
 
    “Mmm. You happy?” the goblin princess asks, her hand wandering lower, following the slope of your heavy stomach. 
 
    Your breath hitches. “S-so much happier, mistress,” you gasp as her finger slides along your drooling cunt. “I couldn’t imagine anything better than being goblin broodmother.” 
 
    “You sure? You not remember who were before?” Meeda asks teasingly, even as her finger strokes up and down. 
 
    “Nnnn!” you groan, throwing your head back as sweet pleasure burns once more through your veins. “Ooooh! So… so pathetic before. Never knew… knew the pleasure of goblin cock. Of being breeding s-sluuuut! Thank you… ah… thank you mistress. Thank you for showing slut how she needs to be bred. How she needs to fuck goblins. Carry pups. Be good milky… ah… milky slut…” 
 
    Meeda smirks, her finger sliding deeper, teasing your clit. You whimper. Ohhhh she always knows just how to touch you. Just how to make you melt and gasp and moan. Helpless. Putty in her hand. 
 
    “Good slut. I think you learn quick.” 
 
    “Thank youuuuu,” you moan, your swollen hips bucking as she strokes your glistening cunt. 
 
    “In fact, I have new potion. It make so pups grow even stronger. But need cum from many warriors while you heavy with. You want?” 
 
    “Ohhh mistress! Anything… ah…. Anything for the… the tribe.” 
 
    Meeda smirks. “Good girl.” 
 
    She grabs a bottle from her belt, tearing the cork out with her teeth, her other hand rather busy stroking you to a shuddering climax. You eagerly tilt back your head, opening your mouth wide. It’s not the first time Meeda has used you as a guinea pig for her potions. You don’t mind. In fact, you adore it. Because it always makes you a better slut for the tribe. Able to take more cocks. Feel greater pleasure. And after every dose, Meeda is always kind enough to allow the tribe to fuck you again. That alone makes you eagerly guzzle the sweet potion as she pours it down your throat. Even as you keen, shuddering as you cum, more goblin cum flowing from your overstuffed pussy. 
 
    You don’t mind the loss, though. Because as Meeda takes away the bottle and barks something at the door, the curtain glides back, and the whole goblin tribe is waiting beyond, their grins broad, their warty cocks stiff for your fertile form. 
 
    And you eagerly spread your plush thighs, inviting the first to enter and fill you with their cock. Your voice rising in a scream of pleasure as the potion warms your pregnant frame, and the goblin begins to rut in you. You’ve finally found your purpose in life. 
 
    And you can’t imagine it being any better. 
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    Quiz Her Some More 
 
      
 
    “Who are you, exactly?” you ask the old woman. 
 
    “Mm. Just an old woman. One who has seen the sorts of things Morgana gets up to,” she says. “Morgana is a cruel witch indeed. She often captures innocents, either to experiment and curse, or to release into her tower for her monsters to toy with. I was once one of them.” 
 
    You glance again at the forbidding tower. “Then, why hang around here?” 
 
    The old woman shakes her head. “Morgana is proud and powerful. She doesn’t fear me. She knows I am no threat to her anymore. And I know it too. Which is why I wait here. For someone who has the courage to face the sorceress and best her.” 
 
    “And that’s me?” you say. 
 
    Her eyes gleam. “I wonder…” 
 
    “Uh huh,” you say slowly, your eyes tracking the leering shapes of gargoyles jutting from the tower’s peaks. Did that one just wink at you? “How many have tried scaling this thing before me, anyway?” 
 
    “Many,” the old woman says. “Morgana has made many enemies. And the treasures she’s rumored to keep have inspired more than a few to try and enter her home on their own. But her guardians are formidable. And only grow more so the higher you climb the tower.” 
 
    “I take it no one has made it to the top?” 
 
    She shrugs. “Perhaps. There was one. A warrior woman. But no one knows what became of her. Little good, I dare say.” 
 
    “And I’m supposed to make it?” 
 
    “It’s not a great deal, I suppose,” she says. “But if you wish to rescue your bride, you must. Of course,” she adds with a cock of her head. “You might have other advantages...” 
 
    “What do you mean.” 
 
    She waves a withered hand towards the tower. “You have tools that others who attempted to breach the tower never did. Your sword, blessed, for one. And the princesses, once you free them, may be willing to give you aid in their own way. Provided you seek to climb further.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I?” 
 
    The old woman smiles impishly at you. “Hmm. Well, the girls who reside within, when freed, will doubtless be most grateful to their saviour. So much so, that many may be more than willing to try and keep such a strong, brave husband for themselves. Once freed, they may leave the tower at will. And should you seek to go with them, what would stop you?” 
 
    “Marry a monster?” you say, startled. 
 
    The old woman shrugs playfully. “It will be up to you, young prince.” 
 
    You’d never thought if it that way. True, you’ve always wondered what it might be like to fuck a monster girl, but you’d never really considered the prospect of marrying one. Though, now that you think about it, it might not be such a bad deal. Having an always grateful lamia, goblin or other creature your eager bride for all your days would be interesting. You doubt your mother would be pleased, but you’re also sure you’ve moved beyond giving a shit what she thinks. 
 
    You realize the old woman is watching you with amusement and cough, blushing a little. “Uh, yes. I see. That’s… something to think about, to be sure.” 
 
    “To be sure,” she echoes you, the mirth never leaving her eyes. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    You can think of worse ways to get close to the curvy goblin. “You want to serve me?” 
 
    “So much,” the goblin princess coos, slowly walking down the steps of her crude throne, each one making her jiggle. Her tits bounce. Her ass sway. “I want service human champion.” 
 
    “Is that right.” 
 
    “Yesss,” Meeda moans. She barely comes up to your stomach, but you don’t really see that as a problem. She’s exactly positioned to unlace your pants and take your hardening cock in her hands. She gasps at the heft of your manhood, cooing softly. You raise your sword. 
 
    Her lips kiss the tip of your shaft. 
 
    And you moan. 
 
    Pleasure. Hot. Molten lust burns up your cock, tingling through your balls and up through every nerve. “What…” 
 
    Meeda pulls back, leaving a big, red lipstick mark on the tip of your cock. “So strong,” the goblin princess moans, delivering another kiss of softest lips to your throbbing shaft. “So powerful. You make mighty mate. Breed me with many pups.” 
 
    You bite your lip as more kisses are delivered onto your cock. Each leaving a blossoming red mark. Each throbbing up through your shaft and body. You slowly lower your sword. There… there’ll be time for that later. After all, she’s not resisting. In fact, she’s enjoying you. Kissing you. And then her lips wrap around your manhood, sliding down to the hilt. 
 
    “Oh f-fuck!” you moan, so intense your pleasure your sword tumbles from your nerveless hand. You’ve never known the like. Never felt such wonderful, aching softness as her plush, crimson lips. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Meeda moans as she bobs atop your cock, her lips sliding up and down, worshipping your pillar. She takes it to the back of her throat, further. An expert cock sucker, she hollows her cheeks, increasing the suction. 
 
    You can’t take it. You grab her head, drawing back, pounding forward, fucking the curvy goblin’s hungry mouth, groaning in purest pleasure as she takes your cock like it was the greatest thing she’s ever tasted. 
 
    You can’t hold out against that love. How could you? You shove your cock to the hilt, feeling her soft lips press another lipstick coated kiss around your root, and cum. Moaning as you fountain into her hot mouth, feeling her throat swallow every spurt of your seed. 
 
    Your knees quake with the intensity of your orgasm. “Ooooh,” you groan, your cock sliding out from between her warm lips as you go to your knees, panting. Meeda giggles, giving you a light push, sending you falling back, and onto the throne. 
 
    You sit there, limp, panting as Meeda reaches into her belt and produces a silver tube. She uncaps it and generously applies another coating of hot red lipstick, giving her cock-sucking soft lips a heavy smack. 
 
    “You… drugged your lips…” you say in dim realization. 
 
    Meeda giggles as she moves between your parted legs. “I did. But needed husband to know how good goblin lips are. Wanted you know how good it be to be goblin stud. Fuck Meeda full of pups.” 
 
    You try to be angry, but it’s quite hard. You’re just so exhausted. So spent. Yet still so aware. So aroused. Your skin continues to tingle with the aphrodisiac lipstick, and just when you think you might manage something other than torpid lust, her lips again deliver a wet kiss to your shaft. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuck!” you groan, head leaning back as your shaft once more stiffens to attention. 
 
    “I be good queen,” she says, delivering another kiss to your cock. “I be your pretty goblin slut. You fuck me full of pups. You keep me pregnant with mighty seed. Our pups be strong. Be brave! We have mightiest goblins world ever know. But I need seed. I need cum in womb.” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” you pant, so very much beyond protest. Or much else. Your cock is absolutely quivering with need. You can’t think past it. Past how much you need to stuff this curvy goblin’s glistening cunt with gallons of your cum. Fuck her so hard she swells with your seed. Nothing else matters. Nothing. 
 
    And to your unrestrained joy you see the same need in her eyes. She removes her lips from your cock and slowly walks up onto the throne. You pant as she straddles your waist, her pussy brushing the tip of your cock, that meager contact almost enough to send you over the edge right there. But you can’t. No. Your cum is too precious to waste. She needs it. Your wife needs it. 
 
    “Give me,” she breathes, and sheathes you inside her. 
 
    “Ohhhhhhhhh!” you moan as her velvety folds engulf you. You haven’t a prayer of holding back. You grip the arms of the throne tightly as your cock pulses within her, stuffing her with your cum. She cries out, the feathers of her headdress fluttering as her thighs tighten around you. 
 
    And you’re still hard. 
 
    She starts to fuck herself atop you, her full tits bouncing, her thick thighs working as she takes your cock to the hilt. You grab her hips, hammering your cock into her, her cries of pleasure music to your ears. 
 
    “Yessss!” Meeda screams. “Yes! Fuck me! Fill me! Fill womb with cum! Breed meeeeee!” 
 
    “Yes!” you pant, your cock sloshing out of her overstuffed cunny. “Yes! Gonna… gonna fuck you. Gonna breed you! Gonna… fuuuuck!” 
 
    You roar as you cum again, fountaining in her, her pussy tightening around you as her own orgasm joins your own, milking your balls of every swell of cum. 
 
    And still you’re hard. 
 
    She’s insatiable. Kisses rain down on your chest. Every crimson mark another nail in the coffin of your resistance. Of escape. Each another upswell of desire. Of orgasmic bliss. Only when she’s milked you dry, your balls tight, your cock still twitching, does she at last slow, finally allowing herself to settle atop your lap, resting against you, her plush breasts squished against your lipstick coated chest. 
 
    “Mmm. My mate,” she coos. You moan as she delivers another kiss to your chest. “You’ll breed me so good.” 
 
    You can’t answer her. You feel spent. Wasted. Your sword lies forgotten on the floor as you sag back into the throne, your eyes sliding shut as the darkness of exhaustion claims you. 
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    “I do,” you say, grabbing her toga, yanking her against you. 
 
    She gasps, and you take the opportunity to kiss her. She stiffens in surprise as your tongue invades her mouth, then melts against you, pressing against your chest, her claws digging into your shirt. You deepen the kiss, brazenly reaching down, flicking up the hem of her toga and revealing the slickness of her cunt. You growl. She purrs, rubbing her slick folds against your fingers. 
 
    You break the kiss. “You want to be fucked by a man,” you say, suddenly pushing her. She gasps, falling against a statue. Before she has a chance to move you grasp her ass. “You want to be pounded until you’re screaming for more. You want it all. And I’m going to give it to you.” 
 
    “Mnn,” she gasps, glancing over her shoulder, her pupils wide and dark. “I should kill you for that,” she says. 
 
    “Will you?” you ask, massaging her ass, unlacing your trousers. 
 
    Her eyes glitter and she pushes her fuzzy rump back and into your hands. “Hmm… Only if you disappoint.” 
 
    You laugh as you tear open your pants, freeing your length. “No worries there,” you say, pushing her up against the statue and sliding your cock home. 
 
    And oh how she purrs. Her moan rumbles through her. Her back arches, tail twitching as your cock saws into her tender cunny. “Ooooh! That’s iiiit!” 
 
    “Yeah? You like… nn… that?” 
 
    “Yessss!” the sphynx moans as she pushes back against your plunging cock. “Oh fuck yessssss!” 
 
    “Good kitten.” 
 
    “Mnnn!” she moans, eagerly thrusting against your cock, her tail curling around your shaft. “Yessss! Good kitty! Kitty needs cock. Kitty needs cream.” 
 
    You’re breathing hot. The sound of her pleasure thrums through you. Her cunt is so tight, squeezing you as her tail slides up and down you, spurring you on to drive your cock deeper into the mewling cat-girl. Her peachy ass bounces off your hips, her panting intoxicating. 
 
    “Which door?” you gasp. 
 
    “Mmm?” 
 
    You give her bottom a sharp slap. “Which door, kitty? Which door leads inside?” 
 
    “Mrooooow!” the lusty monster-girl cries over the crack of your palm on her ass. “Ooooh… d-door. The ah… Mnnnn…” 
 
    “Tell me,” you grunt, hands tightening on her hips, your cock hammering into her. “Tell me… ah… or I’ll pull out. I’ll leave you hot and mewling for more.” 
 
    “Nooooo!” the sphynx moans. “Don’t… nnn… you dare!” 
 
    “You want my cum? You want me to spurt my cream in your hot cunt? Then tell me.” 
 
    “Ooooh!” she moans. “D-doooor! The… the green one! Green one goes to Meeda!” 
 
    You’re glad she’s been so forthright, because you couldn’t hold back a second longer. With a cry you hilt your cock in her tight cunt, stuffing her with great bursts of your cum. The sphynx howls, her claws gouging ragged lines in the statue as she arches with pleasure, her own orgasm not far behind. 
 
    Panting, you step back, unsheathing yourself from your kitten-slut. The sphynx slides down to the ground, her rump in the air, tail curling contentedly as she purrs with bliss. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, you tuck your cock back into your pants and lace them up. But as you walk past her, you can’t resist giving her chin a little scratch. She purrs, rolling over onto her side, stretching out on the hard-packed earth. 
 
    You chuckle as you reach the tower and open the green door. You step through, but not into a long hall or palatial chamber, as you might expect. But instead a dark tunnel of raw stone, lit by the fluttering glow of torches made of bone and cloth. 
 
    You stand stock still for a moment, then glance back. The door is gone, leaving only a bare face of solid stone. You scoff, wrenching one of the torches out of the wall. “Of course,” you say, starting off and down the tunnel, deeper into the goblin warren. “It could never be easy, could it?” 
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    You hold back. Only a fool would rush in against a goblin. Their kind are too clever by half, and you have no idea just how smart a princess might be. 
 
    Meeda makes no move towards you, merely smiling. Just standing there, her big breasts on full display. Her glistening pussy bared, begging for a nice, thorough fucking. Her hips are so generous, her girdle riding them, outlining them so perfectly. How soft she would be. How easy it would be to just bend her over that throne and fuck her womb full of cum. 
 
    You blink. The room seems to shimmer as if under a veil of heat. You lick your lips. Your blood is warm. You can feel your cock tenting your pants. 
 
    “Does human not want fuck me?” the goblin croons. 
 
    “Uh…” you say, your mouth dry as she slowly turns, the bottles on her belt jangling; her crown of feathers swaying. Oh fuck. Her ass is everything you dreamed it would be. Plush yet firmly toned, as evidenced when she gives herself a teasing spank, the impact rippling across her rear. 
 
    “Please,” she croons, her ass slowly moving. Swaying. Tantalizing like a matador’s cape. “I need human cock so bad. Need cum in me. Need to breed.” 
 
    You’re halfway across the room before you realize it, your cock pulling you like a dowsing rod towards her curves. You think about stopping, but that instruction never quite reaches your feet as you continue to advance. Continue to shed your clothes. Where did your sword go? And your pants? 
 
    But all that drifts away as your hands enfold the soft curves of her bum. As the eager short-stack moans as your fingers massage her flawless green rear. The feathers in her crown swaying as she pushes back against your grip. 
 
    “Please. Need cock,” she moans. 
 
    You’re breathing hard. Hot. The air seems thick with arousal. So thick. How… Your eyes drift to the sconces which line the road to her throne. Drugs. She must have… must have drugged them before you came in. Filled them with an aphrodisiac that only took you time to inhale. Every breath tightening the trap you never realized you walked into. You wonder if she’s immune to the intoxicating potpourri. Probably not. After all, what would she lose by being hornier? Being more eager to fuck. To be ridden. To be hammered into the floor with every thrust of your thick cock and bred like a proper slut should be. 
 
    It’s too much. Your thoughts have drowned amid the instincts of your body. You don’t have a prayer of resisting. Of grasping her plush bottom, making her moan and eagerly part her legs to unveil her tattooed cunt. Then you thrust. 
 
    And everything is just perfect. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” Meeda cries out, the bottles on her belt chiming as she thrusts back against your cock, her breasts mashing into her throne. “Yesssss! Fuck me! Fuck Meeda hard! Breed goblin! Fill with cum!” 
 
    You groan, but can’t deny her need. Your own is just as potent, and without hesitation you start hammering into her rippling pussy, her cries of pleasure only spurring you on further. You rut your curvy cock sleeve like an animal. Only focused on how she feels around you. Under you. How her whimpers and moans and pants make your heart race and your hands tighten on her hips. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Breed meeeeee!” 
 
    Her voice rises in a scream of pleasure as she cums. As her pussy tightens around your cock you can’t hold back. You bellow like a bull, hilting within her and cumming, pumping your seed into her fertile depths. 
 
    Your head is still spinning. You unsheathe your cock from her cunt, your legs giving out under you. You fall to your knees, breathing heavily. 
 
    Her gentle hands take you, easing you from the floor and onto the throne. You sag onto the hard stone, looking down as your curvy goblin slut kneels between your legs, her eyes smoky with love and lust. “My king,” she croons, her green breasts enveloping your wilted cock. “You breed me good. But need more. Need more mighty seed from mate.” 
 
    You groan as her tits move about your slickened cock, trapping it between two orbs of impossible softness. Stroking you back to full length, the mushroom head surfacing just long enough to be once again smothered between her fat tits. “Ohhhhh,” you moan. 
 
    “You make mighty mate. Our pups be strong. Be powerful!” As your cock crests her tits again, she adoringly licks it, her tongue teasing you. “Want fuck again?” 
 
    “Yessss,” you hiss, resting your head against the back of the throne. “Fuck yesssss!” 
 
    “I know. Don’t worry. I fuck stud forever now.” 
 
    Forever? Your brow furrows. Something… something about that doesn’t sound right. You shouldn’t… 
 
    Then she’s moving over you. Her hand is on your cock, and she’s lowering herself onto your lap. Onto your cock. And every thought just flies out of your head. “Fuuuuck!” you gasp as her velvety cunt once more wraps around your cock. As she begins to bounce in her lap. 
 
    “Yessss!” Meeda moans. “Yes! Fuck me! Breed slut!” 
 
    “Gods! Fuck you!” you pant, your hands once more resting on her hips, your own plunging your cock into her pussy. “Fuck! Fuck you. Fuck… fuck slut! Breed you. Breed you haaaard!” 
 
    Meeda squeals in delight as you saw your cock into her, her crown of feathers flying about her head. Her breasts swaying, her hips bouncing, fucking you on her throne. Your throne. And as you cum again, pumping your cum into your curvy slut, you can’t imagine anything better. 
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    You slowly sink to your knees before her. You touch her skirt and lift it, revealing the gusset of her cunny. “You deserve to be treated like the queen you are,” you say, leaning in, nuzzling her cunt. “You deserve to be serviced. To be worshipped.” 
 
    “Mmm. And you think you can do that?” 
 
    “I need to,” you moan. 
 
    She laughs and kicks you off. You fall back with an oof, but she doesn’t seem to have rejected you. Her eyes are alight with mirth and desire. The cat’s playful nature evident in the set of her eyes and shine of her eyes. She slowly saunters back, her tail swishing in the air until she finds a statue that will serve. She sits down on it, hiking up her skirt to reveal her fur tufted pussy once more. Her eyes are smoky as she points to the ground before her. 
 
    “Crawl.” 
 
    You don’t hesitate. On hands and knees you crawl to the dominant cat-girl, feeling her gaze of contempt and desire. Your own blood warming as you reach her, you sit before her, expectant. 
 
    “Bark,” she says. 
 
    “Woof!” you say. 
 
    She laughs. “Oh, this is just too easy! Isn’t that right, pup? You just couldn’t wait to get to this tower, could you? I bet the whole reason you came here was thinking that you could find a woman to really make you her bitch. Well, come on. Show your queen what that tongue can do.” 
 
    You don’t know if it’s the cat-woman’s confident air or just the way she talks down to you, but you don’t just want to please her. You need to. Some deep-seated urge rises within you as you lean forward, your tongue sliding out from between your lips and up her slit. 
 
    “Mnnn,” the sphynx moans as you tenderly lick her out. “Oooh, that’s right. What a good… mnn… slut. Look at you. What kind of a prince is willing to lick out a monster girl? I bet this isn’t even that new for you. Do the maids in the palace do this to you? Do they wait until you’re alone and then order you to lick them out? I bet sometimes they’re still stuffed with whoever’s cum they just fucked. Need a real man, after all. Not you and your pathetic cock. You get off on it, don’t you? On being just a pathetic pussy licking bitch to the lowliest serving wench. They probably bend you over and spank your ass red with a paddle, don’t they?” 
 
    “Yessss,” you moan, every word interspersed with another lap at her damp slit. “I love it… mnnn… I love to lick them out. To let them step on me. To suck their toes and let them slap me.” 
 
    The sphynx nibbles on her lower lip as you describe such humiliations, her eyes burning with glee at seeing you so abject before her. “Mmm. You know why, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” you breathe. 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “Because I’m a bitch,” you moan. “I love being a slut. At letting them do whatever they want to me. I’m not a prince. Just a slave. A toy for them. And I love it. I love kissing their feet and letting them ride my face. Having them squeeze my balls and tell me I’m lucky they let me kiss their ass.” 
 
    “Mmm,” the sphynx breathes. “Are you hard?” 
 
    “So hard.” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    You unlace your pants and pull your cock out. As you said, you’re rock hard, throbbing with desire. Her eyes spark. Her lips curl. 
 
    “Stroke yourself, slut.” 
 
    You grasp your cock with almost undue haste and start jerking off, kneeling before this dominating monster, your eyes pleading with hers. 
 
    Her smirk widens. She lifts her bare foot and pushes it into your face. You moan, tongue sliding out, the taste of her slit mingling with that of her as you lick the sole of her foot, your lips finding her toes and sucking on them as adoringly as you’d described. 
 
    She laughs. “Oh gods of the sands! Look at you. What a pathetic prince. Masturbating while he licks the foot of a monster girl. Gods! I should keep you here with me. You wouldn’t last a second inside the tower. The princesses in there would make you their slave the second they saw you.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan, your lips locked on her big toe, sucking it lovingly. 
 
    She smirks, pulling her foot out of your mouth. She rises, turning around. A flick of her claw has her toga fall away, leaving her utterly naked. She stretches, long and silky. You catch a glimpse of her breasts and quim. But then she’s turned around, leaning against the statue as she pushes back her plump bottom. 
 
    “Lick my ass, slut. Lick it while you jerk your pathetic little cock.” 
 
    “Yes,” you pant, crawling towards her. “Thank you, mistress.” 
 
    She laughs again, then moans as your tongue delves into the dark star of her firm behind. “Ooooh,” she moans, pushing her rear back, enveloping your face between her soft ass cheeks. “That’s iiiiit! Lick my ass, slave. Kiss it. Kiss it like a good prince. Oh fuck yes! Such an eager bitch… mnnnn! You don’t deserve to kiss my cunt. My ass is good enough for you, isn’t it? Don’t answer. Show me. Show me by making me cum.” 
 
    Her every word tingles to your core. Awakens those dark, submissive delights you so long try to deny, but can’t. Not with her ass in your face, your hand furiously jerking off your cock. Ohhhh you need to cum. You need to so bad! But you can’t. Not before her. A slave should never cum before their master. 
 
    You feel her ass tighten, sense her hand slide between her legs, begin to stroke her cunt. You’re not even worthy of making her cum by licking her pussy. Humiliation burns through you, but it only drives your hand faster on your cock. Your tongue deeper into the depths of her ass. 
 
    “Yessss!” the sphynx moans. “Yes! Lick me, prince. Lick me, slave! Oh fuck. Fuck! Yessssss!” 
 
    She cries out, her fingers driving into her pussy as she climaxes. The sound of her orgasm is too much. With a cry muffled by her ass you cum, cock spurting into the dust, your seed splattering on the barren earth in ropes of white. 
 
    Panting, you blink as the darkness recedes, the sphynx removing her ass from your face. The seductive cat-girl settles her ass back on the statue, flicking her mane out of her face, looking down at you with undisguised amusement. 
 
    “Mmm. Good job, slave.” 
 
    You pant, flushed, your cock shrivelled in your hand. “Thank you… mistress,” you gasp. You run a hand through your hair, trying to sort it out of its mess. “So the… um… the door?” 
 
    The sphynx hums, her tail slowly coiling. “Mmm. Yes. I suppose I should tell you. I do keep my word. Though, it would be a shame to lose such an eager bitch to one of those sluts in the tower.” 
 
    “Please, mistress,” you whine. 
 
    She sighs and rumples your hair. “Oooh, I just can’t say no to that face. Not the least of reasons because it was just buried in my ass. Fine. It’s the green door. Green for goblin. Get it?” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress. I never would have gotten that,” you gush obediently. 
 
    “Probably not. Well, best of luck, slave. I’m sure you’ll make a fine bitch to the first girl that looks at you.” 
 
    You blush at her words, but after tonguing her ass to orgasm you don’t trust yourself to answer her. Instead you quickly get back to your feet, grabbing your sword and making your way back to the tower. The green door looms before you, and you pull the graven knob, opening it slowly and stepping inside. 
 
    You slow to a stop as you enter not the gloomy depths of an ancient castle, but a tunnel of raw stone. The light of two torches made of bone and wrapped cloth don’t reach far, leaving the depths black and suffocating. You turn back, finding the door you’d entered through gone, replaced with bare rock. 
 
    “Right,” you say softly, grabbing one of the torches and wrenching it from the wall. The feel of the bone makes your skin crawl, but you push aside such unease. You have a job to do, and with that in mind you move forward, and down the dark throat of the tunnel. 
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    You lounge on your throne, torpid and heavy. Meeda leans on your arm, your curvy queen smiling adoringly at you, her hand lazily moving over her swelling belly where your latest batch of pups grow. Your own gut is in much the same size. You haven’t had need to move around like you used to. Why would you, when your wife is always so eager to bring you whatever you need? So eager to see you sit on your throne like a true goblin king should. To goblins, fatness is a source of pride. Of honour. And Meeda has been more than happy to see you become a chief worthy of your tribe. Her potions keep you nice and horny and compliant, your cock ever ready to serve, your body growing listless. But that’s okay. You don’t mind in the least. 
 
    “My chief,” Meeda coos, leaning over you. “You feel good?” 
 
    “Mmm. Yesss,” you sigh softly. 
 
    She giggles and leans in, kissing you on the lips. You groan, toes tingling as you taste anew her intoxicating lipstick, your cock swelling from the aphrodisiac she layers on everyday. “You maybe want milk?” 
 
    Your eyes spark as she hefts her heavy green tits. “Mmm,” you groan. 
 
    Meeda smiles and leans in, your head tilting and lips eagerly latching on to her coal-black nipple. You suck hungrily, moaning as her sweet, thick cream spurts into your mouth. 
 
    Meeda moans, moving atop you, straddling your gut and pressing her green breasts against your face. “Ooooh mighty chief,” she moans, rubbing her glistening cunt on your stomach, leaving a shining trail. “So good. You be so strong! Milk Meeda. Milk your wife.” 
 
    You don’t bother talking. That would interrupt you milking your plump bride. And that would be almost criminal. Your eyes grow lidded as her warm cream fills your mouth. As your lips move hungrily on her pierced nipple, the gemstone making a hard, irony taste on your tongue. 
 
    At last Meeda pulls her breast free, much to your annoyance, vocalized as a groan. “Silly king,” Meeda coos, stroking your plump cheek. “You no drink all milk. Pups need some too.” 
 
    “Mmnnn,” you moan. 
 
    She smirks. “But, I think I know what else you want. You maybe want new slut?” 
 
    You brighten. A new slut to fuck? You nod happily. “Mmm. New… slut. I fuck…” 
 
    Meeda nods, lovingly rubbing a soothing circle on your swollen gut. She leans in giving you a wet kiss with her drugged lips, drowning your thoughts in thick pleasure. “Mmm. That good. Me find new slut right now.” 
 
    You shift in your throne as your voluptuous bride bounces down the steps of your throne. You’re so heavy you can’t follow her, not that you mind. After all, she’ll bring you anything you need. And a new bride to stuff with your cum and breed? That sounds like the most fun you’ve had all week. 
 
    She returns shortly, and with her two of your other brides. The pair of curvy goblin sluts giggle, their eyes hungry as they run them over your heavy form. You lick your lips, imagining breeding those two eager goblin girls. But no. Their stomachs are already swollen with your pups. You won’t be fucking them. 
 
    Between their arms they bring forward a male goblin. The wretched creature is looking about, panicked and seeking some escape like an animal caught in a trap. You settle in atop your throne, smiling contentedly as Meeda approaches the male. 
 
    The goblin princess smiles at the runty goblin, who sinks back into the arms of the two maids who hold him. “You ready to help tribe?” Meeda asks the goblin. 
 
    “Princess. Me not want…” 
 
    Meeda tsks, shaking her head. “You just male. You not understand need of tribe. Tribe needs more pups. More young. Witch wants one day lead army to conquer world. So we need more goblins. More strong young.” 
 
    “Me no want!” 
 
    Meeda draws herself up, frowning at the male. “Then I change mind.” 
 
    She grabs the goblin’s face, and though he tries to pull away, he doesn’t dare really struggle in the grip of his princess. With her other hand Meeda pulls a bottle from her belt and yanks out the cork. The male wriggles at the thick, sweet tang that oozes from the bottle, moments before she pushes it to his lips and tilts it down. 
 
    The goblin doesn’t have a prayer of resisting. His throat works as he swallows every drop of the foul elixir. When at last Meeda takes the empty bottle away he gags and shakes as if in the grip of a fever. The two maids who dragged him in release him and step back. 
 
    The goblin warrior moans as his chest expands, forming a pair of perfect, soft breasts. His hips do the same, lifting up the thin string that holds his loincloth together, forming a pair of lush, mouth-watering hips, the thin tongue of his loincloth not even able to mask his cock as it shrivels within him and parts to shape a slick cunt. Hair sprouts from his head, cascading to his shoulders in long purple locks, his face contracting, nose forming a small button and lips growing soft and kissable. 
 
    Meeda smiles with delight as the changes finish, leaving where once a goblin warrior stood a new, perfect, soft and fuckable goblin maid. The two who had held her giggle and help their new sister to her feet, the newly made goblin girl staring around dimly. 
 
    “There,” Meeda says, stepping forward, her firm breasts bouncing atop her chest. “Now you can serve tribe much better.” 
 
    The purple haired goblin girl stares at her princess in bewilderment, then the words trickle in and her lips part in a huge, bright smile. “Oh!” the new goblin maid giggles. “Me do good for princess!” 
 
    “I know you do. And now, it time for you to take seed and breed new pups.” 
 
    The new goblin maid looks about vacantly, and then, as so many others have, their eyes go to you, and don’t leave. You don’t know what is in that potion Meeda has given many of her tribe, but the moment the purple haired goblin sees your torpid, fat frame her mouth parts. Her eyes seem to pulse, and her nipples harden in helpless desire. 
 
    Meeda giggles and takes her subjects shoulders, guiding the unresisting goblin slut towards your throne. Your cock hardens anew at the sight of the sultry goblin. With every step closer her eyes grow mistier. Her breath comes shallower. As she comes between your thighs she’s already on her knees, fairly drunk with desire for your portly frame and thick cock. 
 
    “Ooooh chief,” the newly minted goblin slut moans softly, her fingers cupping your balls, a shiver coursing through her as she feels the thick seed that stirs within you. 
 
    “That good. Chief likes that,” Meeda purrs as she pushes the other goblin maid’s head forward. Eagerly the purple haired slut’s mouth opens, her hot breath washing over your shaft moments before her tongue slips between her lips and strokes up your meaty cock. 
 
    You moan with delight, quivering as she tongues the underside of your thick bitch breaker. Her lips reach the tip and lovingly kiss it, her tongue swirling around the peak of your shaft. Then she goes down, swallowing your cock, her soft lips encasing your throbbing manhood with the skill of a true slave. 
 
    “Mmnnnnn,” you groan, sagging back in your throne, pleasure burning through you hot and heavy. Her hands continue to fondle your heavy balls. Her lips continue their oral assault, and all you need to do is relax and enjoy the dual sensations as she pleasures you. 
 
    Soon enough Meeda touches her subject’s shoulder. “No more mouth. He not waste first seed in mouth. Time for him breed you.” 
 
    The goblin maid lifts her lips up and off your cock, her breath panting from between soft lips. “Yes,” she says, her eyes that misty dimness of drunken lust. “Yes. Me want… me want cock. Me need seed!” 
 
    “Then you mount now.” 
 
    You watch as the curvy shortstack climbs up your bulk, shifting so her slick cunny is suspended over your throbbing shaft. Your breath wheezes from you as she meets your eyes, smiles adoringly, and lowers herself onto your cock. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” she moans as your thick shaft fills her, stuffs her, practically bulges in her stomach thanks to your size. You groan in answer, your hands tightening on the arms of your throne as she settles down to the root, taking you in your entirety. 
 
    Meeda squeals in delight, resting her hands on her subject’s hips, smiling up at the willing slut as she settles there, adjusting to your length within her. “Now. We breed,” she says, stroking the other goblin’s hips up and down. Up and down. Encouraging her eager subject to move. 
 
    The other goblin maid moans and begins to bounce. Shyly at first, then more eagerly. More desperately as she comes to know the pleasure of having your cock filling her. Her breasts bounce atop her chest, her violet hair thrown back as she moans eagerly, taking your cock with a desperate pleasure that stirs you with delight. 
 
    Soft hands are suddenly on you. You glance down to see the two goblin maids who’d brought their new sister crawling on you. You don’t remember impregnating the two, but know you must have. You’ve done it so many times since that day that Meeda bested you. Tamed you. Made you her big dicked goblin stud. Their lips meet yours in a hungry kiss, their shapely bodies wriggling against you in delight as they kiss you. Fondle you. You moan, your hands cupping their soft bottoms, your fingers teasing along their slits, making them gasp and moan. 
 
    And all the while their new sister continues to bounce. To gasp and moan and cry out and cum. Again and again her pussy tightens around your cock. Her voice rises in a cry of pure pleasure, her juices dribbling down your veiny shaft as she takes you deeper than she could imagine possible. 
 
    Your own peak grows nearer with every stroke of her pussy on your shaft. But what sends you over is when Meeda kneels between your legs, the goblin princess’s soft lips, crimson with whatever concoction she made that tamed you those years ago, kiss your balls. 
 
    “Mmmmnnnnnnn!” you moan, hips bucking into the bouncing goblin, your balls tightening as you cum, pumping your thick, virile seed into the curvy goblin slut. 
 
    “Yessssss!” the goblin maid screams as your thick cum stuffs her, her belly swelling like she already bears the pups that you now seed in her fertile womb. She hilts within you, your cum spurting from the joining of her and you, drooling down your length and onto your hips. Not that you have to worry. Meeda is already licking up your cum, her tongue lashing as she hungrily devours your spent seed. 
 
    At last you sag upon your throne, chest heaving, spent and done. Your wives croon and snuggle against you. Meeda rises and looks down at you proudly. 
 
    “Did good, stud,” she tells you. 
 
    You can only smile back, content, drugged. Little more than a breeding stud for the goblin tribe. 
 
    And loving every minute of it. 
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    “Alright,” you say, striding up towards the throne. “Let’s talk.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t rather fuck?” 
 
    You can’t ignore the way her hand wanders up her full green tit, flicking a black nipple. You grimace, your pants becoming a little tighter than before. “No,” you say. “That would be a bad idea. Look. You’re cursed by the sorceress at the top of the tower. But I can free you.” 
 
    The goblin cocks her head, feathers of her crown swishing. “You can?” 
 
    “Yes. See?” You point at your sword. “This will purify you. Getting rid of the curse. Freeing you.” 
 
    Meeda put a delicate finger to her lip. “Mmm. I not know. What if I want stay this way?” 
 
    “You can’t be serious.” 
 
    Meeda shrugs, then giggles. “Mmm. Okay! I let you cut me with sword. But first, you do something for me.” 
 
    “Which is?” you say, having a hard time tearing your attention from the way her fingers circle her puffy, dark nipples. It’s so hot in the room. Was it always this hot? And smoky. You tug at your collar with discomfort, your clothes itching under your armour. 
 
    “I want kiss.” 
 
    You start, look back to her. “A what?” 
 
    She giggles, her breasts bouncing. “It not much. I just want kiss. So I know you serious about wanting free me. What if sword is just sword? You come and kill me? So I want kiss. Then I know you want me free.” 
 
    You hesitate, watching as her tongue slides over her cherry red lips, making them glisten. Gods they look soft. You can almost imagine what they’d feel like wrapped around your dick. Sucking you off. You shake your head, banishing those thoughts. Focus. “Right,” you say, less reluctant than maybe you should be. But if that’s all it takes to let you free her and climb the tower, a kiss seems a small price to pay. “Just a kiss.” 
 
    “I waiting,” Meeda says, leaning forward and puckering her lips. 
 
    You approach her carefully, wary of any sudden movements. But the goblin merely stands there, waiting with soft, red lips. You lick your own, then lean in, and kiss her. 
 
    You intended to give her just a quick peck. But her lips are… oh gods. You’d never dreamed a pair of lips could be so soft. So good. You moan into the kiss, heat spreading through you in a wave. Your skin tingling, hairs lifting, and cock hardening. 
 
    You break the kiss, gasping, your head spinning. “That was… uh…” 
 
    “Good?” Meeda supplies. 
 
    “Yeah. Uh, good.” 
 
    “Want more?” she asks teasingly. 
 
    “I… okay…” 
 
    She flings herself onto you, arms wrapped about your neck, naked breasts pressed against your chest, and those lips… those heavenly lips are again locked to yours. Again kissing you deep. Deeper. Her tongue sliding into your mouth. Her moan vibrating through you. 
 
    Stars explode behind your eyes. The feel of her lips is like nothing you’ve known before. Your cock is so hard it’s practically tearing out of your pants. Your knees are weak, and as she twirls you around you fall back, landing heavily in the waiting throne. 
 
    Not once do your lips leave hers. Your hands move against her back, pressing her harder against you, a groan escaping you as her naked slit rubs the bulge in your pants. You know you should object. Should push her off. Purify her with your sword. But… but another minute couldn’t hurt. Would be fine. Just a deeper kiss. A little longer… 
 
    She breaks the kiss, panting, her breath fairly steaming the air, her eyes glowing with lust. “Want more?” she asks again, her finger stroking the tip of your cock invitingly. Not even the fabric of your pants is a defence against that sinfully clever touch, your balls fairly pulsing with their need to empty themselves in this fertile short-stack. 
 
    “Okay,” you gasp. 
 
    She giggles, leans in, and kisses you again. You groan, drowning in her kiss even as she unlaces your pants, freeing your cock from its fabric prison. You moan as she strokes your shaft, cock twitching with eagerness like a dog off its leash. Then, you feel the slick lips of her cunny stroke the deep. The heat of her depths pulling your shaft towards them. She rocks her fertile hips, lowers herself atop you, and takes you to the root. 
 
    Your moan mingles with hers. Her ass moves, rocking herself atop you, rising as she begins to ride you, fucking you. Pounding you into the throne, into her. Her tight cunny squeezes your cock. Her tits mash your chest. Her hands are all over you. Stroking your hair. Your chest. Her lips leave great blooming red marks on your face. Each one tingling through you. Draining you, your arms weakening as if every iota of strength is being drawn into your cock as she continues to ride you. 
 
    “Yesssss,” Meeda moans, breaking the kiss as she continues to bounce on your cock. “Yes! Breed Meeda! Fuck full of pups! Give me strong sons! Yes. Ooooh yesssss!” 
 
    You’re panting, your hands resting on her gravid hips, pumping your cock into her clutching cunt. “Oh gods,” you gasp, your thoughts a swirling mess of desire. “Oh fuck yes! Yes! Breed you! Fuck you. I… I… Oooooh!” 
 
    Your voice rises in a helpless moan as you hilt within her clutching cunt, your head thrown back, your voice rising in a cry of purest ecstasy as at last you cum, your cock pulsing as it stuffs the curvy short-stack with what feels like gallons of your cum. Meeda cries out with ecstasy, the furnace of her cunt rippling around your cock as she milks every drop of your virile cum. 
 
    You gasp, sagging atop the throne. Meeda sinks atop your softening cock, looking down at your adoringly. 
 
    “Mmm. Such good mate. You make good chief for tribe. Breed many strong pups.” 
 
    You look into her eyes, your head spinning. Something… something about that… didn’t… “I…” you gasp. “I… wait… I was…” 
 
    She smiles with those glistening ruby lips. “I know what want,” she says, taking a silver tube off her belt, twisting off the cap to reveal a stick of bright red lipstick. Your eyes trace the movement of the stick across her soft lips, applying another coat of that wonderful lipstick. She smacks her lips, smiling down at you. “You want,” she breathes, leaning down. “To breed me. You want fuck me full of pups. You want,” she says, delivering a fat, wet kiss to your chest. “To give seed.” She kisses your cheek. “To mate. You want,” you sighs, kissing you again on your lips, sending tingling desire aching through you. “To be chief. And fuck many goblin wives.” 
 
    You swoon under her kisses. Your body feels weak. Torpid. Easy. You smile blissfully at everything she says. “Um… uh… O-okay,” you say. 
 
    She giggles. “You don’t want to purify me?” 
 
    You gape in horror. And lose your curvy goblin slut? The one who makes you feel so good? Who would dream of that? “Nooo,” you moan. 
 
    She smirks. “Mmm,” Meeda coos, pressing her plush tits against your chest once more. Her hips beginning to rise and fall once again, fucking you into her slick cunt. “I so happy chieftain says so. I make sure you breed many goblin sluts.” 
 
    You smile blissfully at that. Ah. How good. That’s so good. And it’s even better when she takes your face in her hands, and delivers yet another mind melting kiss to your unresisting lips. 
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    You don’t give her a second to react. Goblins are far too tricky, and who knows what kinds of traps she’s got up her hypothetical sleeves. You rush forward, your feet banging off the stone floor. Meeda’s eyes widen. She scurries back atop the throne as you loom over her. She screams, raising her hands to shield her as you bring down your sword. 
 
    The steel glows silver, passing through the goblin like the sword was made of light, leaving not a wound behind. But you do feel it cut something. Meeda gasps, her eyes flying open, her lips parting. She cries out as the tattoo upon her mons dissolves, hissing as it curls like a dying spider’s legs and fades into smoke. 
 
    You lower your sword, realizing abruptly you’d been holding your breath. You didn’t realize how much you were worried the woman outside the tower had lied to you, and had just let you believe she’d somehow blessed your sword. But it seems like she was telling the truth. Confirmed seconds later as Meeda suddenly throws herself against you, the curvy short-stack wrapping her arms tightly around you neck. 
 
    “Thank you!” the goblin princess squeals. “Thank you thank you thank you!” 
 
    She kisses your cheek, something that sends a pulse of sharp lust through you. You bite your lower lip as you become acutely aware how tight your pants are. “Ah, no problem,” you say weakly, somehow managing to pull her off. “Glad to help.” 
 
    You set Meeda down, the goblin princess beaming at you. “What your name?” she asks. 
 
    “Arthur,” you say. 
 
    “Then I thank you. You save me and clan from witch.” 
 
    “Morgana?” 
 
    The goblin’s face purses in anger. “Yes. She. She the one who kidnap me and hide me in tower. She twist mind and make me her servant.” 
 
    “Sounds about right,” you say. “Tell me. Did you see a young woman being brought in here? Pretty, with blonde hair and in a white dress.” 
 
    The goblin cocks her head. Then opens her mouth in a wide O. “Oooooh,” she says. “You here for her?” 
 
    “Then you did see her?” 
 
    “Mhm,” Meeda says, nodding quickly, her feathered crown fluttering. “Yes. Witch bring human woman to tower week ago. She say that she have use for woman.” 
 
    “What kind of use?” 
 
    Meeda shrugs, shaking her head. “I not know. Witch very bad, and had many magics. Many more than even goblin tribe. She tricky and mean. You come to beat her?” 
 
    “That is the plan.” 
 
    “I think it bad plan.” 
 
    “How’s that now?” 
 
    Meeda steps a little closer, taking your hand. She smiles soulfully into your eyes. “I just thinking…” the goblin says softly, stroking the inside of your palm. “I can leave tower. You and me leave. I need strong, brave human for husband. I make you mighty chief of goblins.” 
 
    You blink down at her. “Huh?” 
 
    She smirks, pressing against you, her firm, green breasts squeezing your tenting bulge between them, eliciting a gasp from you. “Witch very strong. Very evil. But tower also filled with monsters. You maybe not reach top. But I want you. I want make you mate. Let fuck me every night. Fill with seed. Make pregnant. Many sons,” she says, her breath warm, her eyes soulful as she wiggles tantalizingly, teasing your engorged cock. “If you take me, I be your queen.” 
 
    You bite your lower lip, sucking in a sharp breath as your cock is teased between her bouncy tits. The sexy short-stack is more than eager for you, there’s no doubt about that. And would it really be so bad to take her? To breed a new goblin clan with this eager, bouncy slut? 
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    Leave the Tower with Your Goblin Bride 
 
      
 
    “You know what? Yeah,” you say. “Yeah! Fuck this tower!” 
 
    “Really?” Meeda says, pulling herself up your tunic, her eyes bright. “You come with me?” 
 
    “Damn right! Fuck my shit hole of a kingdom. Fuck that witch. Fuck all of this!” 
 
    “And fuck me?” 
 
    “You better believe it?” you smirk down at her. “I’m going to fuck you until you can’t walk straight!” 
 
    Meeda squeals in delight, hugging you tight. “I give you so many pups!” 
 
    “Fuck yeah! It’s time to live for me!” you say. 
 
    “Yeah!” Meeda squeals, jumping into your arms. She gives you a big kiss on the cheek. “We leave! I make you goblin king!” 
 
    “Goblin king,” you say, picturing it already. True, goblins have always been relegated to the pests of kingdoms. Little more than irritants, but who knows. With an actual leader, there’s no telling where they could go. And, if it got you more bouncy, curvy goblin girls eager for your cock, well, you won’t complain. You smirk down at Meeda and give her palm filling rear a hungry squeeze. “I like the sound of that.” 
 
    Your soon to be queen giggles, wriggling in your grasp, her plush breasts pressing against your chest as you carry her out of the chamber, out of the tower, and towards a new tomorrow. 
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    Though the prospect is oddly tempting, you can’t. You shake your head. “Sorry, Meeda. But I have to move on. I have to keep climbing this tower. My princess lies ahead.” 
 
    Meeda pouts, but nods her head. “Okay. I understand.” 
 
    “Thank you, Meeda.” 
 
    The goblin shrugs. “You very strong. Me think that maybe you get to top someday. It be first, but I have feeling you can.” 
 
    “Only one way to find out.” 
 
    Meeda grins. “But maybe I could give help…” 
 
    You cock your head. “Help?” 
 
    “Yes!” Meeda says brightly. “I good with potions. I brew something that help you climb tower and defeat other monsters. Then maybe you remember Meeda good.” 
 
    Your eyes wander up and down the curvy princess, her smile sweet and her breasts bouncy and firm. “I have a feeling I’ll remember you very well,” you say. 
 
    Meeda giggles again and steps forward, looking up soulfully into your eyes. “Mmm. Maybe give me reward for being so good?” she asks, her finger teasing your belt, the buckle clinking under her very well manicured nails. 
 
    You swallow thickly as she bats her lashes up at you. She’s freed of the witch’s control, true. So you’re probably not risking anything fucking the plump seductress… 
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    The bellow of the ogre reverberates among the trees. You can just make them out from where you crouch among the tall heather that lines the road. The brutish humanoid stomps up the way, herded along by more than two dozen orcish raiders. The tusked, muscled figures look this way and that warily, prodding their charge onward. And they should be worried. Dozens of their raiding bands and parties have attempted to invade your domain, thinking that mere goblins would never be able to best their martial prowess. And it’s true. Once, they might not have been able. 
 
    But things have changed. 
 
    “Many orcs,” Geeni says. The goblin hunter lies among the brush beside you, all but invisible as he peers down at the warband. “You think they take bait?” 
 
    “Of course,” you murmur. “Orcs are tough, but they die like anyone else. As you well know.” 
 
    The goblin grins at you. Geeni is one of the many goblins who have flocked to your new kingdom, and he’s eager to prove himself. He raises his hand, and the grasses around the road ripple as if in the wind. 
 
    Arrows, thin but deadly, buzz from the heather in a sudden hail of death. Orcs bellow, several going down, dozens of arrows jutting out of their leathery hide. You stand, drawing your own bow. You must look quite the sight to the stunned orcs. A man in little more than a loincloth, your muscled frame toned and striped in woad paint to camouflage you. You draw, knock an arrow, and loose it in a single fluid motion. The arrow hisses through the air, slamming through the ogre’s eye and into his brain. 
 
    The brutish monster dies with barely a sound. It staggers a step, then topples, flattening two orcs who didn’t even notice its death. 
 
    One of the surviving orcs bellow and point at you. With a howl the survivors surge into the tall grass. 
 
    And into their doom. 
 
    You smirk, watching as each orc in turn falls, screaming as goblins seem to sprout out of the grass, stabbing with long spears, jumping on undefended backs and plunging thin knives into their foes. One nearly makes it to you, but Geeni rises and fires his own bow. The arrow thuds into the orc’s heart. The brute’s eyes roll back, and he falls to your feet. 
 
    A cheer goes up from the goblins. Not a one among their number slain, and yet the entire orcish warband now lies dead about them. 
 
    You watch with pride as the goblins tear any treasure worth having from the dead orcs, several struggling under the weight of hulking swords and crude armour. You beckon, and your triumphant hunting party rallies behind you, chanting your name as you make your way back home. 
 
    Home. 
 
    Once it was the ruins of an old keep. A fort to keep the roads safe when people still tried to make their way along the highways of Davenheim. And now it does so again, albeit under very different ownership. Huts sprawl from the feet of the ancient keep. Fires burn as goblins cook their meals and work, scurrying about under the protective shadows of the palisade. Your arrival is greeted with cheers. Goblin warriors throng about you and your band, many taking the weapons and armour of the orcs and bearing them back to the forges you had them build. The steel will be useful in crafting arms for your tribes. 
 
    You continue on as your hunting group peels off to join their clans, and among them, human women. Captives freed from orcs or other monsters who inhabited the area, saved, and ever so grateful to their saviours. Their former people would scorn them. See them as fallen women. But not so to the goblins. A number are already heavy with their inhuman mate’s spawn. Some glance at you as your walk past, their cheeks pinking at the sight of your muscled frame. You nod and grin back. Perhaps you’ll have one of them soon. 
 
    But tonight, you intend to celebrate with your queen. 
 
    The crude gates of the inner keep open and you stride into your castle. It’s hardly as fine as your old one, but that’s okay. It suits the new you. And in time, it will be equal, if not better, than the one you left behind. To be sure your new kingdom is already far better than your old one. The main hall is alight with a number of torches, and here your other wives spend their days. Goblin maids all, their curvy forms naked for all to see. Beautiful, their plump breasts in the open, uninhibited by modesty or clothes, many already beginning to show the marked curves of coming pregnancy. You’ve bred each of them when they came to you with their tribes, cementing your position as chief among all the goblins. They watch you adoringly as you pass, but you pay them no mind today. Your prize awaits ahead, beyond a curtain you push aside, and pause as you take in the sight of your queen. 
 
    Meeda turns as you arrive, her curves even more apparent with her belly swollen with your pups. She beams at you, leaving the counter where she had been working on her newest potion to greet you. You go to your knees and fold her into your embrace, kissing her adoringly. Your queen moans as you deepen the kiss, her plump breasts pressed against your chest, milk drooling from her nipples at the contact. 
 
    She breaks the kiss, stroking your cheek adoringly. “You defeated orcs?” 
 
    “Of course. And I brought you back a prize.” 
 
    She gasps in delight as you reveal the golden necklace you found off the orc leader’s corpse. She snatches it up and quickly puts it on. “How I look?” she asks, turning this way and that. 
 
    “Like the most beautiful goblin in the world.” 
 
    She giggles, her lashes fluttering at your praise. “You such flatterer.” She strokes her swelling stomach lovingly. “Your pups be strong and smart as father.” 
 
    “And as clever as their mother,” you say, kissing her swelling belly. 
 
    She giggles again and presses another kiss to your nose. “Mmm. But you protected tribe again today. You deserve reward.” 
 
    “Do I now? But what could be more rewarding than having the loveliest goblin queen in all the world waiting for me at home?” 
 
    She smiles at your words, even as she leans forward, her hand teasing under your loincloth, groping the thickness of your hardening cock. “Mmm. Maybe prettiest goblin sucking cock?” 
 
    You breathe in hotly at the sensation of her stroking touch. “Mnnn. I think… I can work with that.” 
 
    Meeda giggles and pushes aside your loincloth, baring your thick cock. You moan as the voluptuous green goddess lowers her head, her impossibly soft lips engulfing your manhood and running up and down it. Her tongue sliding along the underside of your shaft in that way she knows just makes you twitch. 
 
    “Ooooo, Meeda,” you moan. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Meeda moans back, her hand once more sinking between your thighs, fondling your heavy balls. Her head is soon bobbing in your lap, her soft lips stroking your thick cock adoringly. You stroke her hair, fingers sinking into her locks as your hips work, shoving your cock down her throat, her lips hollowing to better her suction. You’ve had many women since moving to this keep. Meeda encourages it, knowing that every one of your young will strengthen the tribe and the goblin race as a whole. But you’ve never known a pair of lips as eager and skillful as hers. Even though you’ve cum at least twice today already she gets you to your peak in short order, and with a groan of pleasure you cum, pumping your thick seed down her eager throat. 
 
    Meeda swallows happily, her long lashes fluttering as she takes your load. Her lips pop free of your cock, her tongue swiping along her soft, red lips. “Mmm. Thank you, mate.” 
 
    “You’re welcome… my queen…” 
 
    Meeda giggles and rises, shifting around. She leans atop a stool and pushes out her plump rear. “You want fuck now?” 
 
    “I don’t think I should, with you so heavy with pups.” 
 
    She laughs. “Silly mate! You no fuck pussy. You fuck barren hole!” 
 
    Your eyes brighten. “Oh,” you breathe, moving behind her. “Yes. I can do that.” 
 
    Meeda giggles, then moans as your hands sink into her shapely hips. She bites her plush lip as the head of your cock teases her tight backdoor. Every morning she gives you a potion of virility, enabling you to fuck her and your harem as much as you need. Now she reaps the reward of her foresight, moaning in delight as your cock pushes inside her, rising to her tiptoes as her inner walls squeeze the length of your cock. 
 
    “Yessss!” you moan, beginning to thrust into her. “Meeda! Ah. Ah! Fuck! Yes! My queen!” 
 
    “Mate!” she cries, pushing back against your impaling cock, her voice rising in a crescendo of purest pleasure. “Yesss! Chieftain fuck me! Fuck ass! Yesssss!” 
 
    The table she leans against bangs against the wall. Her breasts bounce, milk splattering from her thick nipples and onto the wall and table. She screams in delight as she cums from your rough assfucking, your own voice rising with hers as her ass tightens and you unload into her hot depths. 
 
    With a heavy sigh you unsheathe yourself from your bride’s ass. Your knees are weak and you gratefully collapse onto your straw bed, grinning as, moments later Meeda joins you, crawling up against your side and snuggling against your muscular frame. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Meeda purrs, nuzzling your chest. “My mate. My king.” 
 
    You smile dreamily, squeezing her plush bottom as she wriggles against you. She might not be been the princess you set out to save, but as you gently stroke her gravid, pregnant belly, you wouldn’t trade her for anything in the world. 
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    “I don’t think so,” you say carefully. 
 
    Meeda pouts, her cheeks inflating indignantly. “You not think I pretty?” 
 
    “It’s not that. It’s just… I came here for a purpose. And as lovely as you are, I’m afraid fucking you isn’t a part of it.” 
 
    Meeda cocks her head curiously. “Ho?” she says. “Maybe you not because you already have princess you love?” 
 
    “I… don’t know about that. But I did come here for her. And I suppose it might be… a little awkward for me to do so, and then have sex with anyone I come across.” 
 
    Meeda considers this, then nods. “Okay. I understand. You be true to wife! That very romantic.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Sure,” you say. “Thanks.” 
 
    Meeda beams at you, and you shrug off her words. You don’t know if you love Celia. Kind of hard to when the day you met her she gets kidnapped by a wrinkled witch. But you’ll have ample time to think about it. Because the tower of the monster girls await, and you will be busy indeed. 
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    If she’s willing and certainly more than able, you suppose it wouldn’t hurt to get a little something extra out of all this. Not to mention the sight of her dancing around in nothing but some jewellery and that headdress has kept you almost painfully hard since you arrived. 
 
    “Well,” you say, noting how her eyes light up at the suggestion. “I suppose if you really wanted to, I could use those soft lips on my cock.” 
 
    Meeda beams. “Yes!” the goblin princess chirps, her deft fingers toying with your belt, stripping it open along with your pants. “I do. I show you lips better than any others!” 
 
    “Looking forward… mnn… to it,” you say as she releases your thick cock. You ease back, settling down on the throne that dominates the room, your cock curving upward, hard as steel. Meeda instantly kneels between your legs, her eyes adoring as she admires your length. The goblin princess’s delicate fingers stroke your comparatively huge length, causing you to hiss in pleasure. 
 
    “Oooh. You so big,” Meeda moans. 
 
    “And you’re… so small,” you breathe as her lips part, her tongue sliding up the underside of your cock. “Mnnn… do you really… think you can fit it all in?” 
 
    Meeda giggles, her eyes bright as her plush, red lips deliver a kiss to the head of your cock that makes your shaft twitch with delight. “I show how good I be.” 
 
    You can’t say you aren’t looking forward to it. You do try and say that, but all that comes out is a throaty moan as her impossibly soft lips engulf your cock and slide down to the very root. 
 
    “Ooooh fuuuuuuck!” you moan, losing yourself in the stroke of her lips, a tingling sensation that shoots straight in to your balls. Ooooh! Her… her lipstick must have… have something on it. Something to make you so fucking horny. You’re hardly complaining. Not when said soft lips are so eagerly dedicated to sucking you off. To stroking your cock until your hips are thrusting into her hot mouth, her headdress rustling as she bobs up and down. Up and down. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Meeda moans, the sound vibrating through your quivering shaft. Oh fuck. Oooooh fuck! It’s so good. So good! You can’t… you… 
 
    “Fuuuuuuck!” you cry out as you cum inside of her, your seed pumping past her hungry lips, spurting into her greedy mouth. She swallows every drop, her throat working, her lashes fluttering in delight. 
 
    At last she pulls her lips free with a gasp. Her tongue slides along her lips and she smiled delightedly down at you. “Mmm. So good.” 
 
    “Thanks,” you pant, sagging atop the throne. “Glad to… be of service.” 
 
    The goblin princess giggles, her plump tits bouncing with eagerness. “You very much. And I promise good potions for you. I make sure you have everything need to conquer tower and defeat witch.” 
 
    “Oh?” you breathe. 
 
    “Yup!” the goblin giggles. “Because if prince beats witch, then he can leave tower. And if he leave tower, then maybe he find me again and fuck.” 
 
    “You do make… a compelling argument… for it,” you say with a grin. 
 
    Meeda beams. “I know. And I want again, so you sit and rest. And I get to work so you can climb tower good!” 
 
    You give her a nod, relaxing into the throne as the busty green short stack bounces down the steps of the throne and to her workbench, already getting to work. You sigh and let your head fall against the back of the throne. The first princess has been bested. Only eleven to go. And if all of them are as grateful as Meeda for being freed, well… maybe this whole adventure will be worth something after all. 
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    Fuck Her Pussy 
 
      
 
    You take in the shapely goblin again. Her plump breasts on full display. Her wide hips and glistening cunny just begging for you. She smiles up at you, batting long lashes, lips the richest crimson you’ve ever seen. And she’s so eager, shifting from side to side, her shapely hips swinging in a way that makes your cock swell against your pants. 
 
    “Mmm. I think I might know a way to reward you,” you say, voice thick and husky. 
 
    Meeda giggles, her dark lashes fluttering, her hand gliding down and between her shapely thighs. “Oh?” the goblin purrs, humming as her fingers lazily strum her glistening cunny. “What that?” 
 
    You grab her and throw her around. She squeaks in surprise, bouncing onto the cushions that line her throne. But her surprise is short lived as you suddenly loom over her, your hand undoing your pants, freeing your cock from its confines. 
 
    The goblin princess’s eyes glow at the sight of your thick manhood. She licks her lips eagerly, lifting her hips, offering up her cunny to your attentions. “Ooooh, me need cum,” she breathes. “Please. Give me seed. Me want carry pups.” 
 
    You know you should feel uneasy about impregnating a monster. Even one as eager as shapely as Meeda. After all, succession, royalty, all that jazz is probably important. But on the other hand she’s literally begging for you to stuff her curvy body with your cock, and that is a far more convincing argument. Especially considering how tight the curvy slut is as you finally push into her. 
 
    “Oooooo!” Meeda moans, her head thrown back, her headdress whispering as your cock stuffs her surprisingly spacious cunt to the very root. “Yessss! Fill with cock! Fuck me!” 
 
    “Oh gods!” you moan as you begin to thrust, hammering your cock into her tight depths. Your hands capture her bouncing tits, the studs piercing her nipples digging into your hands as you grope her. 
 
    “Yessssss!” Meeda squeals in delight. “Yes! Fuck Meeda! Fuck! Fuck cove! Fill! Fill ah… nnnn! Fill with cum! Breed womb! Fill with pups! Yes. Yes! Yessss! Breeed meeeeee!” 
 
    Endless curves rock beneath you, submitting to your cock. Your fucking. Her rounded tits are so soft. Her body so willing and eager. Her every mewl and gasp of pleasure shoots through you, your balls heavy as they slap her plump bottom. You’re panting with exertion as you plow her willing cunt. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck! Mnnnnnn!” you groan as you hilt within her, stuffing her with your length. Meeda’s cry is a moan of utter pleasure as at last you cum within her, pumping your load into her willing womb, her body shuddering with the ecstasy, her pussy tightening even further around your pounding cock as she cums with you. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Meeda screams. “Give pups! Give seed! Breeeeeed Meeda!” 
 
    You groan with the exertion and crouch over her, panting, still tingling with the afterglow of your orgasm. Below you, Meeda giggles with delight. 
 
    “Mmm. Thank you, mate,” she says, stroking your face, her eyes glowing with adoration. “I make sure pups grow big and strong.” 
 
    “No… problem,” you say. 
 
    Meeda smiles. “But maybe you want make sure you breed me good?” she asks, her hand slipping between your thighs, stroking your balls. 
 
    You suck in a breath, her tender touch urging your cock to harden once more within her. “Ah… but… didn’t you… need to make a potion?” 
 
    She giggles as her fingers continue to stroke your tight sack, teasing your cock back to full, throbbing hardness within her rippling pussy. “I can make potion later. But you fuck me now. Or maybe you want potion that makes you hard to fuck me more?” 
 
    “You can make that?” you gasp, your hips slowly beginning to move, rocking into her tight, cum stuffed cunny once again. 
 
    “I make potion easy,” Meeda purrs, moving beneath you. “And you fuck me again?” 
 
    You’re not sure about that. But with the eager short stack rocking to your slow thrusts, you find it hard to formulate an argument against it. You suppose it wouldn’t be too bad. After all, you can enjoy your reward for a little while longer. 
 
    The tower isn’t going anywhere. 
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    Fuck Her Ass 
 
      
 
    “You want a reward?” you ask, your arms snaking around her. 
 
    Meeda eagerly nods. “Mmm! I want reward.” 
 
    “Alright,” you say, your hands sliding down her bare back, the potions on her belt jingling as your hands wander lower, groping the plush orbs of her green derriere. “Then how about I fuck that plump ass of yours.” 
 
    Meeda bites her lip. “Mmmm,” the goblin moans, wriggling in delight, her breasts pressed against your groin, feeling how your cock hardens hungrily for her plush form. “That sound good. Will you fuck ass? Will you plow Meeda and claim?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” you say, your breath hot as the unbelievably attractive short stack moves against you, her ass as soft and elastic as taffy under your hands. “I’m going to fuck you so hard you won’t be able to walk straight for days.” 
 
    “Want me on knees?” she asks, panting. “Want claim ass like bitch? Woof woof!” she barks, eyes shining. 
 
    “Damn right. On your knees, slut. Time for your ass fucking.” 
 
    Meeda moans, sliding down your front, and in doing so tugging open your pants. Your cock needs no encouragement to spring to the fore, fairly twitching with desire for your eager slut. “Mmmm. Me have something to make better,” she breathes, popping a bottle off her belt. She upends it over your cock, oil drooling down, slickening your shaft. You groan as your shaft twitches, feeling warm and even more sensitive than usual. Something you’re given ample opportunity to consider as Meeda leans in and captures your slickened cock between her plump green tits, stroking you between those green orbs in order to thoroughly oil up your cock. 
 
    “Ohhhh fuuuuuck,” you moan as she works her magic. 
 
    Meeda giggles, her green tits soon glistening with oil as your cock slides in and out between her breasts, every time it crests shining anew, throbbing with desire. “Mmm. You like? I make potion special for mate I knew come. I knew one day he want claim ass. I like pussy more, since it mean I be bred. But ass tight. And I know man like tight around cock.” 
 
    “I like,” you pant. “I like a lot!” 
 
    Meeda giggles, finally pulling back, letting your cock pop free of her gleaming tits, your shaft shining with oil and hard with desire. The goblin maid turns about on the upper steps of her throne and leans onto the seat. She lifts her heart-shaped ass, wiggling it teasingly, the bottles that line her belt chiming merrily. “Please, mate. Fuck Meeda. Fill with mighty cock. I need man shank. I need real cock in me. I no want weak goblin cock. I need it. Pleeeeease!” 
 
    Even if your cock and balls weren’t fairly aching with want for the green harlot, you doubt you could hold back after that display. All the more reason not to, as you step forward and grasp her curvaceous hips, your hands stroking her plump bottom admiringly. You’ve had many women, but there’s just something so wonderful about this one’s inhuman, plump rear. Your give her ass a firm smack, the goblin moaning, her ass rippling from the impact. 
 
    There’s no more delaying it. You part her ass cheeks, baring the dark, tight ring of her rear, and push the head of your cock against it. You groan in pleasure as your cock slides within seamlessly, the oil easing you past that ring of muscle, the head of your cock popping inside of her, followed by the rest of you. 
 
    “Ooooooooooh!” Meeda moans, quivering with pleasure as your well-lubed shaft sinks into her tiny frame. “Mnnnnn! Yesssss! Fuck! Fuck ass! Fuck Meeda asss!” 
 
    “Ohhhh fuck!” you groan as you draw back and thrust. Again. Again. Soon enough you’re hammering her into her throne, your cock sheathing itself seamlessly into her tight rear. “Fuck! Oh fuck Meeda! So… ah… tight!” 
 
    “Tight for youuuu!” Meeda moans. “All for youuuuu!” 
 
    Between her moans, the oil, how tight she is and how eagerly she thrusts back against you, you never had a prayer of holding back. You plunge your cock once again into her eager bottom and, with a groan of bliss you cum. Meeda keens in delight as your hot cum pumps into her tight backdoor, her own orgasm squeezing your cock, milking you into her barren hole. 
 
    And yet you’re still hard. 
 
    Like a man possessed you continue to fuck her. Continue to plunge into her. Sawing into her tight ass, your cum drooling out her overstuffed backdoor, down the seam of her bottom before dripping onto the floor beneath her. “Oh f-fuck!” you groan. “That potion. What… oooooh…” 
 
    Meeda giggles. “Mnnn. It ah… it good, yes? It keep you hard for… ohhhhh… for hours! You give… you give good reward. Yes?” 
 
    “Oh fuck yes!” you moan as her ass squeezes your oh so sensitive cock, urging you to fuck her even harder into the pillows of her throne, her plump breasts ample cushion, your cock so deep inside her you’re practically wearing the eager goblin as a cock sleeve. You’ll spend hours reaming your eager lover’s ass, her headdress swaying and potions jingling. 
 
    If the next levels of the tower prove to be anything like this, all you can say is bring it on. 
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    Submit to Her 
 
      
 
    “Genevieve. Really now,” you say, even as your heart speeds up. 
 
    “What’s the matter, my lord?” you maid asks, cocking her hip, smirking at you. “Is there a problem? After all, shouldn’t I be sad that my wonderful ass kisser is going to be fobbed off to another woman?” 
 
    You feel the familiar warmth creep up your collar. “I’m sorry, Genevieve. I-” 
 
    “We’re in private, my prince,” the freckled maid points out, smirking. “I think I told you to call me something else when we are.” 
 
    You shiver in shameful delight at her mocking tone. “M-mistress,” you say, the word almost a breath of delight. 
 
    Still with that cocky look, your maid, and frequent lover, strides towards you, her skirts swishing around her ankles. “That’s right,” she says, reaching down, grabbing the bulge of your cock. “Your mistress. And you didn’t even think to tell me.” 
 
    You gasp as her grip tightens on your cock. You bite your lip, face burning with pleasured humiliation. “Mistress. Please. I didn’t know until…” 
 
    “A pathetic excuse. Much like you. A pathetic excuse for a prince. Look at you. Getting off by being under your maid’s heel. Why, the only reason I haven’t told the world is because then I’d lose the chance to have the prince of the kingdom kissing my bottom. And yet you never asked permission to get married.” 
 
    “Mistress… forgive me…” 
 
    “You know what you have to do for me to forgive you.” 
 
    She releases your cock and turns about. She leans against the table and reaches back, hiking up her skirt, revealing her plush derriere. She looks over her shoulder. “Well?” 
 
    You know only too well what she wants. Days and weeks have been spent under her crop. You don’t even remember how it started. How Genevieve found this shameful side of you. But she found out, and she’s exploited it ruthlessly in the years since. 
 
    And you love it. 
 
    You sink to your knees and crawl up behind her. You gently grasp her hips, lift your head, and kiss her freckled bottom. 
 
    Genevieve laughs. “Oooh,” she purrs. “I’m going to miss this.” 
 
    “Me too, mistress,” you say hotly. 
 
    “How much, slave? Show your mistress how much you’ll miss it.” 
 
    Trembling with desire, you delicately part her cheeks, revealing the dark star of her asshole. You inhale sharply, the earthy scent making your head spin. Then you lean in, and start licking. 
 
    “Oooooh!” Genevieve moans as you hungrily lick and kiss her ass. “Yessss! That’s it! Oh good prince. Gods, Arthur! That’s right. Right there. Fuck! Deeper, slave. You want me… ah… to forgive you? Then you better… ffff… better make me cum just… just with your tongue up my ass… Oh fuck!” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” you pant as you bury your face in her ass. You have no doubt you’ll do as she’s bid. Many are the times when she’d come into your room late at night. Straddle your head and grind your face beneath her ass. Sometimes she’d tell you all about the other knights. How they respect you and call you a great man. How she’d laugh as you lay beneath her, humiliated beyond words, but redoubling your efforts to pleasure her. 
 
    She suddenly pushes against you. You fall onto your back with a grunt, and then her ass is atop you, pressing you down into the floor, grinding herself on your nose and tongue. 
 
    “Yessss! Right there! Lick me out! Lick my filthy ass out, slave! Fuck. Yesssss! Kiss your wife with those lips. Those lips tasting of my ass. Let her know that you’re some other woman’s slave. A pathetic bootlicker. A professional slave. Maybe I should put you in a cage, hm? Bind up your pathetic cock in a bow for her?” 
 
    Genevieve is relishing the thoughts. You can tell by the eagerness that’s she’s pushing down on your face. Burying you until you can’t breathe. Smothering you under her rear as you desperately tongue her out. 
 
    “Yesss. Just a… a… f-fuck. Just my slut. My bitch. Nnnn. My… fucking… slaaaaave!” 
 
    She squeals with pleasure, shuddering as she cums. You moan beneath her as her ass tightens around your head like she’s trying to crush your skull. 
 
    At last, her ass is lifted off you. You blink, squinting in the sudden light as Genevieve pulls back up her panties, her cheeks warm but her smile satisfied. 
 
    “Hm. Not bad, Arthur,” she says. “Well, at least I can take some solace in knowing I’m handing off a true submissive slut to the princess. You’ll let her know, won’t you? About all those nice little things you’ll do for her as long as she treats you like the slave you are.” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you pant. “Of… of course, mistress.” 
 
    Genevieve laughs, leaning down and patting your cheek fondly. “Mm. Good boy. Well, I’d better get going. Your mother has us stringing up garlands for your wedding. Best of luck in wedded matrimony.” 
 
    She gives your cheek a kiss, then straightens and strides out of the room, shutting the door securely behind her. Recovering your breath, you climb back to your feet and stagger over to the mirror. You wince at the flushed face looking back, but know it should fade by the time of the ceremony. Small miracles, you suppose. 
 
    That being said, you sincerely doubt you’ll be able to get rid of the taste of Genevieve’s ass by then. 
 
    You catch yourself smiling at the thought and forcefully school your features. No time for that. You have to finish getting ready. You’re getting married today. 
 
    You’ll just have to take the future as it comes. 
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    Demand a Fourth Option 
 
      
 
    “How about none of the above,” you say. 
 
    Dajini cocks her head, smoky hair flicking about her. “Huh?” 
 
    “Yeah. I think I should have a fourth option,” you say, levelling your sword at her. “In fact, I think you should give me what I want. And what I want is to go to the very top of this fucking tower.” 
 
    “Oooh,” Dajini breathes, her cheeks growing a ruddy red with desire. “I like it. I like it a lot.” 
 
    “Oh do you?” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” the djinn giggles. “Such a strong man. So forceful! Like, totes! I’ll do what you want. But like, you won’t be able to beat Morgana. You need power.” 
 
    “Is that right?” you say, taking a step forward. “Then give me power.” 
 
    “Yes sir!” the djinn giggles. She spreads her hands, closing her eyes, and begins to speak in the tongue of magic. 
 
    A wind rustles in the cave. Stirring your hair. You feel it swirl around you. The wind whispers with the words of the djinn, streaming through you. You gasp, feeling new strength flow into your limbs. Your chest strains your leather jacket. Your legs tighten with newfound might. 
 
    “Yessss,” you breathe, feeling it swell in your muscles. Your body growing larger. Heavier. Denser with inhuman strength. “Yes!” 
 
    “More?” Dajini asks, her giggling voice swirling around you. 
 
    “Yes! More. More!” 
 
    “Your wish is my command,” the djinn croons, and her arms continue to move. Her soft lips continue to whisper. 
 
    The wind grows stronger. It surges through you. You grow larger. Stronger. Power bursts from your every cell. Your head pounds as your muscles swell even further. Your jacket strains about your chest, rips with a tremendous tearing sound. Your pants practically explode from your growing legs. 
 
    “More!” you cry. “More!” 
 
    More comes. Endless. A fountain of might searing through you. You laugh. A sound that booms in the underground cell. You raise your arms, relishing in your strength. Feeling your body thicken. Feeling black fur sprout across your frame. Again you laugh, but not with the voice of a man. Your jaw elongates, your teeth growing sharp. Horns sprout from your brow, scraping the ceiling. Claws tear great gouges in the rock. 
 
    You roar with the triumph of your transformation. Of your unholy might. No longer a man. No beast. A monster. Untamed and wild. Strength beyond imagining. 
 
    No. Not a monster. 
 
    A god! 
 
    You look down and Dajini smiles up, her eyes taking in every inch of your inhuman frame. Her plush breasts heaving with desire. You growl. Low and hungry. You lean down and grasp her. 
 
    “Yessss,” she breathes, submitting to your touch, her clothes dissipating, leaving her luscious curves on full display. “Oh sands and stars. Please! Give it to me. Give me your massive cock.” 
 
    You snarl. Said cock swells from your midriff. Huge. Thick. A bitch breaker in every sense of the word. You shove Dajini down onto her hands and knees, loom over her, and thrust your inhuman cock into her plush slit. 
 
    A normal human woman would have been split in two. But Dajini is anything but normal. She screams in ecstasy as your cock fills her, stuffs her, impales her to the point her stomach bulges. “Oh fuck yesssss!” she screams. “Oh fuck. Ohhhh fuck! P-plow me! Fuck me! Take me like a bitch!” 
 
    You howl, and do as she begs. 
 
    You’re not gentle. You’re not caring. You have only one objective. To cum. To plow her. To breed the woman beneath you. Your hips hammer her. Plunge your fuck stick into her tight depths. Dajini yowls with pleasure, her breasts bouncing as your cock stuffs her impossibly. As she takes every inch of your length within her, so tightly filled she can feel every beat of your heart through your veiny cock. Your roar is deafening, your horns scraping the ceiling as you fuck her. 
 
    “Yes! Yesssss! Oh fuck yessssss!” the immortal slut howls as she cums around your impossibly huge cock. She can’t help it. Who could? She’s nothing but a living cock sleeve. A toy for you to pleasure yourself on. Not that she’s complaining. Oh no. She’s enjoying it far too much, wailing as she cums again, her hair of smoke twisting into knots of pleasure. 
 
    You don’t stop. Again and again she cums. Screams. Quivers with quaking orgasms. But soon you feel the familiar tightening within you. Air whistles from your muzzle. At last, with a howl that shakes the heavens, you cum. 
 
    Like a cork from a bottle Dajini pops off your cock from the sheer force of your orgasm. She bounces atop the floor, moaning as you baste her with what seems like gallons of your virile, musky seed. She moans, rubbing it into her pink flesh, licking her fingers with every hint of delight. 
 
    You snort and straighten, stretching once again, feeling the overwhelming might that suffuses your new form. Dajini sees it and slowly rises from the floor. Her stomach is swollen like she’s nine months pregnant from the sheer amount of cum you pumped into her. She staggers against your leg, hugging it tightly. 
 
    “Oh heavens,” she breathes. “That was… ah… that was amazing.” 
 
    “Hrrr,” you growl. “Good slut.” 
 
    She giggles. “Oops. Looks like I mighta melted your brains a little. But that’s okay. Right? Who needs to think when you’re so strong. So virile. And have such a… mnnn… wonderful cock,” she breathes, stroking your twitching, red manhood. 
 
    You grunt in agreement. “Yes,” you say. 
 
    Again her laughter. “Still want to climb the tower?” she asks. “Because I totally got another idea for you, big boy.” 
 
    “Hrn,” you grunt. “What idea slut have?” 
 
    “Mnn. Well, how about we take this cock on the road?” she asks, stroking your red manhood, giggling again. “I bet all sorts would just line up to get a taste of this. Think of it,” the djinn breathes. “Countless sluts just waiting to taste your big cock. To service you like the god you are.” 
 
    A god. 
 
    You consider her words, and your muzzle opens in a grin. “God,” you grunt. “That sound good.” 
 
    Dajini giggles again, hanging off your leg, rubbing her cum soaked body against you with worship. “Mmm. Then let’s make it happen, captain.” 
 
    Her smoky hair begins to grow. Filling the room. You grunt as it surrounds you, engulfing you both. 
 
    Moments later it dissipates, and you are gone. 
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    God of the Wilds 
 
      
 
    You could smell them even before they entered the temple. The stench of iron and leather and fear. A heady medley indeed, for they come to raid the temple. Your temple. To slay the beast that terrorizes the lands, and steal the treasure that lies within your home. 
 
    You have no pity for them. Only contempt for their weakness. For daring to challenge you with their feeble weapons and pathetic cause. Only strength matters. Only might rules. And none are mightier than you. None more powerful. None more potent. The people of the forests built you this temple in fear and worship for all you are. Their women were given to you in sacrifice. Their legends speak of you with awe. 
 
    And these ones dare to come before you. Dare to challenge you. 
 
    They shall be taught their error. 
 
    There are three. A warrior, who smells the strongest of steel. A sorcerer with the acrid stink of magic, and a hunter with bow nocked and ready. The warrior raises his shield as you move into the light. Every step an earthquake. Every blow a thunderbolt. 
 
    The warrior falls first. Bravely he charges you. Bravely he’s skewered by your claws. An arrow sings from the hunter’s bow and strikes your hide, burying uselessly in your dense fur and muscle, joining the hundreds of rusting swords and spears that are embedded in your pelt. The final testaments of the countless men who’ve died at your claws. You turn, swiping him aside, breaking every bone in his body even before he hits a pillar with enough force to shatter it. 
 
    And then only the mage remains. She stands, and it is a she. Her robes are modest but cannot mask the curves of her breasts. She holds her staff, looking up at you in horror. In awe. In the terror that you know so well. 
 
    Words of spells bleed from her thoughts. Turned to water in fear. Her legs give way and she falls to her knees, staring up at you, unable to tear her eyes away. 
 
    Smoke flows from deeper within the temple. Gathers before you, forming a familiar pink shape. Luscious breasts and wide hips. A narrow waist, all bound within filmy silk. Dajini stands, proud with a mocking smirk before the surviving mage. 
 
    “Awww,” she says, leaning forward. “Looks like someone came to visit! Silly little thing. Of course you lost. You’re just too weak.” 
 
    The mage looks to this being, unable to comprehend her in such a place. Dajini smirks and cups the mage’s cheeks. “Did you come all this way to slay my beast? Oh gods. That’s just adorably stupid,” she says, smooshing the mage’s cheeks in delight. “So precious and so totally dumb!” 
 
    “P-please,” the mage whimpers as you loom over the pair. “D-don’t… don’t want to die.” 
 
    “Oh gosh! Don’t you worry about a thing. You’re not gonna die. Here. Let me help you see.” 
 
    And just like that Dajini has locked lips with the stunned mage. The mage’s eyes fly open, then roll back as pink smoke fills her. Sends her mind tumbling. Lost. You smirk, watching, familiar with the process. How the mage’s skin turns a delicate shade of pretty pink. How her breasts swell a bit more, inflated with the djinn’s magic. Her ass and hips growing to cushion the poor girl for what is to come. 
 
    Dajini pulls back, grinning down at the mage whose curves are now accentuated, her lips flushed, parted and panting. 
 
    “There we go,” Dajini giggles. “Perfect. Alright, big boy!” she says, patting your leg. “You’re up.” 
 
    You grunt and lumber forward. The mage looks again at you, but her eyes no longer see the creature that paralyzed her with fear. That part of her has been excised. Buried. Banished by the djinn’s kiss. She still remembers you slaying her companions. Their blood on your claws are not forgotten. But it’s not fear those memories evoke. But lust. But desire. But the sense of triumph of a stronger male over the weaker. 
 
    Her breasts heave. Her fingers tremble as she undoes the buttons of her robe, her eyes never leaving you, drawn down, down, down to your cock as the red bitch breaker swells with hunger for her ample form. She whimpers as you tire of her fumbling, hooking a claw in her robe and tearing it to shreds with a single motion. 
 
    The mage gasps, falls over and onto her stomach. She starts to rise, then feels you behind her. She dares a glance back, her eyes once more drawn to the swelling length of your cock. She’s panting. The scent of your arousal thick and musky. Her head is spinning. Her body betraying her, her pussy moistening, slickening for her coming breeding. Her hips lift her ass, part to reveal the pink folds of her cunt. 
 
    “P-please,” the mage whimpers. 
 
    You oblige. 
 
    Only when the wedged tip of your cock probes her cunny does doubt enter her mind. But not yours. Many are the one Dajini has blessed over the years. Her kiss not only banishing the fear of your new thralls, but giving them bodies to survive your mating. To enjoy every inch of your cock as you push inside of the helpless mage. How she trembles, her mouth parted in a scream of pleasure she cannot find the strength to voice as your cock bulges obscenely within her, reducing her to little more than a living cock sleeve. 
 
    And then you begin to thrust. 
 
    “Ooooooo!” the mage moans, her eyes dim, lost, her sanity taking a backseat to pleasure as you fuck her full of your glorious inches. Your cock slides in and out of her, every thrust echoing through her. Breaking her mind and body to be yours. Taming her to become your newest slave. Your slut. Your breeding bitch. 
 
    Dajini reforms before the mage’s face. Takes her cheeks again in hand, and smirks. “Isn’t it good?” the djinn purrs. 
 
    “Yesssss,” the mage moans. 
 
    “Isn’t it wonderful?” 
 
    “Gods yessss!” 
 
    Dajini leans in closer, her eyes shining like the stars. “Doesn’t it make you,” she whispers. “Want to cum?” 
 
    “Yessss!” the mage cries. 
 
    “Then cum, silly slut. Cum for your mate. Cum for your god!” 
 
    “Yessssss!” the mage screams, cumming, her orgasm so intense it blinds her. Her inner walls tighten, but you don’t stop your thrusts. Rather, you increase your rate. Pounding her. Fucking her. Taking her like the eager bitch she is. Her cries rise. Screams of naked delight as you plunder her depths with your mighty cock. Reforming her around your cock. She screams, another orgasm searing her mind. Another. Another. Her mind breaks under the strain of her pleasure. Under the glory of your cock. You can sense it. Sense the moment her will gives in. The moment she reaches her final surrender. 
 
    And only then do you cum. 
 
    Bellowing, you pump her full of your virile seed. Her scream of utter debasement filling the halls of your temple. “Yessss!” she cries out as her belly swells with your inhuman cum. “Yes! Master! Yes! Master! Breed me! Breeeeed meeeeee!” 
 
    You howl to the darkness, and across the realms you claim for your own the people huddle in their homes and shiver in fear. They listen to the baying of your monstrous cry, and know you have claimed another. Broken another hero come to end your rule. 
 
    You unsheathe your cock, your cum gushing from the mage’s pussy, pooling on the ground. The mage moans, too weak to stand. To move. With ease you scoop her up and carry her back into the temple. 
 
    In the inner sanctum you open a door with a touch of your paw. The stone grinds back, and the richness of incense flows out. 
 
    Gold glows from the room within. Sprawled among cushions and treasures your harem awaits. Dozens of women. Heroines. Sacrifices. The most beautiful from a hundred lands. Women of every kind, all with one similarity. 
 
    A swollen, pregnant belly. 
 
    As one they rise and crowd around you, gushing eagerly, begging for your attentions. For another taste of your cock. You ignore them, giving them the mage. Giggles and cooing fill the room as they take your newest slut among them, guiding the girl to a couch where she can rest, recovering from her brutal mating. It will take time. But you know from experience it won’t be long before she’s among the eager throng. Desperate for another taste of your cock. Of being bred by your unholy seed. Not that you mind. You doubt you’ll notice. You have many brides, and all have been broken upon your shaft. 
 
    Your wives gather around you again. They fall to their knees, their hands on your cock. Their lips kissing your shaft. You grunt, allowing them to worship at the pillar of your manhood. Sated, you relax beneath their attentions. You cannot remember your time as a prince. Your quest, or even the witch’s tower. Nothing remains of that man. 
 
    All that remains, is the god. 
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    The Goblin’s Cavern 
 
      
 
    Beakers bubble and hiss over burners and under spiralling tubes of glass. You stand back, watching as the goblin princess, Meeda, works. Light flickers, dancing against the raw stone walls, throwing strange shadows about the room, illuminating the shapely goblin alchemist sharply. And oh but she is lovely. Though she barely comes up to your stomach, her curves more than make up for it. Even after you freed her of the witch’s curse, she continues to wear the absolute bare minimum. Her ample breasts are left open to the air, her skirt jangling with bottles as they ride brood motherly hips, her plump bottom bouncing as she works. Her headdress bobs, the feathers which make it swishing in her wake as she rises to her tip toes, squeezing another droplet into a waiting beaker. 
 
    The glass bottle bubbles. Shifts in hues from green to blue to violet, at last settling on a pink so garish you have to squint. Smiling, the goblin princess delicately lifts the beaker free with a pair of metal tongues and tilts it, pouring the bubbling concoction into a waiting phial. 
 
    It’s been a crazy week that brought you to Meeda’s lair. First you were pushed into a marriage you weren’t ready for. Then your wife is kidnapped by the witch Morgana, and to rescue her, you have to climb the hag’s tower. A tower filled to the brim with corrupted monster girls. 
 
    Overall, a shitty honeymoon. 
 
    Meeda exhales, sweaty but glowing with pride as she plucks the two potions she’s spent the morning making. She corks them and sways towards you, beaming happily. “Here!” she says, pushing them towards you. “Like I promise. Potions to help you climb tower!” 
 
    “Thank you, Meeda,” you say, carefully taking the two bottles. You lift them to the light flickering from the burners, squinting at the bright pink in one and a swirling dark green in the other. “What do they do?” 
 
    Meeda steps forward, leaning against you. You suck in a breath as her plump breasts press against your leather breastplate, her finger tapping the green potion. 
 
    “This one potion of Bestial Might! You drink, and you become mighty creature. Powerful monster for fighting. But if you forget you human, you become beast.” 
 
    You nod slowly. According to the old woman who first met you at the base of the tower, there are twelve monster girls of various races waiting for you in the tower. You have every confidence in your physical prowess, but you’re not stupid. Depending on who and what await you, more strength will be more than welcome. “And, the pink one?” 
 
    “That one potion of Feminine Beauty! You drink, and it turn you into woman!” 
 
    “What!” you say, nearly dropping the potion in question. “Why would I need that?” 
 
    Meeda shrugs. “Mmm. I not know. It not just girls in tower. And maybe some would prefer woman. Hm? Or maybe you need. You not have to drink. But I think you make pretty girl.” 
 
    You grimace, but suppose that, maybe, it might be handy. “Thank you, Meeda,” you say, tucking the two potions into your belt. “I appreciate the help.” 
 
    “I do anything to help Arthur. You big, strong man. I want you beat tower and survive witch. But I not worried. After all,” she says, her hand sneaking lower, cupping your crotch, pressing her palm against your cock. “I think that you make mighty warrior.” 
 
    You hiss as her finger strokes the increasingly blatant shape of your bulge pressing against the front of your pants. “I um… thank you, Meeda.” 
 
    “Maybe you want test potions?” 
 
    “S-sorry?” 
 
    Meeda giggles, her eyes bright and shining. “I just thinking. Maybe you want… test potions? Make sure work? I be happy to help test.” 
 
    “Test?” 
 
    Meeda winks with all the subtlety of a dockside whore. Her plump lips, formerly drugged in order to reduce you to a babbling sperm bank for the lusty goblin, lift in a playful smile. Her finger strokes again your bulge, helping it stiffen even further. “I be happy to help prince...” 
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    Drink the Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    You groan as Meeda strokes your shaft. The possibility of the potion is hard to ignore. As are the consequences. And it would certainly be smarter to test it now, in the safety of one uncorrupted by the witch’s curse than the next time you come across one of the other denizens of the tower. 
 
    You take the potion from your belt and pop the cork. “Let’s see what it does,” you say. 
 
    “Yes! Let’s see!” Meeda squeaks in delight. 
 
    You give her a look, then down the potion. 
 
    Hot. Pain. 
 
    The two sensations shoot through you in a sudden surge. You gasp, grabbing your stomach as the potion takes hold. Your whole body feels like it’s on fire. You let out a bellowing groan as your form stretches your clothes. Your muscles seem to tighten. Your head pounding. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you groan. 
 
    “Ohhhhh!” Meeda gasps as your pants, already straining under the effect of your changes, melds into you, your cock bulging into the open, the tip thickening to a wedged sword of lust. Your back ripples as your armour melts into your flesh, turning to green scales, spines bursting down your back in savage needles. 
 
    Your jaw elongates, teeth sharpening into hungry daggers. Your fingers flex as your nails grow to claws. A tail snaps out from your back, whipping in the air. 
 
    Meeda breathes in a gasp of awe at the reptilian monster you have become. You look at yourself in wonderment, slowly flexing your new fingers, tightening them into hard fists. Feeling the power that thrums through your form. Wild, primeval might rippling across your reptilian frame. 
 
    “Wow,” you hiss. 
 
    “Uh huh,” Meeda whispers, her fingers stroking your cool, pink cock, the goblin princess licking her lips hungrily at the feel of your manhood. “Maybe we test out now…” 
 
    You hiss in pleasure as her soft fingers coax up and down your newly transformed shaft. You look down at her, your eyes seeing her in a new light. Seeing the heat that burns within her. How it gathers below at her glistening pussy with her arousal. Her desire for the monstrous thing that you have become. 
 
    “Yessss,” you hiss, grasping her arms, turning her around, pushing her onto her hands and knees. “Let’sss… tesssst…” 
 
    Meeda whimpers in delight as you move over her. She was already small compared to you before. But now you positively tower over her. Your cock swells at the idea of stuffing this shapely slut full of your cock. Your breathing deepens in anticipation, your forked tongue slithering out of your mouth, stroking the back of her neck. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” Meeda moans, quivering in equal parts desire and fear. “You going fuck me?” 
 
    “No,” you hiss. “I’m going to breed you.” 
 
    Meeda bites her lips as you press the point of your cock against your pussy lips. She parts around you as you push forward, your cock made to overcome a woman. To ease your shaft within her. To slide in and out of her. The heat of her cunt tightens around your cold cock. A sensation so alien you’ve never known the like. But you want more. More. 
 
    You hiss again, your tongue lathing the back of her neck, tasting the sweetness of her sweat. Tasting how fertile she is. Your hiss grows deeper. You start thrusting into her more eagerly. Pumping your reptilian cock deep into her tight pussy. Making her whimper and moan in delight as you stuff her slutty cunt. 
 
    “Ooooh yesssss!” Meeda moan, rocking back against you, her breasts bouncing on her chest as she takes your monstrous manhood. “Yesss! Fuck meeeee! Fuck goblin slut! I need cock! I need cum!” 
 
    You don’t bother answering. There’s no need. She’s so willing. So eager. The heat of her body beneath you is enthralling. How it grows. Burning like a furnace within her. Radiating through her. You press against her, mashing her to the ground. You want more of it. Far more. 
 
    Your scaly hips pump your cock into her, spanking her ass with every stroke. Your arms move around her, capturing her plump teats. She cries out as those full, green orbs fill your massive hands. Your claws pricking her tit-flesh, making her moan. 
 
    Every whimper of submission stirs a primal, dark part of your brain. A savagery you never knew. Your pace quickens. Her headdress bobs, tickling your snout as you fuck her. Plow her. You’re not done. Not nearly done. You won’t be done until she’s a whimpering mess. Until she can’t stand. Until she’s yours. Helpless. Submissive. A willing slave to take your cum. 
 
    Such thoughts whirl through your mind. It’s so good. It’s all so good! You’re panting. Thrusting. She’s gasping, rocking. You’re getting close. She cums again, a wailing cry of pure ecstasy that sends shivers of delight down your spine. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck. Yes. Yessssssss!” you hiss, throwing your head back, hilting your reptilian cock in her rippling cunt. 
 
    “Oooooooooh!” Meeda screams in delight as you cum, pumping your thin, oily seed into her willing pussy. Feeling her shudder, quiver, moan beneath you as you claim her cunt and womb. 
 
    You gasp, withdrawing your cock from her folds, stepping back. Meeda moans and collapses on the floor of the cave, her eyes spinning, her pussy drooling your inhuman seed. 
 
    You look down at her, pleased with yourself at the state she’s been reduced to. A temptation rises in the back of your mind. An urge to collar the slut. To strip her down and keep her as your own. Your own personal slave. You could brand her with your mark. Breed her with your young. Yesssss. Such a thing would be wonderful. You could use her as your own personal cum dump as you raid the weak warm bloods and their towns. Put them to the torch and claim their women as your slaves. 
 
    A shiver of delight at such images courses through you. 
 
    But… wait… 
 
    Your brow knits. That’s… that’s not what you want. Warm bloods? You were a warm blood. Your name was… is Arthur…  
 
    Pain stabs through your head. You wince and touch your brow. “Ow,” you grunt. 
 
    The pain echoes through you. You groan as your bones reknit themselves. As your scales recede, smoothing out once more in the form of your leather armor. Your hair sprouts anew in curling browns. You blink as the splotches of heat fade from your vision for the more familiar hues of light and darks. 
 
    In moments you stand again as a man. 
 
    “Holy shit,” you slur. 
 
    “Mmm?” Meeda asks, stirring. She rises unsteadily to her feet, your inhuman seed still dripping from her slickened folds. “What wrong?” 
 
    “I just… It was odd. I wanted to… to enslave you. To raid and pillage and… and bask on a rock under the sun.” 
 
    Meeda nods. “Yes. I warn about that. You start thinking like beast. If you not careful, you can’t stop. Then you trapped as monster. You stay like that forever. So be careful,” she says, smiling brightly. “If you like being monster too much, you never turn back. And if you like fukka like monster with princesses, then you be stuck like that.” 
 
    The weight of her warning truly hits you. A shiver in your very soul, recoiling at what had almost happened. You’d almost become that lizard monster. Whoever you were subsumed by the savagery of that thing. “Shit,” you say. “So I could turn into that monster? Become a lizard man?” 
 
    “Maybe not lizard,” Meeda giggles. “You might be something different. Tower plays tricks with potion. Changes on different floors influence reaction. You might be bull or wolf or even goblin!” 
 
    “Not exactly reliable.” 
 
    Meeda shrugs. 
 
    You shake your head. “Well,” you say. “Thank you, Meeda. I’ll put these potions to good use.” 
 
    “I glad,” the goblin says. She points towards her throne. “Portal to second floor over there, through small passage. I no go through ever, but next girl waits beyond. You careful. And if survive, maybe come find Meeda some time?” 
 
    The busty goblin bats her dark lashes, her plump breasts still wearing the marks of your claws when you were the beast. Your eyes can’t help but appreciate those ample curves, and you smile back. “We’ll see,” you say. 
 
    Meeda giggles. “Bye!” the goblin princess coos, blowing you a kiss. 
 
    Your grin lasts long after you move behind her throne and the dark passage lurking there. You duck into the entrance, walking slowly down the shadowy passage. But the darkness doesn’t last long. Within moments a blue glow emanates from ahead. You step into a small room where a gate waits. It’s blue as the sea, shimmering like a mirror, its frame obsidian worked like a mass of thorns, grasping the gateway in their tangles. A bit showy, but it gets the point across. Loosening your blessed sword in its scabbard, you take a deep breath, and step through the gate. 
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    Leave 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Meeda. But maybe not right now,” you say. “I need to move on.” 
 
    The goblin princess pouts, but nods. “Okay. I understand. You want save wife.” 
 
    “Yeah,” you say, though the feeling doesn’t carry too much weight. “I do. Thank you for your help.” 
 
    “I happy to.” She gives you a brave smile. Oh dammit there’s tears in the corner of her eyes. “I hope I see again outside tower.” 
 
    “Um, yeah. Me too.” 
 
    “Wait. I have one more thing for you.” 
 
    Curious, you bend down. Meeda leans up and gives you a soft kiss on your cheek. You jerk back in surprise, but the goblin merely giggles and bats her long lashes. 
 
    The kiss still warm on your cheek, you leave a little staggered. Behind the goblin’s throne lies what you seek. A dark passage cut into the raw stone of the strange cave in which the goblin had her lair in. The darkness is temporary, for after a dozen steps a glow beckons you on and into another chamber. 
 
    The portal to the next level of the tower waits at the far wall. A disc of blue that swirls slowly like a reflection of water disturbed. Obsidian acts as its frame, the dark stone worked like blackened thorn bushes, clutching the portal in its tangle. It’s an aesthetic you can get behind for a witch like Morgana. Gripping the hilt of your sword, you take a deep breath and push forward, plunging into the swirling magic, and into the next level of the tower. 
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    The Second Level 
 
      
 
    You step through the portal and into brackish water. 
 
    “Awwww great,” you groan as your foot sinks into sucking mud. You grimace and pull your boot free with a wet schlurping sound. “Oh, this is off to a terrific start,” you grumble, shaking your leg of the mud. 
 
    “Yes. And it won’t get much better.” 
 
    You look up, startled. The old woman from the entrance of the tower stands not far, her face as withered and ancient as you recall. She stands in her shawl on a small island rising from the swampy waters. Behind her stretches out a shadowy haze of leaning trees festooned with vines and ivy. Foliage grows rampant everywhere, lurking in shadows behind a misty fog that ebbs about the foul waters of the swamp. 
 
    You stand on an ancient stone platform rising out of the murky waters. Vines claw up the sides and moss sucks itself into the gaps of the bricks. The black thorns of the portal rear up behind you, entrapping the shimmering gate, though even its glow seems subdued and dulled in the gloom of the swamp.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” you ask as you take off your boot and pour out the water that filled it. 
 
    “I did come here to help you. But if you prefer, I suppose I could leave.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean… How did you get here? Did you sneak into the portal while I wasn’t paying attention?” 
 
    “Why? Were you doing something with Meeda that might have given me that chance?” 
 
    You feel a flush climb your collar and cough at her knowing look. She laughs. “Relax, brave prince. This is but a projection. I wouldn’t dare enter the tower. Morgana knows me too well, and her servants would tear me to ribbons if they were to catch me.” 
 
    “Right,” you say, pulling your boot back on. You nod at the path that winds through the swamp. “Then, any idea what I’m facing ahead?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” the old woman says. “You face Sooa. The Slime Princess.” 
 
    “Wait. Slimes have princesses?” 
 
    “So to speak. She is a kind of royal jelly. A rare sort of slime, and as a result, has a rudimentary intelligence. But don’t be fooled. She has a hunger that can’t be sated easily.” 
 
    “But the curse can be purified with the sword?” 
 
    “It can. But be careful. Even if you free Sooa, she is not a creature of reason, but of instinct.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “Only that you should be careful. And remember. Though the monster girl might be freed of Morgana’s control, they are still monsters, with all the baggage that comes with it.” 
 
    You frown at the cryptic warning, but even as you stand there the old woman begins to fade, dissipating into the air like a will-o-wisp, leaving you alone. You heft your sword, the blade glowing a soft silver as you start down the path and into the swamp. 
 
    The croaks of frogs and buzz of insects are your only company as you trudge into the depths of the marshes. You keep to the path and away from the sucking mud and waters and whatever no doubt poisonous things slither under its surface. 
 
    You notice quickly that the foliage is growing thicker. It crowds around you, overhanging your path and sticking thin roots into the waters like sounding rods testing the depths. The buzz of the insects begins to fade, and in its place a silence pregnant with apprehension grows. 
 
    As you walk, the bloom of flowers among the encroaching vines becomes ever more abundant. A bright crimson, they suffocate the air with a heavy pollen that almost glows in the gloom. In fact, you’re pretty sure they are glowing, which is probably a bad sign. You brush your pocket where a rag you use to polish your sword waits. You suppose you could fashion a mask with it… 
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    Keep Walking 
 
      
 
    It’s probably nothing, you think, removing your hand from the pocket. In fact, the pollen doesn’t even bother you anymore. If anything, the scent is quite nice. Floral and sweet. You take a deep breath, taking in more of that sweet pollen, a smile fluttering on your lips. That’s quite good, actually. Soothing. Like bathing in jasmine. 
 
    You feel the tension ease from your arms, your eyes fluttering as the pollen dances in and out of your vision. So easy to just breathe deep. Just relax. Just let your thoughts fade away on clouds of pink puff. 
 
    You sigh dreamily, swaying a little as you move ever on. Deeper into the tangle of the plants, where they grow thicker and thicker. Are they moving? No. No, it must just be your vision swimming. The tangled vines surely aren’t closing around you. Surely aren’t gathering and coiling. Flexing and creaking. Your vision is just swimming. Just blurry. Just soft and hazy and dancing. 
 
    You chuckle stupidly. Dancing. You used to dance. When was that? Must have been so long ago… You should dance again. 
 
    No sooner have you thought of it then you’re swaying and moving, your arms swinging drunkenly. You giggle. No, wait, you aren’t giggling. But someone is. 
 
    You tilt back your head and find yourself before a massive pitcher plant. On its brim leans a woman whose flesh is a bright green. Her hair is a carpet of moss speckled with flowers and her eyes glow like the pollen which suffocates the air. Her breasts are pressed against the lip of the pitcher, rising and falling in slow, heavy motions. She smiles down at you. 
 
    “What a silly boy,” she says. 
 
    You smile at her stupidly. “Me?” you say, pointing at yourself. 
 
    “Yes, you. Such a silly, stupid boy. Breathing in all that pollen. It’s nice though, isn’t it?” 
 
    You can only nod. Oh yes. Everything is so nice. 
 
    The plant woman rolls her glowing eyes and shakes her head. “Such a stupid boy,” she muses to herself, then shrugs. “Ah well. But I’m sure you’ll be just delish.” 
 
    Delish? That sounds… off. Your brow crinkles and you open your mouth to protest, but before you can the plant woman cups her palms before her hands and blows a sudden cloud of pollen right into your face. 
 
    You blink at the sudden olfactory assault, then your eyes grow lidded. Your mind dims. Strength abandons your muscles, and only the sudden support of her vines keeps you from collapsing before her. 
 
    “Poor silly, stupid boy,” the plant woman giggles as you’re lifted towards her and deposited on the lip of her pitcher. She touches your arms and you gently slide down into the thick sap that fills her pitcher. You stare dumbly up at her, your lips parted, thoughts scattered amid the fog of her pollen. She smirks, then leans down and kisses you. 
 
    And oh that kiss is heaven. 
 
    Your eyes slide shut as her tongue pushes into your mouth. You feel your clothes dissolve in the sap that sloshes about her waist. And not just your clothes. Your skin prickles and tingles as her corrosive juices gets to work on your flesh, melting it away from muscle and bone. 
 
    You barely feel it. In fact, it’s oddly pleasant. It’s so easy to relax. To sag in her grasp as her sap does its work, her plump breasts pressed against your chest. Her body moving against yours, easing you deeper and deeper into the acidic juices until you slide beneath the surface. 
 
    The plant woman breaks the kiss, straightening. She licks her lips as your bones bob in her digestive sap. 
 
    “Mmm. I was right. Absolutely delicious,” she giggles. 
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    Drink the Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    You give the pink potion a shake. You’re a little wary, but you have to admit a certain degree of curiosity stirs in you too. You shrug. Well, better to find out now rather then when you’re facing a rampaging minotaur, or whatever the fuck is waiting in this gods forsaken tower. You pop the cork and down the potion. 
 
    The change is immediate. Heat blossoms through you. You gasp, your voice higher than normal. And your body shorter. You look down in surprise as you lose almost a full head of your height. What’s more, your muscles have softened, and your changes don’t stop there. Your waist thins, compensated by a sudden expansion of your hips and ass into a pert bubble butt. You moan as that liquid fire of the potion gathers in your chest. You grab your chest as your leather tunic stretches under a pair of shapely teats, your nipples rubbing the inside of your armour in a way that makes your legs shake. 
 
    But far greater is the change down below. You feel your cock shrink, inverting into a slickened pussy. 
 
    “Ooooh fuuuuuck,” you groan, your voice a girlish high. You gasp, covering your mouth, only to grab your armour as the now very loose-fitting garb threatens to fall off you. 
 
    “It work!” Meeda cries in delight. 
 
    “W-wait. Hold up. It might not have?” you say. 
 
    Meeda giggles. “Silly Arthur. Or, maybe Alexa? Alchemy more art than science.” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound right.” 
 
    “Hush. You look good!” Meeda says, delivering a sharp spank to your plump behind. 
 
    You squeak in surprise, jumping at the impact. Your cheeks redden as you realize you didn’t necessarily dislike the sensation. In fact, the sting of your bottom throbs through to your core, aching in delight. Gods above. Is this how all women feel? 
 
    Meeda watches you with evident glee, her smile more than a little worrying under the circumstances. “Mmm. We better make sure changes all go good. You strip.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I need know if all changes right. If not, then maybe Alexa be stuck as woman for rest of time.” 
 
    “You didn’t say anything about that!” 
 
    Meeda smiles innocently. “I not? Oh. Well, potion should wear off. So long as Alexa not enjoy too much. Or if monster cum in you. If you get pregnant, then you stay woman.” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “Come on. We need check. Get clothes off, Alexa.” 
 
    “Stop calling me that,” you grumble, but do as she wishes. You pull off your pants and belt. Some doing with the shapely curves of your ample rear. Your shirt is even stranger to remove, catching on your bubbly breasts until you pull it free with a gasp, tossing it aside. 
 
    You stand before the goblin princess in all your naked glory, and you have to admit, it’s pretty glorious. You have the curvy figure of the finest pleasure girl of the Fasaan harems, with curvy hips, shapely thighs and breasts firm and well-rounded. You hesitate, but can’t help but let your hands cup those generous orbs, gasping as hot pleasure shoots through you from your ample tits. 
 
    “Ohhhh fuck,” you moan. 
 
    “It feel good?” 
 
    “Y-yes.” 
 
    “Bet this feel good too.” 
 
    “W-wait. What nnnn!” you gasp as Meeda kneels before you and gives your pussy lips a nice, long kiss. “Fuuuuuuck!” you moan as your ever so sensitive quim shoots hot, sweet pleasure through you to your very toes. Your thighs quiver with the sensation, and it’s a struggle not to collapse on your plump bottom. 
 
    “Ooooh, you so sensitive,” Meeda giggles, her tongue teasingly running up your cunny. 
 
    “F-fuck!” you gasp. “You’re… nnnn… enjoying this, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Maaaaybe,” Meeda giggles as again her soft lips meet your fluttering pussy, the sensation gathering in coiling, molten lust deep in your core and the bottom of your stomach.  
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” you pant. You stagger back a step until you hit a wall. You cling to the cold stone, the feel of it so sharp against your warm back you can’t help but gasp in delight. Your hips begin to move, instinct driving you to rub your cunt against Meeda’s lips, the feathers of her headdress brushing your mons and inner thighs in ways that make your heart hammer with delight. 
 
    “Oh f-fuck. Meeda. Meeda!” you gasp, your hands groping your plump tits, massaging those shapely orbs in an absolute ecstasy of pleasure. “Meeda. I… I think I… I think I’m gonna c-cuuuuuuuum!” 
 
    Your voice rises in a scream of uttermost pleasure as your orgasm surges through you. So different from those as a man. Longer, more drawn out, and even better for it. 
 
    You sag against the wall, the rough cut stone of the cavern digging into your shoulder blades. You groan heavily. “Oh fuck, Meeda. That was…” 
 
    “Good?” the goblin says. 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you say, cheeks burning from the admission. 
 
    “Mmm. Maybe you want feel more?” 
 
    You look down at the curvy goblin princess. “H-huh?” 
 
    “Well,” Meeda giggles, her tongue flicking at the hardened bud of your clit. “If we go back to caves… we could let gobin fuck you… then… when you pregnant… you stay woman… and be goblin brood slut…” 
 
    Every pause in her suggestion is accented by another flick of her tongue against your thrumming clit. The intensity of that sensation is almost overpowering. Like she’s kissing the very tip of your cock. Your head hammers and your breathing comes in short, heavy pants. You… you don’t want that. You don’t want to stay a woman. Stay as a goblin breeding slut. 
 
    …Do you? 
 
      
 
    Refuse 
 
    Accept 
 
    

  

 
   
    Make a Mask 
 
      
 
     Like hell this is nothing. You may not know much about Morgana, but you can damn well bet this pollen is something terrible. You pull the rag from your pocket and hastily tie it around your face. Already, thanks to the makeshift filter, you can breathe easier, your head clearing. And thanks to that, you can see the strange pollen exhaled from the blooming flowers is, in fact, glowing, and is also, in fact, extremely pink. 
 
    You continue onward down the path, and with every step you’re more and more grateful for your mask as the pollen grows thicker, practically saturating the air. You catch movement from the corner of your eye. You slowly draw your sword as the vines around you shift and rub against each other, but do nothing else. 
 
    Yet. 
 
    As you move forward you make out something. A pitcher plant growing from the tangle of vines and foliage sprawling out of the murky waters. As you come closer, you make out something else. Namely, a woman inside the plant. 
 
    Or, perhaps, a part of the plant. 
 
    Her skin is a vivid green and her hair a carpet of moss speckled with flowers. She’s beautiful in that primal, wild way that you can’t help but notice. In particular the plump curves of her breasts pressed against the lip of her pitcher, and the way her eyes glow like the pollen dancing in the air. 
 
    “Well hello there, silly boy. I… oh,” she says, noticing your mask. She pouts. “Well that’s not very fair of you.” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m the one being unfair,” you say, holding your sword at the ready as you slowly walk towards the flower slut. “Where’s the slime princess?” 
 
    “Sooa? Oh, she’s just past there,” the pitcher girl says with a wave down the path. “But…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “Only, are you sure you should face off with her?” the pitcher girl says. “I mean, are you sure you can take her on like that?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” you say, lingering a moment as she speaks. 
 
    The pitcher girl hums, smiling impishly. “Welllll, only that she’s awfully… slippery. It might be hard for you to get her with that sword of yours. But maybe I could help.” 
 
    “I bet,” you snort. 
 
    “No, really. I have a kind of thickener. If you use it, you’ll be able to slow her down enough that you can get a solid hit with that sword of yours. Of course,” she adds, giggling. “Nothing in life is free…” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “It’s just that I’m so hungry,” the plant girl moans. “Nobody ever comes down this path.” 
 
    You glance at the thick syrup within her pitcher. “I am not climbing into that.” 
 
    “Don’t be silly. I don’t mean your flesh. I mean… your essence.” 
 
    “My essence?” 
 
    “Your cum.” 
 
    You recoil. “What? That’s…” 
 
    “Would it be so baaaaad?” the plant girl says, fluttering her lashes. “Just a sip. I don’t need much. Just enough of your big old cock to take the edge off. Then I’ll give you that precious thickener. Not a bad trade, is it?” 
 
      
 
    No Deal 
 
    Let her Drain Your Cock 
 
    Use the Pink Potion 
 
    

  

 
  
   Fuck Meeda 
 
      
 
    “You know what, Meeda. You do deserve a reward.” 
 
    The goblin princess brightens. “You mean it?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” you say, stripping out of your leather armour. The goblin princess chews on her lower lip, watching as your toned body comes into view. “You deserve a good, thorough fucking. After all, you’ve been so helpful.” 
 
    “Yes! Yes, I very helpful,” Meeda pants, practically drooling at the sight of your manhood. 
 
    “I know. And I think you want to help me fuck you even more.” 
 
    The goblin sneaks a peek at your eyes and grins. “Oh yes,” the shapely goblin purrs, stepping nearer to you, lifting her breasts and trapping your stiffened cock between those plump orbs. “I be very helpful.” 
 
    “Mnnn,” you groan as her soft breasts entrap the stiffness of your cock. You hiss as she begins to massage your cock between her luscious tits, her lips kissing the tip each time it crests those bountiful orbs. “Oh Meeda… Yes. Fuck. Just like that.” 
 
    “Does master like that?” Meeda asks sweetly as her buxom tits work your shaft. She moves her head down, again licking the tip of your cock. “Does he like goblin slut licking cock?” 
 
    “Very much,” you gasp, your hands twining in her hair, tightening your grip as Meeda works your shaft. You moan as her breasts move down further and allow her mouth to fully engulf the sensitive mushroom head of your shaft. “Oooooh fuuuuuuck!” 
 
    “Mmmm,” Meeda moans as she sucks you off, her lashes fluttering with unabashed adoration, her hips rocking to her movements, the potions lining her belt jangling musically. 
 
    “Fuck. Oh fucking hell, Meeda. Fuuuuuuck!” you groan, pushed past your peak, your cock spurting your seed into her hungry mouth. Meeda moans, her lashes fluttering as she guzzles down your cum, sucking down every drop. 
 
    She gasps as her lips lift from your cock. “Mmm. So good,” she breathes. 
 
    “That right? Well, we’re not done yet.” 
 
    Meeda squeaks in surprise as you push her down. She bounces onto her plump bottom, but before she can react you move over her. The shapely short stack looks into your eyes and smiles brightly. “Ooooh,” the goblin croons, reaching between your legs and fondling your thick cock. “You fuck me now?” 
 
    “Mnnn. Absolutely,” you breathe as her hand strokes you back to full hardness. 
 
    Meeda giggles and lifts her hips, offering up her glistening cunny for your pleasure. “Fuck Meeda. Please. I need seed.” 
 
    No man could refuse an offer like that. Certainly not you. You growl and push forward hilting yourself in her gaping cunt with such force she’s almost dragged across the floor. Meeda moans in delight as your cock fills her. “Yessss!” she cries, gripping your shoulders as you begin to plunge into her ample cunny. “Yes! Fuck cunt! I need cock. So mnnn… biiiiig! Fuck cove. Fill with seed. Breed Meeda! Breed meeeeeee!” 
 
    Her cries of ecstasy spur you on. You plow her fertile cunt with heavy pants, plunging your cock into her massaging cunt with every indication of delight. Oh fuck she’s so deep. So gooooood! 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Fuck. Oh Meeda. Meeda.” 
 
    “Arthurrrrr!” she screams, tensing as she cums, her hips humping you as she reaches her heady peak. 
 
    You moan, but keep going. Keep fucking her. You’re so close, but you want to make her cum again. Want to hear her scream of ecstasy anew. She rides beneath you like she were a bucking horse, her ample tits bouncing on her chest, the piercings that dot her nipples flashing and sparkling in the light. 
 
    “Yessss! I cum! I cummmmm!” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” you groan as her pussy tightens around your shaft. You moan and hilt within her, shuddering as you cum, pumping your seed into her once again. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Meeda screams in delight, jiggling with pleasure beneath you. 
 
    Panting, you withdraw your cock from the goblin’s cunny. Meeda moans as your seed dribbles from her quim. 
 
    “Gods Meeda. You look a mess,” you say. 
 
    The busty goblin giggles. “Mmm. I happy to be,” she says. Meeting your eyes, she reaches between her legs and scoops up a dollop of your cum. You feel your cock twitch anew as she adoringly sucks her fingers clean with a teasing swirl of her tongue. 
 
    You shake your head with a laugh. “You’re insatiable,” you say as you tuck your cock back into your pants. 
 
    Meeda shrugs. “I know what I like,” she says. “And I like you cock.” 
 
    “I think you’ve proven that. But I’d best be off. The next level of this place isn’t going to conquer itself.” 
 
    Meeda wiggles her fingers. “Bye bye,” she says. 
 
    You leave her there, wallowing in her post-coital bliss and stuffed with your cum like a green pastry. Behind her throne you find the narrow passage which the goblin told you would ascend to the next level of the tower. It isn’t long before you reach the end, where the glow of the portal shimmers against the uncut stone of the chamber. 
 
    The portal waits at the far end of the room, its swirling blue grasped in the tangle of obsidian worked like a blackened thorn bush. The shining points seem to shimmer in the rippling blue of the portal, and you resolve to absolutely not touch them. With care you climb the small steps to the gate, take a deep breath, and plunge through the shimmering portal, and on to the second floor of the witch’s tower. 
 
      
 
    Second Level

  

 
   
    Refuse 
 
      
 
    You shake your head breathlessly. “No. No, Meeda. That’s not my fate.” 
 
    Meeda pouts, but sighs. “Mmm. Okay. It would be shame anyway. World needs strong knight’s seed to breed stronger young.” 
 
    “Yeah,” you say. “On that topic, how long before this nnnnn!” 
 
    You groan as the potion wears off, your thighs and hips resuming their more muscular form. Your plump breasts molding back into your chest, their flesh forming anew your toned frame. Within moments the changes are undone, and you lie against the wall a man again, panting at the intensity of the transformation. 
 
    Meeda giggles, her hands fondling your limp cock. “Mmm. Yes. I think I like this more.” 
 
    You know that shine in her eyes too well, and much as you’d like to bend this goblin over and assert your masculinity by reaming her plush cunt, you know that’s a road that has no end. You muss her hair and rise heavily. “Oof,” you say, tugging your clothes back on. “Thank you, Meeda. I don’t now when that potion will come in handy, but better to have it and not need it than not have it and do need it.” 
 
    Meeda nods, her eyes devouring your body even as you mask it once more among your leather armour. “Mmm. I think that good thought have.” 
 
    You buckle your sword back on and give the goblin princess a final nod. “Farewell Meeda.” 
 
    “Mmm. Bye. I hope you beat witch. Then we meet again.” 
 
    The wiggle of her brows makes your cock twitch, and before the seductive goblin has you tearing your clothes off and fucking her anew you hastily duck behind her throne and to the tunnel hidden therein. 
 
    A short, dark passage brings you through and to the end, where the shimmering blue light of a portal awaits. The disk of magic sparks in the air, gripped tight in the twisting tangle of obsidian thorns. You have no doubt of the witch Morgana’s work in this thing, and as a precaution, grip tight the hilt of your sword, and step forward and through the portal’s glow. 
 
      
 
    Second Level 
 
    

  

 
   
    No Deal 
 
      
 
    You’d have to be an idiot to let this creature do anything for you. You firmly shake your head. “I’m gonna have to pass,” you say. 
 
    The plant girl pouts angrily, her eyes flashing. The vines about you stir, rustling and twisting. 
 
    If your former suspicions weren’t enough about her intentions, that display certainly cinches things. “Don’t even try it,” you say, holding up your glowing blade. “If I see those vines come a hair’s breadth closer I’ll cut through them and then you.” 
 
    The plant girl sneers. “Fine,” she says petulantly. “I hope Sooa sucks you dry!” 
 
    “Yeah, whatever,” you say, backing away from her and her corrupted glade. The moment you’re beyond the reach of her vines you turn and hurry on and away from the plant woman’s hold, down the stony path, and deeper into the swamp. 
 
      
 
    Slime Princess

  

 
   
    Slime Princess 
 
      
 
    Soon enough you leave behind the pollen saturated air of the plant woman’s lair. You gratefully tear the mask from your face, breathing in the more familiar stench of the swamp. But the plant woman’s parting words echo in your thoughts, and you frown warily at what it might portend. 
 
    You can tell you’re getting close when the path becomes ancient cobblestones, the old brickwork nearly lost among the moss and shifted by the growth of roots and slime. From out of the mists ancient pillars make themselves known, rising out of the waters, most broken, some toppled like trees, their once pristine white marble faded and thickened with the swamp’s endless crawl of vines and moss. 
 
    You pause as the mists part, revealing the end of the road. What had once been a large shrine rises ahead, open to the air and ringed by cracked and broken statues of women wrapped in stone gowns. In their arms they carry pitchers which once doubtless spilled clearest water into the fountain below them, but which now are dry as a bone. 
 
    And yet, liquid waits within the fountain proper. 
 
    As you approach the gelatinous blue fluid shifts. It stirs and rises, forming a more familiar feminine shape. Impossibly curvy breasts bounce on the chest of the slime princess, her hair more like tentacles to frame a face of smooth, simple, sleepy features. She’s large. Easily bigger than you twice over, and on her head there sits an almost comical little golden crown. 
 
    “Oooooor?” Sooa says, slopping about the fountain’s rim, leaning against the edge with a sleepy smile, her massive breasts mashed against the side. “Mmmooooaaaa?” 
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    Accept 
 
      
 
    Perhaps it’s the haze of pleasure you’d just experienced at Meeda’s hands. Perhaps it’s your new body or an after effect of the potion, but the thought of your stomach swollen with goblin pups. Your breasts fat with cream and the warty, diminutive shafts of goblin males defiling your shapely form stirs you in ways you’d never dreamed. 
 
    You realize you’re breathing heavily, your new breasts rising and falling with eager pants. Meeda sees this, her plush lips lifted in a knowing smile. She takes your hand, and you can’t seem to resist as she pulls you to your feet, and back the way you once came. 
 
    Meeda pushes aside the beaded curtain that veils her personal chambers from the rest of the goblin warrens. She draws you back out and into the main chamber. The rest of Meeda’s tribe waits within, gathering their things to finally leave the cursed tower in which they had so long been trapped. They pause in their work, their large yellow eyes focusing on you, devouring your shapely, feminine curves as Meeda leads you among them. You can practically feel their lust. Like it’s a physical force, beating into you from their hungry eyes. Your breasts heave with your deepening breath. Your pussy dampening under their intense stares. 
 
    Meeda brings you to a stone set up near the edge of the licking bonfire. She sits you down atop it and steps behind you. You feel her hands ease you back, your head resting between her ample green tits as she strokes your shoulders. 
 
    “Part legs,” she whispers in your ear. 
 
    The hairs on the back of your neck rise, your skin tingling at her words. Such an act can only mean one thing, but you don’t hesitate, parting your shapely thighs, revealing your glistening pussy to the hungry stares of the goblin warriors. 
 
    “Stroke cunt,” Meeda purrs. 
 
    You shiver with a strange delight as you shyly reach down, whimpering softly as your fingers glide up and down your glistening pussy. 
 
    “Beg,” Meeda purrs. 
 
    “Please,” you pant to the watching tribe. “Please. Mighty goblins. I… I need cock. I need cum. I need to be bred with mighty goblin seed. Anyone. Please. I…I beg of you…” 
 
    Silence greets you. Only your needy whimpers breaks the stillness. Then, at last, one of the stunted greenskins shambles forward. You can feel Meeda’s smirk as your fingers part the glistening folds of your cunny, baring your pink depths for the benefit of the goblin warrior. 
 
    He grunts, shoves aside his loincloth, unveiling his warty prick. 
 
    He’s small. Pathetically. Only a bit bigger than your pinky. And yet, the sight of that pathetic little cock sends your hear hammering. Your quim moistening. Your breasts heaving as he closes with you, smirks up at you, and grabs the orbs of your soft tits. 
 
    “OOooooh!” you moan as the goblin mauls your breasts, admiring their heft. Their softness. You whimper as his hips draw nearer. As he rubs his warty little prick against your glistening folds, and pushes inside of you. 
 
    The feeling is like nothing you’ve known before. The sense of him in you, of his warty length rubbing against your tight cunt makes you cry out and pleasure. And that’s nothing compared to when he starts to thrust. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp as the goblin starts to rut you, pounding your pussy with his eager thrusts. “Oh…oh gods. Oh gods yessss! Yessss! Fuck me! Oh gods! Fuck my human pussy! Yes! Yesssss!” 
 
    Meeda giggles behind you, kissing your neck, making you moan and keen as her tribesman claims your cunt, rutting in you like an animal. And you love it. Love the feel of his warty cock. His hungry hands. His lips on your bouncing, flawless tits. 
 
    “Yesss! Breeeed meeeee!” you scream. 
 
    The words come from deep within you. Rising on the wave of your orgasm as it crashes over you. You scream in boundless pleasure as the goblin cums, moaning as he pumps his oily seed within you. Spurting into the fire of your womb. Basting you with his foul seed. Breeding you. 
 
    The shock of it takes you. Seizes you. The realization of what you’ve done. You’ve surrendered your womb to a goblin’s seed. Been bred. Trapped now in this shapely form. 
 
    And you don’t care. 
 
    You groan as the goblin pulls his knobby cock from within you. 
 
    “Not worry,” Meeda tells you. “There still lots for you…” 
 
    You lift your head, and find the whole rest of the tribe lined up, their warty little pricks revealed, their eyes hungry with lust as they await their turn to defile your human curves. As you look over them, you feel the whorish smile steal across your lips. Your fingers reach down, parting your pussy, letting your first lover’s cum ooze from your depths, slide down your crack, and pool on the floor. 
 
    “Next,” you giggle. 
 
    And as the next goblin mounts you, you know there will be another. Another. For this is but the first day of the rest of your life as a goblin breeding slut. 
 
      
 
    Goblin Breeder

  

 
   
    Let Her Drain Your Cock 
 
      
 
    Letting her suck you off seems a small price to pay for a tool to best the waiting slime princess. That, and there’s no getting around how attractive the plant woman is, with her ample breasts and ravishing features. She seems to know it, and sensing your thoughts lifts her breasts from the edge of the pitcher, her dark nipples stiff and needy. 
 
    “Alright,” you say, sheathing your sword. “But no tricks.” 
 
    “Of course,” the plant woman croons, her arms crossing under her bust, lifting her ample tits tantalizingly. “No tricks at all.” 
 
    You’re not sure how much you trust that, but you’re committed now, and warily step forward towards the green woman. You nearly recoil as the vines sprouting from the base of her flower stir, several rising into the air. “Don’t worry,” she says. “This is how I collect your essence. See?” 
 
    One of the vines ends in a flower. The petals part, revealing a sucking stem coated with pollen whose purpose isn’t hard to fathom. The idea of such an inhuman thing sucking your cock is strangely tantalizing, and you merely nod, opening the front of your pants and drawing your shaft into the open. 
 
    The plant girl smirks at the sight of your half-hard cock. “Perfect,” she croons. “And now…” 
 
    The flower pushes forward and engulfs your manhood. You gasp as the soft, teasing petals close around the head of your cock, undulating softly, stroking your shaft, even as the rest of the plant begins to suck. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuuck!” you groan as the plant fucks you, lips tighter around your shaft than any woman you’ve known, the petals of the flower teasing and stroking until you’re positively throbbing with desire. 
 
    “Mmm. Very good,” the plant woman says. “Are you enjoying that?” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you pant. 
 
    “Oh dear. Are your legs feeling a little weak? Here. Lean against my pitcher.” 
 
    You don’t really want to, but a particular hard suck makes your legs buckle. You gasp and stagger against the plant woman’s flower pot, her hands catching you, easing you forward until your face is pressed against her ample tits. 
 
    “That’s iiiiiit,” the plant woman coos. “Just let my flower do its work. Don’t fight it.” 
 
    You pant into your mask as the flower continues to milk your cock, your head nestled against the plump orbs of her breasts, her dusky nipples inches from your covered lips. You groan, your hips rocking against that insidious, sucking flower. The scent of the pitcher’s sap so intense not even your mask can diffuse it all. The feel of her breasts so soft. So ample. Your cock so eager to cum, but not allowed. Just edged. Edged by her sucking flower. 
 
    You’re breathing heavier. Your head feels misty. You feel softs hands stroke your hair, ease you further into those buxom green tits. Her fingers tickle around your ears. 
 
    “Would you… like to suck?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “You just seem so tense. Maybe you should give my breasts a good… suck…” 
 
    You stare at her face, confused. How can you suck her tits when you’re wearing your mask? 
 
    Only… you’re not wearing your mask. Did she… did she take it off? In the back of your mind you know you should be concerned. Her pollen. 
 
    Oh…. 
 
    Her pollen… 
 
    You take a deep breath. The busty plant girl is utterly soaked in pollen. Pollen you’ve been breathing in with every gasp, with every pant while that flower sucks your swollen cock. 
 
    “Go on,” she breathes, lifting her breast towards your lips. “Take a drink…” 
 
    She squeezes her plush tit, and you see a trickle of thick sap bead her breast. You know you mustn’t. But you also know you can’t resist. You lean forward, your lips locking on that budding nipple. 
 
    And suck. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” the plant girl moans as you suckle at her fat nipple. Drinking from the fountain of her tit. Syrupy sap flows freely into your mouth, down your throat. You guzzle her greedily, every drop of her sap sweeter than the last. Your cock twitching as she sucks away at it with her floral trap. 
 
    “Yes. Yesssss! That’s it. That’s it. Cum for me. Cum, my little fool.” 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” you moan as at last you’re pushed past the edge, your whole body tensing as you cum into the sucking flower, every spurt of your seed weakening you. Numbness spreading through your arms and legs. 
 
    But you can’t stop. 
 
    Can’t stop sucking. Can’t stop cumming. She presses your head harder against her mounds, smothering you in her tits, squeezing yet more of her impossibly delicious sap into your mouth. Your cock twitching as her flower continues to stroke and tease you, your balls tight as they try to keep cumming. Keep delivering your seed to the floral seductress. 
 
    By the time the true impact of the danger hits you it’s far too late. You don’t even have the strength to cry out, instead moaning weakly, still thrusting, still cumming. 
 
    The plant woman laughs at your straights. “That’s it. Such a stupid boy. Give me all of it. Cum your brains out. Keep at it. Empty yourself in me. Give me all that you are.” 
 
    You can’t pull back. You’re too weak. Too spent. You can feel your muscles shrivel against your bones. Your body drained all you are through your cock of. All you might have been. Your lips surrender her nipple not out of choice, but because you can’t suck on her anymore. Sap drools from the corner of your mouth as the plant woman rests your chin on her tits, her smirk damning as she watches the light fade from your eyes. 
 
    “Such a fool,” she says. The last thing you hear before darkness overtakes you. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
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    Use the Pink Potion 
 
      
 
    “Hold on,” you say. “Does it… does it have to be my cock?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” the plant woman asks, narrowing her eyes, sap sloshing around her as she shifts in her seat. 
 
    “I mean… here. Let me show you.” 
 
    She lifts a brow as you take the pink potion off your belt and pop the cork, taking a sip. You shudder as the warmth of the potion rushes through you in a wave of pleasure. You moan, arching as heat builds in your chest, your waist thinning, your chest swelling with a pair of plush, ample tits. Your moan rises in pitch as you feel your cock retract into you, parting your mons to form a pair of slick pussy lips while all that remains of your cock is the bead of a clit. 
 
    Your ass swells along with your hips, compensating for the sudden lack of tone in the rest of your frame, your muscles giving way to feminine softness. You gasp, panting as the heat of the potion’s effect fades, leaving you no longer a man but a curvy woman. 
 
    The plant woman gapes. “By the roots of the world,” she breathes. 
 
    “So…” you gasp. “So, like I said, would it be… would it be possible not to have my cock drained?” 
 
    “Oh yes!” the plant girl squeals in delight. “I was just going to suck you dry and leave your mummified corpse to be eaten by my roots. But this is so much better!” 
 
    “Hold on. You were eeeeeek!” 
 
    You scream as vines descend from above, wrapping around your arms. You yelp as you’re wrenched into the air, your legs kicking uselessly. 
 
    “Oh, don’t struggle! I promise this is going to be just wonderful!” the plant woman coos as more vines descend, wrapping around you, binding you in her grasp. You yelp as one slithers down your tunic, pants and underwear. With a sudden motion it tears the sturdy fabric from you, your pants falling away and your shirt rent apart, your full, luscious breasts bouncing into the open air. 
 
    “Wait! You can’t! You said-“ 
 
    “Yes. I lied about that. But don’t worry. This is going to be soooo much better!” 
 
    “No! I didn’t mphm!” 
 
    Further argument is cut off as a vine suddenly plunges into your mouth, stretching your jaw around its girth. You try and speak but only gag as the tip of the vine slithers down your throat, and begins to leak a thick, syrupy sap. 
 
    Which… actually doesn’t taste that bad. 
 
    Your struggles lessen in the grip of the vines as more and more of the sap oozes down your throat, into your stomach, where it spreads in a warmth similar to the initial effect of the potion. In particular the way it gathers in your plump breasts, a moan escaping you despite yourself. 
 
    “Oh yes,” the plant girl breathes as your breasts swell beneath the influence of her sap. “You’re going to be so fruitful, my pretty. Just look at those melons!” 
 
    You whimper as her hands heft your luscious tits; green fingers sinking into your plumping orbs. She grins and gives your breasts a tender squeeze. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan around the vine fucking your mouth. You arch, trembling. Oh. Ohhhhh fuck! Your breasts! A pressure builds within you. Trembling through you. Your voice rises yet further in a squeal of pure pleasure as the barrier within you breaks. Milk, thick as the sap of the plant woman drools from your nipples, gushes whorishly from your engorged tits. 
 
    Greedily the plant woman latches on to one of your nipples, hungrily suckling at your teat. “Mmnnnnn!” you moan helplessly, quivering in pleasure as she milks you, squeezes you. 
 
    With a gasp the plant woman releases your plump nipple, her tongue swishing over her green lips. She laughs at your twitching form, strung up before her among her vines, your breasts bouncing and big as her head. “Awww, don’t worry. I won’t leave those pretty milkers alone for long,” she says with a wicked smirk. 
 
    Her meaning becomes apparent all too soon. From above two more vines descend, ending in large bulbs. The petals glide open and the tips of the bulbs adhere to your new breasts, practically encasing your milky tits before beginning to hungrily suckle. 
 
    You can only moan anew, rocking with pleasure as your breasts are milked by the flowers, the petals brushing your oh so sensitive skin, massaging your ripe teats as you’re used like a one woman dairy farm, drained of whatever concoction the plant woman’s sap is having on your female form. 
 
    “And the final touch,” the plant woman whispers in delight. 
 
    What she means is answered a moment later as yet another vine winds up your leg and into your helpless pussy. 
 
    There is no shock of pleasure this time. Oh no. It’s something different. Something more terrible and wonderful. As the vines fuck your mouth and cunt, your breasts milked and sucked, you begin to drift away. Sanity receding in the face of lazy, endless fucking. The pollen begins to stuff your senses, overwhelming you. Your body giving in to the endless sensations inflicted on your female form. You barely notice when a third vine slides into your soft rump, joining the other two in leisurely fucking. Lazily thrusting. Hungrily making you and moan and give in… 
 
    For days, months, or even years you might be suspended in the thrall of the plant woman, milked and used for her pleasure. You don’t know. You’ll never know. But one thing is certain. Your adventure is at an end. 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    You hold back, taking note of the slime girl in her fountain warily. Only an idiot would rush in against a creature like this, and you’re no idiot. She doesn’t seem to be aggressive either, her tentacles shifting along with her bountiful form. Gods above but those are impressive assets. It’s almost a crime not to throw yourself into her and enjoy her jiggling frame. A fate which would probably not end well, though. 
 
    “Oooroooo?” the slime burbles. 
 
    “Um, yeah. Hold on,” you say. You glance about the fountain she calls home, and in particular the statuettes with their pitchers overturned. Something about them tingles a memory of your days among the library. Slimes are creatures of liquids, congealed into form and body. Maybe she’s so big because she drained the fountain of its waters? It would explain her corruption. 
 
    If so… perhaps there’s something you could do about that… 
 
    Keeping her in sight, you carefully move about the edge of the fountain. Sooa seems content to simply watch you, her body shifting, swirling and breasts bouncing in a way that makes you acutely aware of how tight your pants are. You try and ignore the giantess of a slime woman until you make it to the rear of the fountain, where you find what you’d been hoping for. What appears to be an intake pipe waits in the back, the copper turned green with age and vines clinging to its frame.  Above it is a handle cranked hard to the off position. If you were to turn it on, perhaps you could purify her with the spring’s waters? Assuming there is any pure water left. Of course, on the other hand, you just might make her bigger and further corrupted if the pipe doesn’t reach an untainted source. 
 
    “Roooo?” Sooa says. 
 
    You glance again to her, to the pipe. Then shrug. Those who hesitate fail. You grab the handle and crank it. 
 
    It takes some doing. The thing is so rusted you have to throw your whole weight into it, grunting with exertion. At last, with a creak and a shower of rust, the handle moves. 
 
    And snaps off in your hand. 
 
    You fall across the pipe with a gasp. The metal shudders beneath you, the muffled rush of water thundering beneath. 
 
    “Hmmmm?” 
 
    You raise your eyes to the fountain, and see Sooa. Her eyes have opened a little more, curious. The statues that ring her shudder, and then, from their urns gushes thick, acrid waters. They pour into the fountain and the startled slime girl. You gape as Sooa begins to swell. To grow. To thicken, her breasts bulging, her stomach swelling like a blueberry inflated beyond its size. 
 
    “Oooooor?” the slime princess moans, the statues about the fountain breaking as her body swells against them. Her eyes open more. More. You scramble to your feet as the rim of the fountain creaks, the ancient stone groaning as it strains to contain the immensity of the slime woman. 
 
    “Roooooooo!” 
 
    Sooa loses cohesion, her busty shape melting into the rest of her body. Leaks spray across the fountain’s frame, spurting into the air and into the swamp. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” you say. 
 
    The fountain bursts like a dam. Sooa’s body, more liquid than mass, crashes in a wave. You throw up your hands with a scream as the wave of goo girl and ancient masonry crashes over you, ripping you off your feet, spinning you in the sudden floodwaters. You struggle, swimming against the relentless force of the waters. 
 
    Right up until one of the statues that formed the fountain slams into you, pulverizing your bones to powder, and carrying along your corpse deeper into the swamp, where it will never be found. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    Giving this creature a chance to react would be suicidal. You heft your sword and, with a roar, charge the gelatinous goo girl. 
 
    “Ooooh,” Sooa burbles, her sleepy eyes opening a little more as you pound up the steps and hurl yourself into the air. The dim sunlight glints off your sword as you descend towards the monster, bring down your blade. 
 
    Which rebounds off her with a great, boinging sound. 
 
    “Oof!” you gasp, hurled back with the impact and onto the goo girl’s cushiony form. 
 
    Sooa giggles as her body swirls around you. Before you can react tentacles form from her, grabbing you, binding you. “H-hey!” you gasp as you’re hefted into the air, clinging to your sword even as the goo girl’s tentacles hold your arms splayed out. “Let me go!” 
 
    “Nooo,” Sooa bubbles. “Not let go. We play now…” 
 
    “Play? What? Hey!” 
 
    You squeak in indignation as her fumbling tentacles grope at your leathers. Her soft features grow impatient, and with a strength you never guessed she tears your clothes off you in a sudden wrenching motion. 
 
    “Oooh,” Sooa says as your cock comes into view, thick and hard from the sight of the goo’s bouncing tits. You try and squirm free, but it’s like trying to pull your arm out of swamp mud. 
 
    “Sooa,” you stammer. “I uh… know we’ve gotten off on the wrong foot. But I think that if we talk about this we can… Hold on! Wait!” 
 
    Your cry is unheeded as the goo girl bounces you onto her impossibly massive breasts. You sink into the seam between her tits, trapped in a prison of bubbly blue tit flesh. Sooa giggles, mashing her tits together and bouncing them and you. 
 
    The sensation of her smooth, goopy tits is impossible to ignore. Every inch of you feels like it’s being lubed by her body, your cock stroked as eagerly as your arms and legs. Your struggles only serve to bury you deeper in the slime princess’s cleavage, drawn down, down, deeper into endless breasts and soft, bouncy female flesh. You know she merely wears the shape, but your body doesn’t care as her massive tits stroke your cock more and more. 
 
    “Sooa!” you gasp, surfacing from her tits for a moment. “Wait! I-“ 
 
    That’s all you manage before another bounce buries you again in her soft tits. Only this time, you’re so slickened you slide right out from between her tits, down her stomach and back to the bottom of the fountain. You pull yourself, panting, to your feet. And as your reward, are plucked up by Sooa’s fingers and lifted into the air. 
 
    She lifts you over her head, dangling you above her. You look down at the slime girl’s smiling, sleepy face, and then her mouth opens. 
 
    Horror chokes you. “Sooa! Wait! Noooooo!” 
 
    Your scream goes unheeded as the slime drops you into her gullet. You scream as her essence closes around you, swallowing you down into her body. You struggle within the gelatin that is her, but it’s for naught. You can already feel the lack of oxygen begin to close around you. 
 
    Of all the possibilities for your death, drowning in a slime girl had never featured high. But that’s exactly how your adventure ends. 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    Well, she has a human form. Maybe she has some… rudimentary intelligence too. 
 
    “So. Sooa,” you say. “I see you’re a giant gelatinous woman creature cursed by a witch. How’s that working for you?” 
 
    “Goooood,” the slime girl burbles. 
 
    “Is that right? Then, how would you like to be free of that?” 
 
    “Hmmmm?” 
 
    “Well, just suggesting, but wouldn’t it be even better to be freed of the witch’s curse? Be able to go wherever you want? All you need to do is let me stab you with this.” 
 
    You raise your sword demonstratively. 
 
    “Oooooh,” the titan with tits says, leaning in delightedly. “Shiny!” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “I want.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    Like the locks of a medusa’s hair her tentacles suddenly surges forward from her scalp, wrapping tight about your blade. Before you can so much as gasp her hair has ripped the sword from your grasp. 
 
    “Wha- hey! That’s mine!” you shout. 
 
    Sooa giggles, lifting your sword above her head. Turning it this way and that with admiration. “So pretty… So… shiny…” 
 
    “Yes, it is. And it’s… wait. What are you… no! Don’t swallow that!” 
 
    But it’s far too late. You can only watch impotently as the giantess of a goo girl releases your sword and swallows it whole. She gulps it down with a satisfied smile. 
 
    “Shit,” you say. “That’s not good.” 
 
    Sooa suddenly hiccups. She looks down, and you follow her gaze down to her immense breasts. Something is glowing within the depths of the slime girl. 
 
    “Uh oh,” you say as Sooa hiccups again, the glow strengthening. Shining through the slime’s semi-translucent skin like a beacon. Sooa hiccups again, and this time some blue bubbles that rise into the air and drift towards the hazy sky. 
 
    You act fast as the bubbly slime girl starts hiccupping more and more. The glow growing brighter. Hotter. As intense as the glare of the sun. You bolt behind one of the fountain’s statues, throwing yourself against it as the silver light grows blinding. 
 
    The sound of the explosion is deafening. Slime splatters all over the swamp, slapping around your feet. You wince, but as the familiar gloom of the swamp returns you dare a peek. 
 
    The dry bed of the fountain is revealed, slime scattered all over the bottom. At the very epicenter there swirls another portal like that which brought you from Meeda’s lair to the swamp. And not too far from there, still glowing white hot, lies your sword. 
 
    You pick your way across the fountain and the exploded remains of Sooa, retrieving your sword once more. The moment it’s in your hands the glow begins to fade, the sword as pristine as the day it was first forged, its silver glow slowly pulsing at a more familiar brightness. 
 
    “Well,” you say, sheathing the blade. “That happened.” 
 
    Motion catches your eye. You turn to see the splattered remains of the goo girl jiggle and shift. Your eyes widen as the bits and pieces of the slime begin to move once again, sliding across the fountain. You follow the movements, catching sight of the gleaming golden crown which once topped Sooa’s head sitting not far. Under it the slime gathers, rejoining, growing once more and taking on a very familiar form. You step back in surprise as a much more modestly sized Sooa takes shape, her bouncing breasts swelling from her chest. Her gravid hips reforming and her gooey hair framing her sleepy face. Her simple features take shape anew, the goo girl sticking out her tongue. 
 
    “Yuck!” she says. “Spicy!” 
 
    “You alright?” you ask her carefully. 
 
    Sooa turns to you and smiles. “Mmm… Sooa feeling good!” she says, her breasts bouncing like balloons. 
 
    You give her another look. She does look a lighter shade of blue than before. Looks like Morgana’s corruption has been purged from her. “Well, that’s a relief.” You look down at the swirling portal at the bottom of the fountain. “Alright. Well, on to the next level…” 
 
    “You have to go?” Sooa says. Her lower half oozes across the ground, drawing her closer to you. “You sure?” 
 
    Your mouth feels like its stuffed with cotton as she runs her glistening blue hands down her breasts, those ripe orbs giving a teasing bounce. Her hands continue their journey down. Down. Past the swell of her hips, down her front. The ‘flesh’ that composes her mons parting, forming a perfect, gooey pussy. 
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    Goblin Breeder 
 
      
 
    The stew bubbles in its pot, wafting the thick scent of meat and vegetables into the crude hut. The fire burning beneath throws the wattle walls in sharp relief as you dip a ladle into the stew and take a sip. 
 
    “Mmm. Not bad,” you say. 
 
    You dip the ladle in once more, shifting your swollen, pregnant belly out of the way. Your simple loincloth does nothing to hide your extremely pregnant form, your breasts doubled in size and heavy with milk. Your ass has swelled along with your hips, preparing you to birth your newest litter of goblin pups. You’ve lost track of the number you’ve borne. Each pregnancy seems to run into the next. The fathers are impossible to tell. You’ve come to take the cocks of every goblin in the village at least once a day. You feel again a blush of delight as your hands stroke your taut stomach. You’d never dreamed you could feel so fulfilled as little more than a goblin breeding slave. And yet, you’ve never been happier. Certainly not as a man cooped up on that dreary castle. Thank the gods Meeda showed you what your true destiny was. 
 
    You hear the flap of the door but before you can turn your heavy form a scrawny hand smacks your plump bottom hungrily. You yelp, turning more sharply now towards the grinning goblin. 
 
    “Lackya! Don’t do that.” 
 
    “What?” the goblin hunter asks, stepping forward, pressing himself against your shapely rump even as he gives your rear a hungry squeeze. “You not like?” 
 
    You feel a blush bloom in your cheeks, and deep within your stomach, stirring anew that heady feeling of naked desire. “Th-that’s not the point,” you say, trying to sound stern and knowing too well you’re only coming off like a petulant teen. 
 
    “Sounds like you like,” the goblin croons, massaging your plump rear, grinding himself between the cheeks of your ass. You try and suppress a moan, but can’t quite manage. Certainly not when his hand abandons your ass, slips beneath your loincloth and slides his finger along the slit of your pussy. 
 
    “Ooooh!” you moan. “Lackya!” 
 
    The goblin cackles as he withdraws his hand, his fingers dripping with your juices. “Look like you want much,” he says, sucking his fingers clean. 
 
    Your face is absolutely on fire with embarrassment. But far more, with lust. Being treated like little more than the village slut is beyond arousing for you. “L-Lackya. I can’t… I’m pregnant…” 
 
    “Me not demand cove. Me happy claiming barren hole. On knees. Me want fukka.” 
 
    You don’t even try to resist his command. He’s only taking what you freely give. You ease down on creaking legs, going to your knees, bracing yourself against the hut’s short table. You shiver in delight as the goblin mpves behind you, grasping the cheeks of your shapely bum and parting them, revealing the dark star of your asshole. 
 
    “Lackya. Please…” 
 
    “Me be kind. Me get wet first.” 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan as his slimy tongue slides along your bum, lapping at your puckered backdoor, slickening it for your inevitable reaming. You grip the table tight, your asshole twitching as the goblin’s tongue soothes that ring of muscle. It’s so wrong. So filthy that you’re letting this happen. But that only makes you want it more. You whimper and pant, your breasts leaking droplets of your heavy cream as the goblin services your asshole. 
 
    “Yessss,” you moan, pushing your curvy ass back and into his face. “Oh fuck… Lackya… please… I need… need your cock… Ohhhhh Lackya…” 
 
    The goblin withdraws his face from your spit soaked ass, and you whimper as your feel his knobby cock tease your asshole. You don’t even know why he bothered to slicken you up. His tiny cock is so slick with pre he easily slides into your rear. 
 
    And yet, having such a diminutive dick within you is somehow even better. You moan as you feel his tiny cock rut inside you, the knobs of his shaft stroking you in ways that make your ass tighten and you rock back against his rutting shaft. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan. “Oh fuck! Yes! Lackya. Oh gods yes. Fuck my ass. Fuck me with your tiny cock. Oh gods above yes. Rut me. Rut me like your milky breeding bitch.” 
 
    “Ooooh,” the goblin moans, his hips slapping off your plump bottom, every thrust driving his tiny cock again and again into your tender hole. “Yesssss! Me fuck! Me fuck hole!” 
 
    You pant, clinging to the table, rutted like a beast. Your breasts sway beneath you, scattering droplets of your milk over the dirt floor. You pull a shaking hand from the table and slide it between your plump thighs, reaching around your pregnant stomach in order to finger your cunt. Oh gods. Oh gods it’s so good! Being rutted like a cow against the table, fucked by the pathetic cock of a goblin. And you wanted it. You gave yourself to this. All of it. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you moan as you fuck yourself against the breeding cock of the goblin. “Gods yes! Fuck me Lackya! Fill me with your cum. Fuck me hard! Harder Lackya! Breed my human ass! Stuff me with your seed. Oh gods. Gods yes! Mnnn! Deeper! Deeper in my ass! Oh gods. Oh gods! Lackya! Lackyaaaaaa!” 
 
    You scream as you cum, squirting your juices around your fingers and onto the floor of the hut. Lackya squeals with delight as your asshole tightens around his thrusting cock. He cums, clinging to your gravid hips as he stuffs you with his oily cum, pumping you with all of his hot seed. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you moan, sagging against the table, panting, your ass twitching with delight. Lackya groans and withdraws from your ass, admiring how his cum drools from you. He pats you on the bum fondly. 
 
    “Good slut.” 
 
    You glance over your shoulder and manage a heady smile. “Th-thank you, Lackya.” 
 
    The goblin titters and struts out of the door like he’s just conquered the world instead of the village breeding slut. Glowing with the aftermath of your orgasmic bliss, you pull yourself back to your feet. You almost lower yourself back to your knees as the flap of the hut opens again, preparing yourself for the inevitable fucking by another of the tribe’s males, but instead smile adoringly as Meeda steps though. The busty goblin princess smirks at your position. 
 
    “You take goblin cock?” 
 
    You giggle. “Of course,” you say. “Lackya was very insistent.” 
 
    Meeda laughs as she strides forward and into your arms. You hug the goblin princess close, burying her face in your milky tits, feeling her curvy form against your thighs. “Mmm,” Meeda says, stroking your taut stomach. “Maybe he be one to breed you next.” 
 
    You shiver in delight. Even now you can’t wait for that day. When you’ve birthed your newest litter of goblin pups and can take again the seed of your masters. Let them breed you once again. Each time a ceremony is held, where you lie down upon the stone of fertility and offer yourself up to the tribe, as you did so long ago in that cavern in Morgana’s tower, surrendering yourself to your fate as a goblin brood slut. 
 
    “Oh Meeda,” you breathe. “I can’t wait.” 
 
    Meeda chuckles, meeting your eyes. “You like here?” she asks, filling her hands with your overflowing tits. 
 
    You moan. “Oh gods, Meeda. Yes. I do. I love being your tribe’s cum dump. It’s so good to feel the cock of your mighty tribe within my human cunt. Breeding me as I was meant to be.” 
 
    Meeda giggles and gives your tits a hungry squeeze, making you groan as thick milk oozes from your nipples. “I happy too. I knew you make good breeder. Nice and milky with breasts. Fertile like fields. I love you, Alexa.” 
 
    “Ooooh, and I love you, Meeda. For showing me what I needed. What my true purpose is. Thank you, my princess.” 
 
    Meeda smirks, her smile turning playful. “Then maybe I have taste. As reward.” 
 
    “Anything for you, princess,” you breathe as you sit down, gasping as some of Lackya’s cum is squeezed from your plump rear. “Please. Take anything you want from your servant.” 
 
    Meeda doesn’t at first. Instead she admires your fertile, gravid form sitting before her, stomach swollen with goblin young, breasts fat and heavy with milk, your skin marked with cascading patterns of goblin designs marking you as theirs, your legs parted, baring your pussy. 
 
    She has taken you. Converted you. And now, moving over you, her lips locking on your fat nipple as she hungrily suckles, she takes her reward. And you can only moan and shudder beneath her. A goblin’s slave in every way. Any thought to your quest, your kingdom, your people long forgotten for the pleasure of being bred by goblins every day and every night. 
 
    And you couldn’t be any happier. 
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    Depart for Third Level 
 
      
 
     As you watch the slime girl fondle herself, the old woman’s warning returns to mind. You take another look at her, and not just her bouncing breasts. Her corruption might be gone, but she’s still a monster. A creature of desires and sex with the critical thinking power of a sea sponge. If you enter those gooey arms and those bouncing, enthralling breasts, odds are good you’ll never come out again. 
 
    “Thank you, Sooa. I appreciate it. But I ah… had better get going. Princesses to save. Towers to conquer. All that jazz. 
 
    Sooa frowns petulantly. “Aww,” she says. “You sure?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” you say, edging towards the swirling portal. “But there was a plant girl just up the path. Maybe she’ll be better to enjoy. She’s got lots of nice, thick sap for you to drink. And I bet she’d just love to let you use your tentacles to play with her.” 
 
    Sooa brightens. “Ooooh,” she says. 
 
    “Yep. Have fun,” you say, and before Sooa can change her admittedly small mind, you turn and jump feet first into the swirling blue portal. 
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    Third Level 
 
      
 
    Equilibrium was not considered when designing these portals, which means that though you jumped into the portal at the bottom of the fountain, the one you came out of is at an entirely different axis. You burst out, hover a second, and then fall flat on your back with a loud oof! 
 
    “Hard trip?” 
 
    You lift your head to find the now familiar old woman standing over you, smiling. You grimace and reach for her proffered hand, only for yours to pass through hers like she was made of smoke. 
 
    “A projection. Remember?” 
 
    “How could I forget,” you mutter, sitting up. “Why offer me a hand, then?” 
 
    “I was curious if you’d take it.” 
 
    You glare at her, making her titter. “I thought you’re here to help me,” you say. 
 
    “Oh, I am. And you’re going to need it here.” 
 
    She gestures and you realize you stand in the newest level of the tower. Cold steel breaks the surface of hard stone. Steam hisses from grated vents and pipes spiral about above like a tangle of right angles going who knows where. Gas lamps glow, their yellow flames dancing to the hiss of the pipes feeding into their bases. 
 
    You stand slowly, watching as vast gears work slowly overhead, turning with a creaking groan in some indefinable industry of purpose. “Where… is this?” 
 
    “The lair of the third monster girl. Bekka, the kobold.” 
 
    “Kobold?” 
 
    “An industrious little species, I’m sure you know. And Bekka is a genius even among them. What you see is her machines, their purpose twisted to Morgana’s whims of dark magic, fuel, and indoor plumbing.” 
 
    “How insidious of her,” you say dryly. 
 
    The crone shrugs. “Nevertheless, she waits ahead to challenge you. Be careful though. She’s a mechanical genius for a reason. And you’d best be careful not to underestimate her like you did Sooa.” 
 
    “I didn’t underestimate her!” 
 
    “Is that right? Then you planned for her to swallow your sword?” 
 
    “Well, I mean. It worked, didn’t it. And I… wait, how did you know about that?” 
 
    She gives you a wink, her wrinkles crinkling with amusement. “Oh. This old lady has her secrets.” 
 
    You frown, but then flush a little as you remember some of the other things you’ve been up to since arriving in the lair of the witch. You clear your throat, tugging your collar. “Ahm, right. Then. So, ah… I’ll be heading out, then. To defeat the kobold girl.” 
 
    “Happy hunting,” the old woman says with a glint in her eye. 
 
    You hurry away from her and around the corner until she’s out of sight. You sigh and look about the clanking, whirring corridor. The air is warm here. A heat that you quickly become used to as you venture on. The hiss of steam escaping piping and the whirr of hidden mechanisms are constant companions as you walk along bridges spanning rivers of molten metal and lava. Your sword pulses in your hand, and you tighten your grip as you come before a massive steel door. 
 
    The door is worked in a design like a snarling wolf, little surprise given the kobold’s nature. Though you’ve heard the creatures are more akin to coyotes than wolves, given the option you’d go with the noble wolf too. Approaching the door you set your hand against it and give it a small push. 
 
    Pistons hiss as the door groans open, unveiling what awaits beyond. You step through warily, the tip of your sword slowly tracking about the room, waiting for something to betray the menace that lurks within. 
 
    Menace apparently takes the form of a rather pleasant lounge ringed with Grecian pillars and ascending steps and platforms. Several soft divans are arranged about the place, along with a number of small tables loaded with fruits and breads and various other niceties. Statues stand here and there in the form of beautiful women, expertly worked from what appears to be porcelain and clad in togas of purple silks. Curtains frame the far end of the room and another massive door, this worked in silver and shining steel, an elaborate clockwork mechanism centering around a pair of keyholes. In another corner of the room a massive pipe organ waits like a spider of steel pipes and ivory keys, its centerpiece a woman’s face worked in gold. 
 
    You stand in the middle of the room uncertainly for a minute. “Hello?” you call. 
 
    Heavy metal clunks somewhere distant. You spin around at the sound of whirring machinery and step back as two of the porcelain women move, at first jerky, but soon smooth as living things. As they step down from their pedestals, you notice a pair of filigreed golden keys jutting from their backs, turning slowly like a pair of massive children’s wind up toys. 
 
    “Hello, master,” the pair say in voices like silver pipes. “I am Gala,” one says. 
 
    “And I am Tia,” the other chimes. 
 
    “How can we serve?” they say once more in unison. 
 
    “Uhhhh,” you say, glancing around. “I’m here to see Bekka?” 
 
    “We’re sorry,” the pair say lightly. “But Mistress Bekka is currently engaged in a project. If you would like to take a seat and rest, we would be more than happy to inform you the moment she is free. Would you like some calming music?” 
 
    “Not really…” 
 
    “Wonderful,” the pair say, utterly ignoring you. 
 
    Machinery clunks again, this time from the pipe organ. You turn that way as the golden woman’s mouth open, revealing a cylinder of sheet music. The cylinder begins to turn, and music fills the room, the keys of the organ pressing down as if under the ghostly fingers of some mechanical maestro. 
 
    It’s quite good music too, you have to admit. The sound is soft and soothing, as if breathed from the golden lips of the organ’s figurehead. 
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    Enjoy the Slime Girl 
 
      
 
    No man could resist the chance to enjoy such boundless feminine curves, and you’re certainly no exception. You can’t help but walk towards Sooa, who smiles her lazy smile, wiggling in such a way that sends her bountiful tits bouncing. Your mouth is dry as you reach forward and grasp those endless orbs of shapely flesh. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Sooa moans as your hands sink into her titflesh. “That goooood…” 
 
    “Yeah?” you breathe, admiring how firm and yet supple her breasts are. How easy it is to mold them in your hands, mashing them together, feeling her plump up and fill your palms. “You like that?” 
 
    “Me dooooo.” Sooa burbles. Her hands move to your belt, her fingers fumbling with it. “Me want moooore…” 
 
    “More?” 
 
    “Yesssss…” Sooa says as your belt gives way with a clink, falling about your feet along with your pants. Your underwear follow suite soon after, leaving your lower half utterly at the slime girl’s mercy. And she isn’t showing much. She croons with pleasure as her hands wrap about your shaft, engulfing your cock and stroking you with every hint of enjoyment. 
 
    “Ooooh,” Sooa says. “Big cock.” 
 
    “Yessss,” you moan. Her hands are still faintly gooey, and easily slicken your shaft until your heart is pounding with pleasure. 
 
    “Me want moooore…” 
 
    She suddenly surges forward. You’re knocked back and onto your ass, but any thought of complaining flies out of your head as she oozes between your legs, her hands planting themselves beside you as she leans down, her mouth descending on your cock and giving your shaft a great, greedy suck. 
 
    “Ooooh fuck!” you moan. It’s like nothing you’ve ever felt before. Her lips form a perfect seal as she bobs on it. Hell, you can just see the shadow of your shaft within her, shifting as her head bobs up and down atop your cock. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Oh Sooa, fuck yes. Suck it.” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Sooa burbles. The tentacles that form her hair begin to move, sliding down and stroking your hips and chest adoringly. You hiss in pleasure as her tentacles tease your flesh, undoing the straps that bind your leather armour shut before pulling it open, revealing your toned chest flushed with growing pleasure. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Sooa moans again, her whole body jiggling. Her body shifts, moving upwards, though never releasing the hold she has on your cock. Her head reforms along with her arms as she leans against you, kissing you hungrily. 
 
    You answer it with glee, wrapping your arms around the impossibly curvy slime, her massive breasts pressed against your chest, her pseudo-cunt rippling around your cock, fucking you with an eagerness and skill no mortal woman could match. Her lips and mouth taste like blueberries and her body seems endless in all its curves. Your hands again grope, grasping her tits as she mashes those immense orbs against you. 
 
    Under such an assault, it doesn’t take you long to reach the edge of your peak. You moan, thrusting more frantically into her pussy. “Fuck. Oh fuck. Sooa. I… I’m gonna… fuuuuuck!” You cry out as you cum, your cock spurting your essence into hers, the ribbons of your cum mingling with her juices. Sooa moans happily. 
 
    “More,” she moans, pressing against your harder. 
 
    You feel her body shift around you. Your balls are suddenly engulfed in her, a sensation like a massive mouth is delicately sucking on your cum stuffed orbs. You groan as her tits engulf your chest. As she rocks atop you, fucking you harder. As you sink into her. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Sooa! That feels… Mnnn… feels so good!” 
 
    “Sooa make feel good. Sooa fuck. Sooa want more cum. Cum in Sooa. Give Sooa seed…” 
 
    You’re panting, thrusting eagerly into her. You groan as you cum again, once more your seed sucked into her body, absorbed by her. She seems to have gotten bigger. In fact, every time you cum she seems to grow more ample. Shapelier. More gloriously curvy and fuckable and bouncy. 
 
    You’re getting tired. But you don’t soften. Sooa’s endlessly rippling depths make sure of that, sucking you off with such hungry pleasure even as your cock grows almost painfully sensitive. You can’t stop thrusting into her. Can’t stop fucking her. When… when did her body move around you? When did she get so big? When did your waist get sucked into her lower half? Devoured by her rippling pussy. 
 
    “Sooa,” you pant, trying to push her away. “No… No more…” 
 
    “Mooooore,” the slime girl moans. She kisses you again, drowning you in her softness. You cry out again as your cock spurts within her. Adding to her bulk. She’s big now. Bigger than you. You’re so weak. Your arms push against her uselessly, sliding off her plump tits that engulf your chest. Your mouth is trapped against hers. Her tongue delves deep into your mouth, kissing you hotly. 
 
    Your head is spinning. Swooning. Your struggles against her endless softness are fading. You don’t have the strength. The will. You can only keep thrusting. Keep fucking. Keep cumming inside of the slime girl as she milks your cock of every drop. 
 
    Soon enough you’re a babbling mess. Panting and moaning. Weak within her gelatinous form. Cumming endlessly as she fucks you. Little more than a toy for the slime girl’s pleasure. It’s a cruel fate, but it’s yours, and there’s no escaping those bouncing, bountiful curves again. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    Vast as Sooa is, she’s a woman still. Or, at least, has taken that shape. 
 
    You unbuckle your pants and let them fall, discarding your jerkin with it. Sooa lifts her head with interest as you casually undress before her until you’re utterly naked. You approach her, striding confidently towards the vastness of the slime girl, even though you’re rather lacking in said confidence at the moment. 
 
    “Hello, Sooa,” you say. “Do you want to have some fun?” 
 
    “Fuuun?” the slime girl coos. 
 
    “That’s right,” you say, stepping up to the rim of the fountain and before her face. She rises a little and her breasts swell directly in front of you. You don’t waste any time before sinking your fingers into those orbs of bountiful beauty, engulfing one of her tits in your embrace. You give it a squeeze, letting your tongue slide over it, kissing her fat breast lovingly. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Sooa moans, quivering with delight as you lick and suck and fondle her fat tit. “OSooa liiiiiike!” 
 
    “Thought so,” you say, giving her breasts another squeeze. “But I bet I know something you’d like even more.” 
 
    “What that?” the slime girl burbles. 
 
    “A cock inside of you. Wouldn’t that be nice? To be nice and fucked?” 
 
    “Fuuuucked?” 
 
    “Yes. Fucked. Why don’t you just ease back and let me do my thing.” 
 
    Sooa giggles, her body shifting forward, her eyes glowing with delight. “Fuuuuuck,” she says, then kisses you, and breaks over you like a wave. 
 
    You fall back onto the cushion of her lower body, which wastes no time in sandwiching you between her upper half. Her breasts mash against you, pressing you to the ground as she kisses you hungrily. You grunt, caught beneath her. Maybe… maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. But regrets are pointless now. Especially when her lower body meets your cock, and you slide inside her. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan as her depths swallow your shaft. As her essence ripples around you. Fucking you. Massaging your cock in a way no human pussy ever could. You moan, bucking, but trapped. Trapped beneath the buoyant forms of her breasts. You feel the beginning of panic. But more, the delight of being so utterly surrounded by female flesh. By bouncy, squishy, curves fucking you with a hunger that you’ve never known the equal of. 
 
    “Mmmmooooooreeee,” Sooa moans as she fucks you. 
 
    You gasp as something probes your backdoor. You ass tightens but in no way enough to deny the intruder. You groan as your virgin ass is filled with a hungry tentacles, sliding in and out of you in a way that makes you buck and pant and moan. And when that tentacle finds a certain spot within you… 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” you scream as the tenacle prods your prostate. As your balls tighten and cock spurts into the essence of the slime girl. Sooa moans as she devours your cum, feeding it into herself. And growing bigger. Her breasts growing heavier. Pushing you down beneath her. Trapping you ever more securely. 
 
    And she doesn’t stop. 
 
    Too late you realize your error. That a creature like Sooa can’t be satisfied. That she’ll just keep fucking you. Keep sucking you. Keep claiming you until there’s nothing left. Until she’s drained you of every drop of cum inside you. 
 
    And as he pussy ripples around you again, her form jiggling in glee, you know that this is the end. 
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    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    You’ve read enough about slimes to know to be careful. Such creatures are simple, but durable and hungry. They enjoy capturing males and draining their cocks, breaking their minds with unending pleasure until their prey are little more than babbling slaves of hopeless pleasure. 
 
    But what if you weren’t a man? 
 
    You take the pink potion from your belt, Sooa lifting her head curiously as you pop the cork and take a swig. 
 
    “Nnnn!” you groan as the potion takes effect, the heat swelling through you in a sudden rush of drunken pleasure. You moan as your chest swells with a pair of shapely, firm breasts. Your waist shrinking and hips engorging, ass enlarging to a perfect bubble butt. You whimper as you feel your cock shrink, inverting into your groin to form soft pussy lips and glistening folds. Your features soften as do your muscles, your moan rising in pitch into a sweet, feminine song. 
 
    You sway for a moment, panting at the effects of the potion.  
 
    “Oh,” Sooa says, her sleepy eyes growing hot with desire. “Oooooh…” 
 
    Before you can respond the giant slime girl reaches forward and plucks you up. “Hey!” you squeak indignantly in her soft, slimy fingers. 
 
    Sooa ignores your indignant cry and futile struggles as she strips away your clothes, baring your plush, feminine curves to the warm air of the swamp. The goo girl gasps in delight. “Oooh! You girl now,” she gasps. “But, is all girl?” 
 
    Your eyes widen as the thick tentacles that form her hair stir, reaching for you. You try and escape but those gooey limbs easily catch you, grabbing your arms and legs, stroking your body until you’re lost in a fit of giggling from her tickling touch. 
 
    “Oo-Sooa! S-stop! That’s hahaha! Oh fuck no hehehe! Oh!” You gasp as two of her tentacles engulf your pert nipples, adhering perfectly to those nubs of flesh and giving a hungry suck. “Ooooh fuck!” 
 
    “Squeaky girl,” Sooa giggles as her tentacles continue their assault on your helpless form. But the worst, or best, is yet to come. You feel two tease your tight ass and slickened cunny respectively. Your gasp of surprise goes unheeded. 
 
    “Sooa! Wait! I nnnnnn!” 
 
    You moan as her tentacles delve into your twin holes, pressing into you like the biggest cocks you’ve ever dreamed. They fill you perfectly, not hard and rigid like your own cock once was, but more like balloons filled with sand. 
 
    And then they start to move, and thinking becomes the least of your priorities. 
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” you moan, arching, suspended in the air, stuffed with goo girl tentacles, your nipples sucked and abused by another pair of prehensile limbs. Your ass tightens around the invader, but that only makes you even more aware of it plunging in and out of your ass. Likewise, the one claiming your virgin cunny shocks your body with sensations unlike any you’ve ever dreamed. 
 
    “So cute,” Sooa giggles in delight. “You good girl!” 
 
    “Oh fuuuuuck!” you moan, rocking into the twin tentacles as they claim you. Curious about your open mouth, Sooa suddenly stuffs it with yet another tentacle. You moan, lips locking around that slick limb, the taste of her slime tingling on your tongue as you reflexively suck that invading appendage, so addled by alien pleasure you barely know what you’re doing. 
 
    “Oooh, you so sensitive,” Sooa moans. “You make such cute noises!” 
 
    “Mmm. Mmph. Mnnnn!” is about all you manage to respond with. Not that Sooa seems particularly worried. She happily continues to claim your tight, curvy body with fascination and delight. The tentacles within your cunt and ass twisting and rippling, changing shape to see what new sounds she can squeeze from you. 
 
    One of those sounds is your muffled scream as you orgasm, fucked beyond resistance by the slime girl’s full body assault. Sooa giggles as you whimper. “Mmmm… That sound nice. Make again…” 
 
    “Mmnnnnn,” you moan as her tentacles assault you with even greater vigour. Your head pounds with every thrust into you. Pleasure surges through your body. You can’t resist it. Can’t think straight. You try and come to grips with these sensations but only manage to moan as you cum again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    It never seems to stop. Sooa can’t seem to get enough of your curvy form. How eagerly you thrust against her tentacles (weren’t you resisting?) How happily you moan (weren’t you here to fight?) 
 
    On it goes. She claims you in every position. You’re a plaything in her grasp. Endless pleasures are visited on you. Your body is dripping with sweat from your endless orgasms and slime from her tentacles. Your mind holds together as tenuously as a guitar string. 
 
    And as she claims you yet again, it snaps. 
 
    Your sanity seems to implode. You give in. Surrender to these endless pleasures. To being a plaything of the bubbly goo girl and all her eager lusts. You’re sinking. Sinking. Drawn down against her body. Into her. Surrounded by her jiggling essence as you continue to writhe and cum and moan and whimper. 
 
    An eternity of mind-bending pleasure awaits you at the hands of the goo girl. 
 
    Sanity not included. 
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    Force the Door 
 
      
 
    Like hell you’re going to relax in here. This is obviously just another trap in order to capture you. The fruit. The wine. The achingly beautiful porcelain golems. You shove past them. “Move.” 
 
    The two golem girls don’t interfere as you approach the massive locked doors. You take a deep breath and draw your sword. You push it against the crack, leaning all your weight against the hilt. The ridge of the seam is just wide enough for you to fit the tip of your blade in. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Gala asks. 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    “That won’t work,” Tia says. 
 
    “Don’t tell me what to do,” you grunt, wiggling the hilt of the sword. It’s not easy. The doors are tightly sealed with their myriad locks, but you make progress. Your muscles burn as you push on the pommel of your enchanted blade, forcing the blade’s point deeper into the crack. It’s actually kind of easy to get into the rhythm of wiggling the sword deeper. The music playing from the organ is surprisingly soothing. The dulcet tones seeping through you like warm wine. Easing away the strain of your muscles. Filling them with nothing more than easy lethargy. 
 
    “He’s doing so well,” Gala says. You jump, realizing they’re right behind you, the ember glow of their eyes watching you dutifully. 
 
    “Yes,” her sister says, touching your arm. “He’s so strong.” 
 
    “Uh, thanks,” you say, getting back to the task at hand. 
 
    “It must be such hard work.” 
 
    “Oh it must be. Such labours.” 
 
    “But he is mighty.” 
 
    “Of course. So strong.” 
 
    Their voices are kind of nice, now that you notice. They harmonize perfectly with the music that fills the room. A sound that seems to permeate the very stones of the walls and pillars. Vibrate through the door. Or maybe it’s just the way you wiggle the blade. Or the way the two golems are delicately touching your arms. Admiring your strength. You find you don’t actually mind it. It’s nice to have someone admire you so. 
 
    With a sudden schink your sword sinks into the crack of the door up to the hilt. Startled, you try and yank the blade back out, but it won’t budge. 
 
    “Is master having trouble?” 
 
    “My sword is stuck!” you cry. 
 
    “Oh dear.” 
 
    “Most unfortunate.” 
 
    “Can master not pull it free?” 
 
    “It’s… in there good…” you grunt as you haul on the hilt. 
 
    “Perhaps master can. He is so strong, after all. But master must be tired after that. Perhaps he just needs to rest.” 
 
    A rest. That sounds… very good, actually. Your arms are so heavy. As is your head. You’re breathing hard from your exertions, and all the while the music plays. Soothing. Crooning. A sound so heavy and somnolent you can’t help but feel it seep into your muscles. Your bones. Your very soul… 
 
    “Not… that tired,” you mumble insistently. 
 
    “But a little,” Gala says. 
 
    “A tad,” Tia adds. 
 
    “Maybe just… sit down. Just for a moment. A moment isn’t long.” 
 
    No. It isn’t long. “Yeah…” you mumble as the ivory skinned golems guide you away from the door. “Yeah. Just… just for a second. Just need to… need to catch my breath.” 
 
    “Of course, master. Only until then,” one of the twins says. Which one you’re not sure. Because in the next moment they’ve eased you down among the soft, feather cushions of a lounge chair. You sigh, sinking into the plushness. Gods, it’s like sinking into a cloud. 
 
    “There. Isn’t master comfortable?” Gala says. 
 
    “Not… really…” you say, though you know you’re just being contrary. It is comfortable. Almost embarrassingly so. Your arms and legs feel like they’re filled with lead and your head sinks back into the cushions. The room feels muffled. Except for that music. That lovely, lovely music, seeping through the air like warm honey. Into you like a lullaby. 
 
    “Then we must make master more comfortable, Gala says. “Only for now. Only until he gets his strength back.” 
 
    “Only for now,” Tia murmurs. 
 
    The keys in their backs click as they lean over you, their togas shifting, teasing you with hints of their alabaster breasts. You feel warm. Warm and torpid as they gently ease off your clothes. 
 
    Wait… 
 
    “Hey,” you say weakly as they strip you. “What…” 
 
    “You are so sweaty, master,” one of the porcelain servants say. “You seem so hot. You must not overheat. Or you will never get up. Never leave.” 
 
    “N-never?” you say, uncertain. 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    That’s… that would be bad. Maybe. Possibly. But it’s a bit hard to remember why. It feels like your head is stuffed with cotton as the twin golem strip you bare. Is something about this… bad? 
 
    “Master?” 
 
    “Huh?” you mumble, your head lolling towards Gala. Or is it Tia? “Wh-what?” 
 
    “I said, do you wish to be served further?” 
 
    “Uh… yeah…” 
 
    The golem smiles demurely, then lowers her head to your lap, and takes your hardened cock within her lips. 
 
    Your eyes widen in surprise, then grow lidded as her soft lips slide up, then down your shaft. You groan, head rolling back as she dutifully sucks you off. 
 
    “Wine, master?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    The other golem presses a goblet to your lips. Rich, heady wine spills onto your tongue and down your throat. The warmth of the drink combines with the lethargy of the music. Easing you. Drowning you in warm, soft, slumber. The lips on your cock bobbing up and down. 
 
    “Are you enjoying yourself, master?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” you moan softly. 
 
    “We are pleased, master.” 
 
    “Mmm,” the other golem hums around your cock. 
 
    You’re pretty pleased too. The lips wrapped around your cock are deceptively soft. It’s so easy to relax. To just let the pair pamper you. Stroke you. Soothe away all your worries and cares. Sinking into the pillows and the soft music that fills the room. 
 
    Even your orgasm isn’t a powerful peak. It washes through you in a warm wave. A gasp all that escapes you as you cum in the mouth of the golem, her gasp and purr like liquid pleasure poured on your soul. 
 
    Her lips leave your cock, but only for long enough for the second golem to mount you. Gone is her toga, revealing her porcelain flesh as she lowers herself onto your shaft, her soft moan a delight to hear as she sheathes you within her. 
 
    “Relax,” one golem says, pressing up against your side, another glass of wine in hand, pushed to your lips. 
 
    “Give in,” the other moans as she rides your cock, her breasts bouncing to the rhythm of the music. 
 
    “Just for a moment.” 
 
    “Just for a second.” 
 
    “So easy.” 
 
    “So wonderful.” 
 
    “So nice.” 
 
    “Be a good master… and give in…” 
 
    You realize your lips are moving, repeating their words. Words that seems to engrave themselves in your very soul. Words so easy to live by. To relax to. To do everything they say and so much more. Again that warm heat bursts within you as you cum into the golem, only a sated sigh escaping you. A moan as the golem rises from your cock and her partner takes her place, her breasts engulfing your shaft as she begins to massage you between her oh so soft tits. And all the while their refrains fall on you. 
 
    To relax. 
 
    To submit. 
 
    To give in. 
 
    For a moment. 
 
    Merely a moment. 
 
    And you do. You let go of your mission. Your task. You sigh and let your eyes slide shut, your body teased and stroked and pleasured by the golems and that wonderful music. You just need to relax. Just get your strength back. You can wait a moment. 
 
    And some moments… last a lifetime… 
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    Wait a Bit 
 
      
 
    “I ah… suppose I could wait. Just for a little while,” you say. 
 
    Your heart flutters as their flawless faces shine with joy. Gala steps forward, her arm looping around yours, tugging you against her surprisingly soft breasts.  “Thank you, master. That is so good to hear.” 
 
    “So good,” Tia agrees, pressing against your other side. 
 
    You look down at the two beauties and feel again that stirring in your pants. You clear your throat. “Oh, well. I mean… it seems respectful, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Oh yes, master.” 
 
    “Very much so.” 
 
    “And we wish to make your stay as comfortable as possible, of course.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” you say, belatedly realizing you’d repeated them. The pair smile in amusement, and you can’t help but blush a little as they gently guide you to one of the waiting divans, easing you down among the plush cushions. It’s so soothing here. It reminds you of the castle on those lazy summer days when there was nothing to do but relax in the solar. The music from the organ continues to murmur in the back of your mind as the twins settle down beside you, their togas sliding just a little more down their shoulders, just revealing a bit more tantalizing tit flesh. 
 
    “Shall we serve you, master?” 
 
    “Serve me?” you say. 
 
    “Yes, master,” Gala says. “We have many wines and fruits for you to enjoy, gained from the orchards of the upper tower, where the holstaur keeps her fields.” 
 
    “A holstaur?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” Tia adds. “But she is not half so lovely as our creator, Bekka.” 
 
    “Oh no, master,” Gala says, and as you turn to her she pops a grape into your mouth. You blink as you instinctively bite down, the juice of that plump fruit squirting into your mouth in a burst of flavour. 
 
    “Mmm?” 
 
    “Oh yes, master. Our creator is the loveliest creature in all of the tower and its realms,” Tia says, and as you turn to the pale beauty she presses the rim of a goblet to your mouth, rich red wine pouring past your lips. 
 
    It’s very good wine, you have to say. And there’s a certain appeal to lounging on a couch while two beautiful women feed and pamper you. “Mmm,” you say as the wine glass empties. “Is that so?” 
 
    “Oh yes. And so skilled with her hands. She formed us both of magic and metal and earth. She is an artist, my master. And is she not skilled?” 
 
    You turn to Gala and your jaw falls open as she shrugs off her toga and bares her supple curves. She truly is a masterwork in female appeal. Beautiful and pale as fresh poured cream. Her nipples are hard, black nubs and her slit a hairless seam in her mons. 
 
    “Are you not pleased with our creator’s work?” Gala asks coyly. 
 
    “Uh, very,” you say. You hastily try and distract yourself, and another goblet of wine pressed into your hand gives you ample opportunity. You turn to thank the second twin, only to see Tia too has stripped of her toga. You gulp, hastily downing the wine. Your head spins at the sudden sweetness of the drink and richness of the alcohol. Coupled with the music, you’ve started to feel a little…heavy. A little drunk. A little… 
 
    Relaxed... 
 
    “Your uh… your creator. When is she due?” 
 
    “In time, master. In good time,” Gala croons. “Ah, but you must be uncomfortable.” 
 
    “Huh?” you say, being anything but. 
 
    “We have forgotten. It is so warm here, master. We do not notice, but you must be so hot. I see you are quite flushed.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Warm. That’s it…” 
 
    “Let us help you cool off…” Tia says. 
 
    You start as their skillful fingers get to work on the straps of your leathers. “I um…” 
 
    “Relax, master,” Gala murmurs. 
 
    “Please,” Tia adds. “We know what you need.” 
 
    You swallow thickly as they expertly strip you down until you sit between them, naked. Your toned chest rising and falling. Your cock unabashedly hardened. 
 
    “Oh master. Why did you not tell us?” Gala asks. 
 
    “Tell you what?” 
 
    “That you are so aroused. Here. Allow us to serve you.” 
 
    “Um, serve? I don’t…” 
 
    “Please, master,” Tia says, turning your face towards her with a touch to your chin. “We exist… to serve…” 
 
    “I don’t ooooooo!” you moan as perfectly formed lips engulf your steely cock, sliding up and down your shaft with the dedicated purpose of a born slave. Or, rather, a made one. You can’t help but ease back in the divan as the golem sucks your cock, her soft lips adhering perfectly to your manhood, her tongue gliding around your shaft, longer than any human’s. “Nnnn,” you groan as her fingers gently cup your balls, rolling them in her hand. 
 
    “More wine, my master?” Tia murmurs as Gala sucks you off, leaning against you. Your head tilts back and she put the goblet to your lips. You can’t help but drink. 
 
    The wine warms you further. You feel so heavy. So lethargic in this rooms of delights and pleasures. The music is so easy to listen to. So calming. The soft murmurs of the golem as she sings your praises, feeding you grapes and olives and wine while her sister blows you. In fact, you can almost forget what it is you’re waiting for. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan as you lounge in decadence. “I’m… uh… wait,” you say, trying to recall what it was that you were here for. It’s tough. The wine and the music and the lips around your cock are quite distracting. “The… um… your creator…” 
 
    “In good time, master,” Tia murmurs dutifully. “But please. Relax while we wait for her. I’m sure it won’t be long.” 
 
    You turn to her, and find she’s holding a grape in her teeth. She leans in, kissing you, passing the grape int your mouth. You moan as your tongue battles hers around the succulent purple orb, the kiss deepening, your chest heaving with pleasure as your cock is sucked and balls fondled. You groan shudders through you as you cum, spurting into the golem’s hungry mouth, and she so eagerly sucks up your seed. 
 
    The lips depart your cock. But then you feel Gala beside you, sliding in, sandwiching you between the two golems and their ample breasts. Her hands stroke your chest as she and her sister both reach down, their delicate ivory fingers running up and down your wilted cock. 
 
    Your head is spinning. You try and concentrate but it’s so hard to when there’s so much around you to enjoy. They said their creator was coming. You suppose you can only wait for that to happen. And in the meantime, you can just enjoy the pair pressed against you. How they rock against you, practically humping you in their eagerness to be fucked by you. To mate you. To pleasure you and suck you and do absolutely anything they can to make you so happy and warm and lazy and happy that you can’t do anything other than moan. 
 
    You can wait. 
 
    There’s no rush. 
 
    None at all… 
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    Time 
 
      
 
    The heavy steel doors clank. Their mechanisms twist and whirr, sliding open with a rumble. Bekka strides in, her padded feet soft and silent on the marble floor. Short but not squat, her canine ears perk up at the sound of music and moans that fill the chamber. She smirks, brushing her hands on her leather overalls as she climbs the steps to the upper platform and the scene taking place. 
 
    Spilled wine and food stain your chest as one of the golems bounces atop your cock, fucking you into the cushions, your hands lying by your side, too heavy to lift. Her lashes flutter with glee as, with a groan you cum anew, pumping into her twitching pussy every drop of your seed. Her sister is kneeling between your legs, bathing your balls as they tighten, emptying once again into the hungry pussy of the porcelain beauty. 
 
    “Vell! Are ve hafing fun, girls?” Bekka asks. 
 
    The two look towards their creator and smile. “Very, creator.” 
 
    “We are merely making our guest comfortable.” 
 
    Bekka smirks and glances down at you, your eyes dimmed with pleasure and the endless, mind numbing music the organ continues to play. She laughs and shakes her head, her mane of fur fluttering. “Zat I can see,” she says, running a paw through her hair. “Looks like you haf him pliant az melted copper.” 
 
    “He is so eager to please, creator,” Gala says. 
 
    “And we are eager to serve,” Tia continues. 
 
    Bekka cackles. “I’m sure you are. Vell, don’t let me keep you. I’ve still got much vork to do. Make sure he’s nice and comfortable.” 
 
    “Oh yes, creator,” Gala says as she slides to her knees at your side. 
 
    “We live to serve,” Tia agrees as she joins her sister, moments later their twin tongues employed on your hardened shaft, licking up and down your twitching cock as you moan in mindless bliss. 
 
    Bekka smirks and tosses her head in amusement, striding back through the door. Her finest works. And had you the capacity to do anything but moan and cum and drink and fuck, you’d have to agree. 
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    Drink the Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    No way in hell can you fight this giantess as you are. Time to fight monster with monster. You reach for your belt, grabbing the green potion, failing to notice how Sooa’s sleepy eyes light up. 
 
    “Ooooh?” 
 
    Even as you yank the cork off, one of the tentacles of the slime’s hair lashes out. The tip of it engulfs the potion, pulling it towards her. 
 
    “H-hey! Let go!” you shout, clinging to the bottle, trying to pull it back. 
 
    “Nooooo. Miiiiiine,” Sooa sighs. 
 
    Her strength cannot be denied, and the bottle slips from your hands. You yelp as you fall onto your rump, righting yourself just in time to see Sooa turn the bottle upside down, her hair absorbing the thick, green concoction. 
 
    “Uh oh,” you say. “That might be a problem…” 
 
    At first nothing happens. 
 
    Then everything happens. 
 
    Sooa stiffens. Her whole body quivers like someone shook a bowl of gelatin. “Oooooooooh,” the slime groans, her blue body shifting, becoming a strange, thick greenish hue. “Oooorrrroooooo!” 
 
    She doubles over. Tentacles explode from her back. The writhing limbs split, forming horrifying sucking mouths like those of a leech. The plump feminine form turns in on itself. Dozens of eyes pop open across her body. Her arms slam into the statues, shattering them as every finger splits down her arm, forming another writhing tentacle. 
 
    You step back as moss grows over her body in a green carpet. As a gaping maw open in her form, some of her gelatinous body hardening into massive sharp teeth. The thing that was Sooa lifts its mouth to the sky and lets loose a scream like a hundred horrors let loose a single voice. 
 
     “Oh fuck,” you say. 
 
    The monster turns towards you, its hundreds of eyes fixing on you. You find sudden strength in your legs and turn, bolting for the depths of the swamp. Nothing that lurks out there could be worse than what you’ve just unleashed. But you’ll never find out, for in the next instant the monster’s tentacles grab you, wrenching you off your feet. 
 
    “No! Nononono! Fuck no!” you scream as the monster brings you towards its wide-open maw, within which you can see even more teeth waiting and gnashing with hunger. 
 
    Your scream as you’re dropped into the horror’s mouth is short lived, much like your adventure, and unlike the pain you’re about to experience. 
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    Quiz the Golems 
 
      
 
    “I suppose we could wait a little while,” you say, easing down onto one of the waiting divans. 
 
    The porcelain golems smile in perfect unison. “How very wise, master.” 
 
    “Sure. Sure. Here, come sit with me. Let’s chat a bit while we wait. Nothing wrong with that, is there?” 
 
    “No,” the pair say, delicately sitting on either side of you, their motions so perfectly mirrored they might share one mind. “Nothing at all.” 
 
    You ease back among the soft cushions, reaching out and tugging the pair against you. Despite their obvious mechanical nature, their skin is surprisingly warm. And their breasts undeniably soft as they press against you, smiling dutifully. 
 
    “When does your mistress usually come?” you ask the pair. 
 
    “Oh, it can take some time,” Gala says. 
 
    “Oh yes,” her sister echoes, snuggling up against you. “But she will come soon.” 
 
    “How soon is soon?” 
 
    “Soon.” 
 
    Ah. You think you’re starting to get the picture now. In particular the trap that Bekka devised. It wouldn’t be hard to relax in the pair’s arms. Especially with that music murmuring through the air from the organ. A soothing song that just seems to reach into you and ease away all your worries and cares. You feel your eyelids drooping and shake your head quickly. Focus. 
 
    “That’s a nice door over there,” you say, nodding towards the clockwork gate that seals the way ahead. 
 
    “It is our creator’s pride and joy,” Tia says. 
 
    “But we are her masterwork,” Gala adds. 
 
    “I can get behind that,” you agree, glancing at breasts that filmy togas do absolutely nothing to hide. But your eyes don’t linger long there. Instead they move to the keys that jut from their backs, slowly turning. Keys which would also be at home in a certain couple keyholes in the far door… 
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    Take the Keys 
 
      
 
    “Girls,” you say, glancing at the ivory skinned beauties, their lips that lovely shade of red and eyes as empty as obsidian. “I think I know a way you can really relax me.” 
 
    “Do you, master?” the pair say. 
 
    “Oh yes,” you say, gently pressing on their backs, easing them both down towards your crotch and the obvious bulge your cock makes in your pants. The pair smile, exchange a look, and touch your belt, their lips already puckering up to kiss your veiny shaft. 
 
    Until you grab the keys in their backs and yank them free. 
 
    The clicking within their bodies stop almost at once. The pair freeze, jerking to a halt and remaining bent forward as still as the statues they so seem. 
 
    You rise, some doing, because despite your ploy, it was so very tempting to let them both have a good taste of your cock. Especially with that music still going. No! You shake your head forcefully. Block it out. Plugging your ears, you make your way back to the massive door and fit the keys into the waiting slots, then give them a turn. 
 
    Gears and machinery groan in unison. The vast clockwork machinery that makes the doors twist and turn, the teeth of gears biting as chains rattle across the frame. You step back as the vast mechanical work creaks through its workings, the doors slowly opening wide, admitting you deeper into the realm of the kobold’s caverns. 
 
    “There we go,” you murmur, setting off once again. 
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    Pour In Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    You pluck the pink potion from your belt and consider it thoughtfully. On the one hand, you seriously doubt that Sooa can get more feminine than she already is, being a ten foot giantess of busty breasts, hips and a bubble butt in a very literal sense of the word. On the other, you are curious. And if you do use it, who knows. Maybe something unexpected will happen. 
 
    With that in mind you pop the cork and pour a generous amount of the potion into the fountain. Capping the phial once again, you step back and look up to the gigantic slime girl. 
 
    Sooa cocks her head curiously. Smiles. 
 
    And hiccups a pink bubble. 
 
    The both of you stare at the bubble in awe. Then, Sooa giggles, and hiccups another one. 
 
    “Ooooh,” the goo girl giggles, popping the bubble with a finger, releasing the sudden sugary scent of cotton candy. “Bubbly!” 
 
    You fail to reply, too engrossed in the changed taking place in the giggly goo girl. Pink begins to bloom across her form. Sooa giggles anew, hiccupping again, and each time she does, her breasts balloon again, bouncing to even more absurd dimensions. Her hips swell more, her hair growing longer. Her lips plumping up into a pair of perfect, dick sucking cushions. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Sooa says, smiling down at you, her pupils pulsing in the shape of red hearts. “I feel… super good!” 
 
    “Um, good,” you say cautiously. “Then, you don’t want to fight me or… whatever?” 
 
    “Oh gosh no!” Sooa says. “Fighting doesn’t sound fun at all.” 
 
    “Oh, good. You do sound more articulate.” 
 
    “Awww. Thank you!” the giantess of a pink goo girl giggles, her jiggling tits not escaping your notice. “I feel, just, like, sooooo much smarter!” 
 
    “Um. Good? I guess. Anyway, I suppose could you show me the portal to the next level? I’m sort of on a quest.” 
 
    “Mmmm…” Sooa says, tapping her chin. “I cooooould. But, maybe you could do something for me, too.” 
 
    “Um, what might that be?” you say. 
 
    Sooa giggles. “Well, I mean, I just like, transformed, right? And,” she purrs, her hands gliding up her narrow waist, hefting breasts the size of a cottage. “I was just like, thinking, maybe I could use someone’s opinion about how, like, pretty I am.” 
 
    “You… want me to tell you how pretty you are?” you say. 
 
    “If it’s not too much trouble,” Sooa says, smiling brightly. 
 
    Well that shouldn’t be a problem. She was sexy before, but now it’s almost absurd. 
 
    “Alright,” you say. 
 
    “How about start with my eyes,” Sooa says, leaning on the edge of the fountain. 
 
    “Your eyes?” 
 
    “Yes,” she says, the hearts that form her pupils pulsing pink. “Aren’t they like, super pretty? Tell me how pretty they are.” 
 
    “They are… awfully pretty.” 
 
    “Aren’t they?” she says, giggling. 
 
    It’s hard to argue with her. Her eyes are awfully beautiful. The way the hearts throb and pulse. Thumping like the beating of your heart. Practically perfectly in tune with it. 
 
    “Yeah. They are…” 
 
    “Can you see the sparkles? The little shines that twinkle around them?” 
 
    You can. A sort of shining swirling in her pupils that spin and sparkle and shine. 
 
    “So beautiful,” you say. 
 
    “How they spin?” 
 
    “Uh huh…” 
 
    “How they shine.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “A little more info than that,” Sooa giggles. “Tell me how lovely they are.” 
 
    “They’re like… rivers of colour. Shining and swirling. Whirlpools of light.” 
 
    “So easy to get lost in.” 
 
    “Mmm.” 
 
    “So wonderful to look deeply in.” 
 
    “Uh huh…” 
 
    “And my breasts?” Sooa giggles, easing back, hefting her tits. “Aren’t they so lovely?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” you say, staring at those plump orbs of pink gelatin. “So big. And… and…” 
 
    “Bouncy?” she asks, giggling, giving them a playful little bounce. 
 
    Your eyes follow the movements as if magnetized. “Yeah,” you breathe. 
 
    “So bouncy and smooshy and soft and silly.” 
 
    “Silly?” 
 
    “Of course. Silly. Only silly things bounce like this. Like me. See?” 
 
    You can only nod. Or maybe your head is just moving in tandem to the way she bounces her breasts in her arms. Lifting them and dropping them. Playing with them. Her hands teasing along those full orbs, fingers rubbing circles around the nubs of two nipples. Flicking them. Making her whimper and gasp. And something… something is leaking from her tits. Something thick and syrupy. 
 
    “Aren’t they wonderful?” Sooa breathes. 
 
    “Yeah…” 
 
    “Aren’t they the best?” 
 
    “Uh huh…” 
 
    She giggles. “Silly boy. How could you know they are? You haven’t even felt them. Haven’t let them squeeze you.” 
 
    She’s right. You can’t know for sure. How silly of you. How dumb and stupid and silly you are. She giggles again and you laugh with her. Something… something about it all is just so funny! Your head feels so light and airy.  
 
    “Here,” she says, stroking her tits. “Come here. Be a good boy and bury your silly little head in my tits.” 
 
    You’re walking towards her. You didn’t make the decision. Your body did. It just makes so much sense. So much sense to do whatever this goddess of a pink beauty says. She’s so big and soft and jiggly. Her tits are so massive and wonderful. Her eyes so deep and shining and pulsing. You can’t turn away. Can’t think. Can’t do anything but step onto the rim of the fountain and stand before her. Sooa smiles broadly, touches your head, and eases you down and into her tits. 
 
    You head rests on those firm, toned tits. A shudder sigh escapes you as your body surrenders to hers. You chin is tilted back by the swell of her breasts, forced to look into her eyes. Those wonderful, deep eyes. 
 
    “Silly boy,” Sooa giggles, her hands stroking your head, teasing your hair. “Look at you. Just sinking into my tits. Just burying your face in them. What a silly, brainless, ditzy little bimbo.” 
 
    “B-bimbo?” 
 
    “Of course! We’re both silly, ditzy bimbos, aren’t we? Me all pink. You all silly. Awww. Don’t worry. It’ll be okay. You just have to be happy. Aren’t you happy? Aren’t you happy looking into my eyes? Sinking into my tits? Just letting all the bad thoughts you’ve ever had slide away?” 
 
    You try and follow her words, but they slip and slide over each other like your hands on those massive pink breasts. Only one word breaks through. Happy. You’re happy. Oh so very happy. You’re smiling up at her. You are happy. So happy and soft and brainless as you stare into her eyes and fondle her breasts. 
 
    “Yesss,” you slur. “Happy.” 
 
    Sooa giggles, the sound making her breasts shake, seeming to vibrate through you. “Goooood boy! And you know what good boys get?” 
 
    “What?” you say, smiling. 
 
    “Good boys get a treat!” 
 
    She picks you up, lifting you into her breasts, trapping you between those flawless globes, and then kisses you. Your whole head is barely the size of her mouth, but you kiss her back, desperate to please. Oh, she tastes wonderful. Her lips are like kissing clouds of cotton candy. Your thoughts puff away on wings of pleasure, and all that fills you is her. Her pink pleasure. Her pink lips. And those eyes. Those wonderful, swirling, hearts of eyes. 
 
    You realize suddenly your clothes are gone. You’re in the fountain, resting atop an unformed part of Sooa’s body. She’s taken shape before you, that of an impossibly curvy woman. Her breasts bounce as she lowers herself atop you, easily twice your size, but her smile soothes away any of your worries, and her thighs engulf you, and swallows your cock. 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan as Sooa begins to bounce atop you. 
 
    “Mmmnnnn!” Sooa moans, her massive breasts bouncing as she fucks you, her golden crown flashing in the rays of light peeking through the misty heavens. “Ooooh yesssss! Gooood booooy! Fuck me. Fuck my pussy. Such a good boy. Such a gooood silly bimboooo!” 
 
    “Yesssss!” you moan, consumed in bubblegum bliss, your head spinning as she fucks herself atop you, burying you beneath her curves. Her breasts bouncing, splattering her strange milk on you. You moan, eyes rolling back as you cum harder than you ever have, spurting your essence into her hungry body. 
 
    “OOoOOOOoooo,” Sooa moans. “Good boy! Cum in me! Fill me up! Give me your bimbo cock! My stupid slut’s cuuuuum!” 
 
    You moan, whimper, gasp, your brain sloshing with pleasure. Your will melted like butter. Again you cum, your cry muffled as she buries your face beneath her heavenly tits, her sugary scent filling your head with pink clouds of pleasure. 
 
    Again you cum. 
 
    Again. 
 
    When you start to flag she feeds you a tit, and as you suck on her syrupy cream you harden anew for her to claim you. You don’t know how long you can last like that. Being claimed by the bubbly slut of the slime princess. But thinking is overrated anyway. This is all that matters. This is all there will ever be. 
 
    And as you cum again into Sooa’s pink pussy, you don’t even try to imagine anything better. 
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    Bekka’s Lair 
 
      
 
    The corridor you walk down clicks away with yet more of the inscrutable mechanisms which define the kobold’s home. You glance this way and that, wary for any additional traps. It’s a good thing too, because if you hadn’t been, you’d never have heard the subtle hum in the air. 
 
    “Shit!” you say as two whirring saw blade suddenly burst out of the walls. You duck, then roll forward as the floor you’d just been standing on depresses with a click. You run full throttle down the hall as jets of flame burst from the walls, scorching the air behind you one after the next. 
 
    Ahead looms a heavy brass door. You throw yourself against its shining surface, the heavy portal giving with a groan. You practically fall through it, spring back to your feet, and slam the doors on the trap laced corridor. 
 
    You let out a sigh of relief, resting your head against the door’s cool metal. 
 
    “Zat is far enough.” 
 
    You stiffen, then turn slowly. You stand in a vast workshop dominated by a colossal forge. Spidery metal arms descend from the ceiling to a work table scattered with gears and cogs and rolls of schematics and plans. All over the room is the madness of genius in the form of half-finished machinery and titans of brass and steel. Strange devices and weapons frame a massive chalkboard scrawled with calculations and notes. 
 
    Naturally however, your eyes are immediately drawn to who could only be Bekka. She’s short. Not as short as Meeda but notably shorter than you. Loose leather overalls hide her slim frame but give ample evidence to her pert breasts. Short, singed brown fur sprawls along paws and her face has a distinctly canine muzzle, her ears perked up like a Doberman’s, though her eyes hold an intelligence that belies her bestial appearance. 
 
    And insanity. There’s an awful lot of crazy in those eyes. Which makes the contraption of tubing, brass, and cylinders she’s holding all the more alarming. Particularly as the barrel, carved in the shape of a dragon’s open mouth, is pointed straight at you. 
 
    “Ah,” you say. “You must be Bekka. Um, what’s that?” 
 
    “Zis is my flammenwaffen,” she says grinning wolfishly. 
 
    “I see. And, what does it do?” 
 
    “Vould you like to see?” she asks, teasing a trigger, a tongue of flame glowing in the dragon’s maw. 
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    You feel the lethargy of the music become ever more compelling. Ever harder to resist. Your arms and legs increasingly feel like they’re filled with lead. Your head like it’s stuffed with cotton. It’s a struggle to keep your ever heavier eyelids from falling. 
 
    “Your mistress… is brilliant… huh?” 
 
    “A genius,” Gala, or is it Tia, says. 
 
    “Nothing is beyond her grasp,” Tia, you think, adds, her hand gliding down your leg, rubbing your bulge. 
 
    “Mnnn,” you moan. 
 
    “We are her servants. We are created to bring her joy,” Gala purrs in your ear as her own hand joins her sister’s, stroking your cock through your pants. 
 
    “To bring her happiness.” 
 
    “To bring her pleasure.” 
 
    Their breath is warm. Their voices attuned perfectly to the music of the organ as it drones on in a heady tone. As you feel your arms and legs grow heavier. Heavier. As your thoughts grow fogged and wispy. You try and stay awake. Aware of yourself, but it’s getting harder. Harder to think. Harder to struggle. It would be so much easier to let go. To just let the lovely golem do what they will. 
 
    You moan as your pants are opened, your cock springing up into the open air, and their touch gently gliding up and down your shaft. 
 
    “If master desires it, shall we pleasure him?” Gala whispers. 
 
    “Shall we tease him?” Tia purrs. 
 
    “Shall we help him… relax… further…” 
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    Relax in the Golem’s Embrace 
 
      
 
    “That sounds… nice…” you murmur. 
 
    The pair smile, the last thing your eyes see before your lids slide shut. Your body sinking into the cushions of the lounge, your thoughts growing muddled and soft and malleable. 
 
    “Good boy,” Gala whispers in your ear, and you sigh as you feel her deft fingers remove your shirt and leather jerkin. 
 
    “So wise to let us do what we do best,” Tia agrees. 
 
    “And we are the best.” 
 
    “After all.” 
 
    “We were created,” the chorus in whisper. “By the best.” 
 
    You can’t help but agree as a pair of impossibly soft lips kiss your cock. You moan, head lolling back as the pair lavish your shaft with oral eagerness, their tongues sliding up and down your dick, their lips lovingly kissing the head and sucking delicately on the tip. 
 
    Your hips try and buck, but even they feel too heavy to do much. But that’s fine. You don’t have to. The two beauties are more than eager to adore your cock with lips and tongues. With kisses and breath and murmured adoration for your manhood. How big and strong and virile you are. How such a good boy just needed to relax. Just needed to be at ease. Just needed to let his servants do everything he needed. 
 
    And you did need this. As they suck your cock you feel the strain of your adventure melt away. The worries. The cares. It all just fades into soft, puffy nothing as you doze under their oral administrations. Not even your orgasm, when it comes, can waken you fully, your groan all you utter as your balls tighten and cum spurts from the head, painting the golem’s already pale features a further white. 
 
    The pair hum with the music. The notes so soothing. Not even hitching as one (which it doesn’t matter anymore) climbs over you, and sheathes your cock within her cunt. Again you moan. A sound of weakest submission as she begins to ride you, bouncing on your cock. 
 
    Delicate hands are on your brow, massaging you. “Let us do the work, master,” the golem murmurs. “Just sleep, my master. Just surrender to the music. Let it fill you. Let it take you.” 
 
    You stopped resisting long ago. Your weak cry as you cum again into the golem’s pussy is evidence of that. And still they spill their praises down upon you. Gushing with what a good boy you’re being. Such a willing boy. Such an easy boy. 
 
    Yes. You are easy. You smile happily as you fade into the waking death of the music, fucked and toyed with by the tireless golems. 
 
    You’re so… so… easy… 
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    “You’re bluffing,” you say. 
 
    “Try me, deepsheet,” the kobold says. 
 
    You do, yanking free your sword and rushing her. 
 
    She wasn’t bluffing. 
 
    Flame erupts in a gout from the mouth of the flamethrower. There are probably more painful ways of dying than burning to death, but as the kobold cackles, hosing you with liquid fire as your sword melts along with your flesh, you’d be hard pressed to name it. 
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    “Hold on,” you say, holding out your empty hands. “You don’t want to do this.” 
 
    “Oh?” Bekka says, hefting again her weapon. “And vy vould I not vant see you burn like candle?” 
 
    “Um… because… if you do… then who will take care of that giant metal spider coming down the wall.” 
 
    “Vat!” 
 
    Bekka turns her head, and you seize your chance. You dash forward, grabbing her weapon. She howls in rage and fights you like a demon. You force the barrel down just as she pulls the trigger. Fire billows from the mouth of the flamethrower, torching the floor and some of the walls in gouts of living flame as you and the kobold struggle with the weapon. 
 
    “Give! Me! Dat!” Bekka snarls, finally landing a kick right in your stomach. She’s strong despite her size, and the breath rushes out of you, your grip loosening just enough for the kobold to wrench the weapon from your arms. She cackles like a mad thing, turning the barrel on you. Pulls the trigger. 
 
    And nothing happens. 
 
    Bekka’s expression falls. She looks at the flamethrower and again pulls the trigger. Only the hiss of the empty gas canister is heard, the air just managing to make the tongue of the ignition flame wobble. 
 
    “Uh,” she says. 
 
    By then you’ve recovered your breath. You grab your sword and wrench it from the sheathe. Before Bekka can run to the walls and retrieve one of the other myriads of deadly looking implements you lunge forward with a battle cry. Bekka gasps as you stab her in the stomach, sinking your enchanted sword nearly to the hilt. 
 
    For a moment the both of you stay frozen like that. Then, you withdraw your sword. Bekka’s head falls back, her eyes rolling as, from between her canines, a tongue of darkness escapes her lips, twisting into the air before dissipating in a hiss. 
 
    The kobold staggers back and falls limply into an office chair, which rolls back until it hits the table behind her. She numbly touches the cut in her overalls, then looks back to you. 
 
    Her squeal of delight startles you, almost as much as when she suddenly hurls herself off her seat, throwing her arms around your neck and giving you a big kiss. “Zank you!” the kobold cries. “It vas so awful being zat vitch’s pet for so long! Zank you, zank you, zank you!” 
 
    “Yeah. Um. Don’t mention it,” you gasp. 
 
    The kobold quickly releases you, stepping back. “Ah, sorry. I vas just… it has been some time since I haf been free of ze curse. I vas… overvelmed for a moment.” 
 
    “Yes. Well, happy to help. It’s part of my task, after all. Morgana kidnapped my bride and I’m heading to the top of the tower to get her back.” 
 
    “Ze top?” Bekka says, her ears perking up. “Ooooh, dat vill be… problematic.” 
 
    “I know. A bunch more floors and monster girls await.” 
 
    “Yes. Correct. But also, de next is vone I vould be very careful of.” 
 
    “You know who she is?” you say. 
 
    “Know who… of course I know who she is! Zat bitch is always making fun of me! Just because she haz zese big fat tits and is so pretty, she zinks she can insult me. Me! She’s just some stoopid beembo!” 
 
    “A bimbo?” 
 
    Bekka waves a paw impatiently. “Not zat. An insect girl. A kind of monster who normally lives in a big hive. But she vas captured, and since zen Morgana has been having her guard ze mid levels of the tower. And more, she opens small portals all over ze place, tricking stoopid girls and boys into entering her hive, vere she vill capture zem. Turning zem into little more than big titted drones to obey ze queen. Oh, and she just zinks she is so fucking great!” 
 
    “Huh,” you say. “Big titted you say?” 
 
    “But ve vill not be overcome. Ve vill triumph despite ze odds!” 
 
    “We vill… I mean, we will?” you say. 
 
    “Oh yes!” she cries, hurrying back to the table and digging through the various devices placed there. “She vill not be gettink you. Oh no! Zat bitch iz going to get a fist in ze face like she deserves! Aha!” 
 
    She turns, holding aloft a glowing black stone. “Here! My greatest creation! Not counting all ze other zings vich are also my greatest creations.” 
 
    You peer at the pulsating stone. It looks like a sphere of perfectly polished coal, though small cracks form curious geometric patterns across it. It’s from these that a heat radiates. A heat so intense you can already feel your lips crack and warm your face. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Ze core of a fire elemental,” she declared as she lifts her flamethrower back up, fitting the glowing sphere into the mouth. “I haf harnessed ze might of it into zis leetle device. And ven used, it vill melt even zat bitch’s hardened honey.” 
 
    “Why would I need it?” you ask. 
 
    Bekka giggles maniacally, and you wonder how much of an influence the witch’s curse truly had on the slender beast girl. “Because, ze bitch keeps ze door to her chamber sealed off. Instead, she has engineered a maze of honey in her hive. Vone zat vill lead you in circles, even as her drones vear avay your vill. She iz an insidious bitch. Ze humming of zeir vings vill reduce ze mind of a man to putty unless overcome. It iz vat I based ze music of ze organ in ze other room on. But, if you can force your vay through her maze, zen you can face her.” 
 
    “Huh,” you say. “Interesting.” 
 
    “Indeed,” Bekka says as she passes you the heavy weapon. “But be careful vith it. Zat bitch has more zen just some humming wings up her sleeves for tricks, and ze orb vill only give you vone shot.” 
 
    “Thanks for the warning,” you tell her. “Do you know where the portal is to her floor?” 
 
    “Of course. I haf been using it a trash can.” 
 
    “Lovely,” you say, having to admire the sheer pettiness of the kobold. She grabs a lever and gives it a yank. A portion of the wall creaks, gliding back to reveal the swirling blue gate framed with onyx thorns. 
 
    “Good luck vith ze bitch,” Bekka says. 
 
    “Thanks,” you say, duck your head, and push forward through the swirling blue. 
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    It’s tempting. By the gods its tempting to just sink into their embrace. To let them play and suck and do whatever they want to your cock while you lounge in utter ecstasy. A thrall to pleasure. A slave to easy delights. 
 
    And your choice in the matter is increasingly not yours. You can feel the weight of the music and their soothing words weigh on you. You sigh. “You… serve so well…” 
 
    “We do,” Gala murmurs as she strokes your hair and cock. 
 
    “We so do,” Tia agrees, mirroring her sister. 
 
    “Just a… shame… you don’t really serve… your… creator…” 
 
    The pair pause in their ministrations. “What do you mean?” Gala murmurs. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you mumble sleepily. 
 
    She gently pats your cheek to restore some of your awareness. “What do you mean by not really serving her?” 
 
    You shift. “Oh,” you murmur sleepily, yawning. “Only that… that if you did… wouldn’t you want her… free… of Morgana’s… magic… So her will was… was her own…” 
 
    The pair exchange a look, the gears in their heads turning slowly as they process this, the keys in their backs clicking faster. They again glance down at you, and then Gala vanishes from your view. 
 
    You don’t wonder where she’s gone. Wondering. Thinking. It’s all so exhausting. Far better. Far easier to just lie there. Just take it easy. Just relax… 
 
    Just as your eyelids start sliding shut, the music stops. 
 
    You blink. Blink again. Slowly you lift your head, the wooliness in your brain fading like mists in the morning. You look over to the organ and see Gala gently shutting the silver woman’s mouth. 
 
    Your head is suddenly eased into Tia’s lap, which grants you an amazing view of her breasts as she strokes your hair thoughtfully. “Perhaps you are correct, master.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “It is true that the witch, Morgana, has kept our mistress contained within this tower. Used her genius to create the devices which she uses for her own purposes. Perhaps… that is unwise.” 
 
    “Um… yeah… perhaps…” 
 
    “Agreed,” Gala says, rejoining you, sitting down beside you. “And we are servants of our creator. We must serve her, not Morgana. Therefore, to serve the creator, we must go against her in order to free her of the curse.” 
 
    “And you will do this,” Tia says, looking down at you. 
 
    You blink, the haze of slumber at last fading more completely from your mind, though your arms and legs are still heavy and tingling with an uncomfortable pins and needles sensation. “Yeah. I mean, yes. That is why I’m here. My sword. It was enchanted to banish the curse.” 
 
    “Then you must be given the opportunity to use it.” 
 
    “Agreed, sister. He must. Which means we must provide you with Bekka’s one weakness.” 
 
    “Weakness?” 
 
    Gala moves her hand, and for a moment you struggle to comprehend why she’s showing you a leash. Then you get it, and your mouth falls open. “Wait, you mean…” 
 
    “The creator has something of a… weakness for such things,” she says. “You will see she wears a collar. That is not accidental.” 
 
    “She enjoys the play of it. We have often been employed in sating that desire.” 
 
    You take the leash, feeling the well worn leather with your thumb. “I… see…” 
 
    “It is a means. There may be others, but this would be the simplest path. Can you stand?” 
 
    “Uh, let’s see…” 
 
    You swing your legs over the side of the divan and put them down. Your knees nearly buckle, your legs asleep, but after a moment you manage to stand. 
 
    “Good,” the pair say. They rise in unison and turn around, tugging their hair back so the keys jutting from their backs are more obvious. “Now, master. Retrieve the keys. Use them to open the door. And save our creator.” 
 
    The action feels strangely pregnant with meaning, and as you reach forward, you struggle to think of something to say to the two automata. As your fingers wrap around the cool metal of the keys, you look between them. 
 
    “You must really love Bekka.” 
 
    The two golems exchange a look, and the softest smiles. 
 
    You pull the keys free. Instantly the machinery that animates them stops, the faint clicking coming from within them halting. The two golems stand there, looking at one another like the statues they first appeared to be. 
 
    The keys are heavy in your hands as you make your way back to the massive door at the end of the room. You fit the twin keys into the waiting keyholes and give them a turn, stepping back as the vast mechanism that defines the door clanks and whirrs into motion. The gears and clockwork click and move, locks shooting back with a sound like gunshots. With a whirring, the twin doors slide slowly open, revealing the hall beyond. With a last glance back at the frozen golems, you push past the threshold and to face down the kobold princess. 
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    Bekka’s Lair 
 
      
 
    The corridor you walk down clicks away with yet more of the inscrutable mechanisms which define the Kobold’s home. You glance this way and that, wary for any additional traps. It’s a good thing too, because if you hadn’t been, you’d never have heard the subtle whir in the air. 
 
    “Shit!” you say as two whirring saw blade suddenly burst out of the walls. You duck, roll forward as the floor you’d just been standing on depresses with a click. You run full throttle down the hall as jets of flame burst from the walls, scorching the air behind you one after the next. 
 
    Ahead looms a heavy brass door. You throw yourself against its shining surface, the heavy portal giving with a groan. You practically fall through it, spring back to your feet, and slam the doors on the trap laced corridor. 
 
    You let out a sigh of relief, resting your head against the door’s cool metal. 
 
    “Zat is far enough.” 
 
    You stiffen, then turn slowly. You stand in a vast workshop dominated by a colossal forge. Spidery metal arms descend from the ceiling to a work table scattered with gears and cogs and rolls of schematics and plans. All over the room is the madness of genius in the form of half-finished machinery and titans of brass and steel. Strange devices and weapons frame a massive chalkboard scrawled with calculations and notes. 
 
    Naturally however, your eyes are immediately drawn to who could only be Bekka. She’s short. Not as short as Meeda but notably shorter than you. Loose leather overalls hide her slim frame but gives ample evidence to her pert breasts. Now that you know to look for it, you spot around her throat a heavy leather collar, a silver ring dangling from it. Short, singed brown fur sprawls along paws and her face has a distinctly canine muzzle, her ears perked up like a Doberman’s, though her eyes hold an intelligence that belies her bestial appearance.  
 
    And insanity. There’s an awful lot of crazy in those eyes. Which makes the contraption of tubing, brass, and cylinders she’s holding all the more alarming. Particularly as the barrel, carved in the shape of a dragon’s open mouth, is pointed straight at you. 
 
    “Ah,” you say. “You must be Bekka. Um, what’s that?” 
 
    “Zis is my flammenwaffen,” she says grinning wolfishly. 
 
    “I see. And, what does it do?” 
 
    “Vould you like to see?” she asks, teasing a trigger, a tongue of flame glowing in the dragon’s maw. 
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    “You must be lonely here alone,” you say. “If you liked, we could…” 
 
    She arches a brow. Her ears flick. “Mmm. No,” she says, and pulls the trigger. 
 
    The fire that surges from the dragon’s mouth consumes you in a sudden inferno. Your screams are muffled by the kobold’s manic laughter as you burn, your adventure at a fiery end. 
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    Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    Looking down the barrel of her flamethrower, you know you don’t have a chance to attack, and judging by the lunacy burning in those eyes you likewise doubt diplomacy is going to be an option. The only thing left for you is the unexpected. 
 
    And you have just the thing for that. 
 
    You grab the green potion from your belt, popping the cap with your thumb before downing it. 
 
    “Arghhh!” 
 
    You collapse on your knees, clutching your stomach. 
 
    “Um…” Bekka says, taking an uncertain step back and lowering the barrel of her flamethrower an inch. “Are you… alright?” 
 
    “Hrrrr!” you manage as your leather jacket melds against your back, sprouting thick, untamed black fur. Your jaw cracks as your face elongates into a savage muzzle. A tail sprouts from your back, swishing in the air. 
 
    Your muscles swell, engorging with feral might. Your body tightens with the physical perfection of the beast. You rise to your feet, throw back your head, and howl like the wolf you so resemble. 
 
    Bekka gapes, her ears laid back. Then her nose twitches, scenting the musk you now exude. She swallows, but her tail begins to sway. 
 
    “Um. You…. Vat iz…” 
 
    You loom over her. Your nostrils flare and you suddenly surge forward. She squeaks, bringing back up the flamethrower. You smash it from her hands with a contemptuous sweep of your paw. Bekka squeals as you grab her, slamming her against the wall. 
 
    “V-vat are you doing!” the kobold barks indignantly. “Unhand me zis instant!” 
 
    “You don’t want that,” you growl. 
 
    She stares up at you, her cheeks flushed hot. “V-vat?” 
 
    “No,” you growl, sniffing the air, your newly enhanced senses practically tasting how she’s absolutely dripping with desire. “You want this.” 
 
    Her eyes are drawn almost magnetically to your waist. She sucks in a startled whistle of air as she sees your canine cock swell with desire, the red spear of breeding flesh throbbing. 
 
    “Oh,” she whimpers, drooling like a dog before a bone. She shakes her head. “I… vait! You can’t just...” 
 
    “Quiet,” you growl, grabbing her head, pushing the slender kobold to her knees, her face against the pillar of your cock. “You know what to do.” 
 
    At first Bekka turns her head away from your drooling bitch breaker. But bitch she is when presented with such animalistic glory, her nose twitching, her breath coming in short pants. Soon enough she’s nuzzling your cock, her tail wagging furiously as her paws shyly run up and down the beast of your breeding stick. 
 
    You growl, low and hungry. A sound so primal, so powerful and male that Bekka can only whimper as she fairly soaks her panties with her juices. 
 
    “Suck,” you growl. 
 
    She can’t resist even if she wanted to. And judging by how adoringly her tongue lathes up your shaft, you sincerely doubt she wants to do anything but be your bitch. Her hips rise off the ground, her ears perked up, twitching as her soft paws stroke your veiny girth, her tongue gliding up your shaft, teasing the peak with delicate lick of the red, wedged tip. She sneaks a peek at your yellow eyes, then engulfs the head of your cock with her lips. 
 
    You growl again, grasping her head and driving her down onto your cock. The kobold gags at first, a sensation your find curiously amusing, making you chuckle, but instinct soon takes over, and she’s soon deep throating you with all the skill of a born slut. 
 
    “Hrrrrr,” you growl as you plow her eager mouth. “Yesssss. Fuck slut. Suck. Suck. Good bitch. Good slut.” 
 
    Her tail is wagging absolutely furiously as you talk down to her. Showing her her place, on her knees, submitting before an alpha male. She moans, the sound vibrating up your shaft. Your own growl rumbles from deep within your chest. Your hips move, fucking her mouth, your claws digging into her thick fur as you claim her. 
 
    It’s not long before you feel that familiar stirring. You throw your head back, groaning as you shove her as far down as she can go before you cum, pumping your animal seed into her willing mouth. 
 
    Bekka moans, her lashes fluttering as she sucks down your thick cum, her thighs trembling as she orgasms merely from being used as a living cock sleeve. 
 
    You grunt, withdrawing your cock from her mouth. She gasps, panting as she kneels on the floor. 
 
    “Not done,” you grunt. 
 
    She raises her head. “N-no?” she says, though the way her eyes look up at you so hopefully you can only laugh. 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    Her leather overalls tear like paper under your claws. The kobold girl squeals as her slim breasts and hips are revealed, and you grin to find her pussy as dripping as you imagined. Instinct demands you mate this cock hungry slut, and you’re not one to deny such things. 
 
    “V-vait!” she gasps as you move towards her. 
 
    “Why?” you demand. 
 
    “Just… aha!” She hastily touches a button on her desk. A segment of the wall rotates, revealing a brass four postered bed, curtains hanging low to veil soft cushions and blankets. Far nicer than the grungy cot in the far corner. 
 
    You laugh. “Slut wants fuck on bed?” 
 
    “If… if you don’t mind,” she says shyly. 
 
    “No. I mate on bed. You need cushion for fucking anyway.” 
 
    She blushes furiously, but eagerly scrambles onto the bed, sped on her way by a sharp slap to her rump. She squeaks, bouncing onto the bedding, raising her ass and wiggling it shyly like a true bitch in heat. 
 
    You chuckle again, crawling on after her, the bed creaking despite its metal frame under you. “Eager slut.” 
 
    “I…I’m not a slut,” Bekka says. 
 
    “That right,” you grunt, moving atop her, leaning over her, your teeth grazing the hairs on the back of her neck, making her shiver in submissive delight. One hand grips her hip. “You bitch.” 
 
    Your canine cock slams into her dripping pussy, shoving her down onto the bed. Bekka yelps, then pants, her paws tightening on the sheets as your hips move, plunging your canine cock into her eager cunt. Impaling her on your bestial manhood. “Mnnnnn!” Bekka moans, rocking beneath you, biting the blankets to try and muffle her moans and whimpers and pants. But you don’t need to hear her to know how much she wants it. You can feel it in every shudder of her pussy around you. 
 
    “Threatening me,” you growl as you claim her cunt. “Stupid slut! Look at you. So proud. But you’re just a bitch, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Nooooo!” Bekka moans as she shudders around her cock, whimpering as she takes the full might of your red cock. “Not a bitch!” 
 
    “Then why so wet? Why so eager? Only bitch like that. Only bitch beg for cock.” 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “Say it. Say who is bitch.” 
 
    “Meeee!” Bekka screams in ecstasy. “I’m your bitch! Please! Fuck bitch! Claim pussy! Fuck zis slut! Need cock! Need your seeeeeed!” 
 
    You laugh savagely as you claim the slim kobold’s cunt. Fuck her until her pussy is practically shaped to your shaft, so she can feel ever vein in your thick wolf cock. “Cum, slut. Cum for me!” 
 
    “Oooooooh!” Bekka howls as she cums around you, trembling with the delights of her pleasure. 
 
    And you’re not far behind. As you thrust into her eager cunt you begin to pant, feeling her flex around your shaft with every shock of her orgasm. You howl anew as you cum, pumping your thick, virile seed into her eager pussy. Bekka moans beneath you, quivering as she feels your knot swell within her, sealing your seed within her tender pussy. 
 
    You pant, crouching above her, licking the back of her neck as she whimpers, adjusting to the feeling of you so thoroughly owning her. 
 
    As the initial surge of pleasure fades, your lust sated for the nonce, memories trickle back in. Memories of who you were, and more importantly, you recall what it was you actually came here to do. As your knot shrinks you withdraw your cock from her and step off the bed. Bekka collapses, whimpering and moaning, practically drooling from the power of her mating. 
 
    You prowl over to where you dropped your sword, every step shedding a little more of your bestial guise. Your fur forms back into your body, your leathers once more separating from your skin. Your jaw cracks as your muzzle shrinks back into your more familiar features and your claws recede, forming anew your hands. You flex your fingers as you bend down and retrieve your sword from where you tossed it aside, walking back to the bed and the utterly spent kobold princess. 
 
    She barely moans as you delicately poke her upraised bum with your sword, but the effect cannot be mistaken. Before your eyes, the winged symbol written above her pussy fades, dissolving like curling smoke into nothingness. The kobold girl moans, her lashes fluttering. 
 
    “How you doing?” you ask. 
 
    “I am… feeling… qvuite… fucked…” she groans. 
 
    “That’s… to be expected,” you say. “I meant otherwise.” 
 
    Bekka blinks and lifts her head, propping herself up on her elbows. She looks down at her mons and where the witch’s curse so formerly branded her. “Ah,” she says. “I am feeling… better,” she says, touching her brow. “Goodness,” the kobold says. “I feel… so much more myself!” 
 
    “And not wanting to torch me alive?” you say. 
 
    She looks back at you, and you can’t help but notice a flicker of disappointment at finding you no longer an eight-foot-tall mass of fur and muscle. But she nods. “Ah, no. I am no longer villing to flammenwaffen you.” 
 
    “I appreciate it,” you say. “So, the last couple girls I encountered were guarding a portal leading to the next floor. You were…” 
 
    “Next… vait. You are going to face ze bitch?” 
 
    “Ze… I mean, the bitch?” you say. 
 
    “Yes!” Bekka gasps, sitting up, though wincing a little, given how swollen her formally firm stomach now is from the sheer amount of cum you pumped into her. She pushes such discomfort aside however and gets off the bed, leaning against one of the bronze posts as she waits for her legs to stop shaking from her recent fucking. “Ze bitch! Ze qveen of ze bees! Ze fucking slut whore fat titted bitch who lives in ze hive beyond!” 
 
    “Queen of the bees?” you say. 
 
    “Ha! So she says. But she is just some trollop in striped fur. Zat bitch doesn’t even haf her own colony. She just turns vatever poor slut zat ventures into her hive into vone of her drones. Hypnotizing zem vith ze hum of ze wings and ze honey that she milks from her stoopid cow tits! Ze humming is vat I used in making ze piano in ze room you came through.” 
 
    “I see,” you say as you watch the kobold stagger over to a worktable and start rooting through things, tossing aside half-finished devices which bounce on springs or bang off the stone floor. “That’s good to know…” 
 
    “Yes! But vorse is ze stoopid slut’s fucking maze! She thinks she is zo very smart. Zo fucking royalty. Vell she isn’t! She’s just some bitch. Her hive is a fucking maze in order to confuse intruders. Zey vander around in it until zey are zo lost zat zey can’t resist ze humming of ze hive. Then, she svoops in and turns zem into honey sucking drones who can’t zink of a life not sucking on her boobs.” 
 
    “That’s… oddly specific,” you say. 
 
    Bekka pauses. Blushes. “Hm-hmph! No matter. Because I have a vay around zat. Aha!” 
 
    She turns triumphantly and holds aloft a small black sphere. It looks like a piece of coal polished to a shine, but the cracks within it are of curious shapes and styles. You lean in closer, and see that those cracks actually glow with a crimson light. A light that exudes a heat that warms your face to the point of discomfort. 
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    “A molten grenade!” she says, fetching up her flamethrower. She shoves the hot orb into the dragon’s mouth, her toothy grin wide. “I haf made it vith ze core of a fire elemental. Vith zis, you shall be able to melt ze bitch’s fucking valls, reaching her throne room in order to stab her vith zat sword. And if you happen to kill her, ah vell, so be it.” 
 
    “Uh, thanks,” you say, taking the flamethrower. But as you try to pull away, the kobold doesn’t let go. 
 
    “Or…” she says, sneaking a peak at your face. She shifts in place nervously. “Um, perhaps zere iz… anozer zing zat ve could do…” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. It is not zat I don’t zink you can overcome ze bee bitch, but I vas just zinking, if you perhaps vanted to drink zat potion again, maybe ve could… leave ze tower? Together?” 
 
    You raise a brow curiously at the kobold girl. “Oh. You mean…” 
 
    She blushes, ears twitching furiously. “I-I only mean, I vas just saying. Hypothetically. And should you become… vell. I vould naturally be villing to ah… to ah facilitate your needs. Ze ones zat you vould naturally have. Just saying. Ah…” 
 
    She trails off, shifting in place, her tail wagging as she sneaks a hopeful peak at your face. 
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    “Wait!” you say, throwing up your hands. “You don’t need to do this!” 
 
    “No,” Bekka admits, and manages to thoroughly dash your flicker of hope by adding, “But I vant to!” 
 
    The fire that blossoms from the dragon’s mouth is so intense you barely even feel it consciously. Barely hear your own screams as you burn alive while the kobold laughs maniacally. But either way, your adventure is surely at a fiery end. 
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    You step through the shimmering portal and into a land of shining gold. 
 
    You pause, blinking as your eyes adjust from Bekka’s shadowy lair of forge and fire to this new opulence. The walls are made of oozing golden honey, framing hexagonal tiles across the ceiling and floor. Hardened honey glows with a warm light that makes you all too aware of every corner and angle of the corridor. Of course, that’s all past the entrance. Just behind you and around you is a mess of old, rusting pieces of steel and broken machinery, swept through the portal by the irritable kobold. But that’s all easy to ignore when faced with the dizzying golden halls you stand within. 
 
    “That’s a lot of honey,” you say. 
 
    “Quite so.” 
 
    You turn, not even surprised anymore to find the old woman standing not far. She smiles. “I see you’ve come from meeting Bekka whole and un-torched. How was it?” 
 
    “Terrifying,” you say. 
 
    “Mmm. Well, be prepared for danger in an entirely different form.” She points down the golden passage. “For here lies the maze of Beatrix, the bee queen.” 
 
    “And to reach her I must navigate her maze, reach the end, and battle her and her legions of drones. All the while resisting the humming of the hive which will attempt to turn me into her eager thrall, much like all the others who wait on her as her slaves,” you finish. 
 
    The old woman stares at you. 
 
    “Bekka had issues with her,” you say. 
 
    The old woman huffs, crossing her arms. “Fine. Take all the fun out of it why don’t you,” she says. 
 
    You grin at her annoyance. Chalk one up for you. You pass the crone’s projection, walking into the golden halls of the honey queen. 
 
    And a queen she must be, for nothing less than palatial would describe her home. You pass into a room whose ceiling spirals away into thin hexagons like the finest stained glass. Spectacular hues of gold compose every square inch of the place, patterned in mosaics of honeyed goodness. The air is warm, but not uncomfortably so. Just enough that you’re acutely aware of your leathers and any of your clothes. 
 
    Then there is the humming. 
 
    No sooner do you pass into the hive you begin to hear the beembo’s song. It’s a low, dulcet tone that never rises so loud it can’t be ignored. In fact, it seems almost designed for you to be able to push the sound aside. To let it hum on in the back of your thoughts as you venture through the hive. A siren call. A suggestion that maybe you could just take a moment. Pause and rest. Just listen for a little while to that warm song of the beembo queen and her adoring court. 
 
    But you know better. You think. The honeyed halls sprawl onward and you venture through the tireless maze of golden passages oozing with sweetness. The air is spiced with the cloying scent of pollen and the air heady with the music of the drone. It’s strangely peaceful in these halls. Little wonder. Why would they need to guard them when their victims would rather wander them endlessly, slowly losing their will to fight or resist to the music and the warmth. In fact, you’re growing more acutely aware of both as you step through the passages, the humming of beembo wings vibrating through you much as Bekka’s insidious pipe organ did. But even more pronounced. More powerful. More… 
 
    Enthralling. 
 
    You realize abruptly a pillar of melting honey you just passed is all too familiar, and you stop. You’re panting. Gods. You’ve been… Have you been walking in circles? Have you already started to fall to the song? You force yourself to keep going, trying to concentrate. Trying to focus. You’ve walked for five minutes more (you think. Time seems to pass differently in the golden maze) when you slow. Is it just you, or is the music stronger? 
 
    You look about yourself. The hallway seems the same as any other. But… You step towards the wall, listening intently. You press your ear against it, and shiver as the hum of the hive thrums through you, teasing your ear and vibrating through to your hardening cock. It does seem louder. In fact, could it be? 
 
    You step back, looking at the wall. The queen’s hive may well be right there. But you hesitate, fingering the flamethrower strapped over your shoulder, touching the warm lump that is the fire golem’s core. You doubt you have more than one shot. Make it count. If you’re wrong, you’ll be trapped here until you can navigate to the actual inner sanctum. If that’s even possible. Your finger strokes the trigger uncertainly. 
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    “Bekka,” you say. “I know you don’t want to fight.” 
 
    “Zat iz true. Vich is vhy I haf zis pointed at your face,” she says, nudging the flamethrower. 
 
    “No,” you say, reaching for your belt. “You don’t want to use that either. You want… this.” 
 
    Bekka cocks her head curiously, her ears flicking forward. But when she sees the leather leash in your hand she sucks in a breath through her fangs, her eyes widening in surprise. 
 
    “Vhere… vhere did you get that?” 
 
    “That doesn’t really matter. Does it?” you say, slowly swinging it in your free hand, approaching the kobold slowly. “You don’t really need to know where I got it. You want to know something else.” 
 
    “V-vat is zat?” she asks. 
 
    “You want to know… if I’m going to put it on you.” 
 
    She’s shaking a little. Her tail is swishing the air behind her like a furry feather duster as she stares, enthralled at the leash. She’s panting, nibbling at her lower lip, the flamethrower rattling in her paws. Soon enough you’re before her. You touch the barrel of her weapon and ease it down to point at the ground. 
 
    “Does puppy slut want the leash put on?” you ask in a teasing voice, swinging the leash like a pendulum before her, her eyes tracking it like she’s already hypnotized. 
 
    “Nnnn,” the kobold whimpers. “I am… I don’t…” 
 
    “Let me rephrase that question. Does my bitch want me to leash her?” 
 
    A needy whimper escapes her. She takes a shuddering breath. 
 
    “Oh,” you say. “Do you like that? Do you like being called… bitch?” 
 
    “Nnn… y-yes,” she whimpers. 
 
    “And do you know why?” 
 
    “N-no?” 
 
    “Because you’re just a needy little slut. A pathetic bitch who needs to be leashed up and walked around like a good pet. You need to kneel and whimper at the foot of your master. Someone who knows what a needy slut you are. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    Her face burns with your words, but she can’t help but nod. 
 
    “Good bitch,” you say, and oh how she whimpers with delight at your praise. “But bitches don’t need clothes. Do they? And they don’t stand on two legs either. And only a real bitch gets the leash put on. Doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” Bekka gasps. 
 
    “Then you know what you have to do.” 
 
    It’s been a long time since you’ve done something like this with a woman. Either giving or receiving. There’s a certain kind of woman who just needs the lash. Who adores to be punished and degraded. To be named a bitch, and love every minute of it. And Bekka has to be the most desperate case of a sub you’ve ever seen. She’s practically panting as she hastily strips out of her overalls, revealing her slender curves and budding breasts. Her brown fur dishevelled but all the more appealing for it. She gets to her knees before you, looking up at your soulfully, broken by a few words. 
 
    “Please,” she whimpers. 
 
    “Ah ah,” you say. “Bitches don’t use words.” 
 
    “Woof!” Bekka barks, the humiliation and her love of it written on her muzzle. “Woof!” 
 
    You chuckle, mussing her hair. “Good girl.” 
 
    Without further ado you clip the leash on to Bekka’s collar. The change in the puppyslut is as appealing as it is immediate. Her lashes flutter, a soft moan escaping from between her lips. You smirk and stroke her head. 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    “Woof,” she says. 
 
    “What’s that girl? You want me to fuck you?” 
 
    “Woof!” Bekka pants. 
 
    “Good girl. Now get on the bed. Ah ah!” you say as she starts to rise. “No. Bitches crawl.” 
 
    Humiliation washes off Bekka in waves as she meekly crawls towards the simple cot in the corner, reined in by your steady grasp on her leash. Her firm ass sways, her tail wagging eagerly, revealing her pink cunny. You smirk and hurry her on to the bed with a sharp spank on her rear. 
 
    “Ah!” Bekka gasps. 
 
    “Quiet,” you growl, mounting the bed behind her, fairly feeling her quiver with need as you unlace your pants and draw free your cock. “Bitches don’t complain when they get what they want. And you want this, don’t you? You want me to stuff your whore cunt with my cock. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Woof!” she gasps. 
 
    “You can talk now, slut. I want to hear it.” 
 
    “Y-yes!” your puppy slut whimpers. “I vant it! Please. Fill me vith your cock. Stuff my slutty pussy. I am just a bitch. A bitch needing to be fucked. Please daddy. I vant it. I neeeeed it!” 
 
    You can’t help but grin as you rub the mushroom head of your shaft against her flushed pussy. “Good girl.” 
 
    As you enter her you pull back on the leash, forcing her back onto your cock. She sucks in a sharp breath, gasping, almost choking as you fill her with your cock. But you don’t let up. Don’t relax the tension of the leather as you draw back your hips and thrust anew. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” Bekka howls with pleasure as you ream her tight quim. Fucking her hard and down into the bed. “Oooooh masterrrrrr!” 
 
    “Take it, slut. Take my cock!” 
 
    “Yesssss!” Bekka whimpers, yelps, her tail going like crazy, her ears twitching as your cock plunges in and out of her depths. Her pussy is like a furnace. Her mouth is stuck open, drooling with glee at her own humiliation and the sensation of her brutal fucking. The fur of her ass tickles your stomach as you plow her, fucking her raw. 
 
    “Fuck. So tight, slut. So… mnnn… fucking… tight!” 
 
    “Wooooooo!” Bekka howls. “Arooooooo!” 
 
    Her howl rises high as she cums, tightening around your plunging shaft as her orgasm sweeps through her. Every stinging spank of your hips on her ass making her buck and whimper and whine. You haul on the leash, feeling how she quivers with delight, her pussy tightening on your cock. Under these assaults, it’s inevitable that you’ll reach your peak. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you cry, hilting within her. “Fucking take it, bitch!” 
 
    “Arooooooooo!” Bekka howls as your hot cum pumps into her eager depths. Driving her over the edge and to her second orgasm. Her howl rises to a needy whine as she claws at the blankets, her tail whipping the air with her peak. 
 
    You relax, gasping in the afterglow of your orgasm. You release the leash and Bekka collapses on the bed, whimpering and moaning, her eyes glazed and mouth drooling with the intensity of her orgasm. 
 
    As you look down at her spent form, you remember the reason you’re there. You unsheathe both your cock and sword, and tenderly poke the near insensate kobold on her rump. 
 
    “Roooooo,” Bekka moans, arching a little as the curse is purged from her, the sign written above her mons dissolving into black smoke. 
 
    “How you doing?” you ask the panting pup slut. 
 
    “I… I am… doing vell,” she finally answers, practically gasping out her reply. She lifts her head from the cushions, her ears twitching as the light of madness fades from her eyes. “V-vait. I vas… Ze curse,” she gasps in surprise. “It’s gone!” 
 
    “Yeah,” you say. “My sword is blessed. It’s supposed to free you.” 
 
    “Oh,” she gasps. “Oh vow. Zat iz… vow. I can finally zink clearly.” 
 
    “Good to hear,” you say, tucking your cock back into your pants. “Um, by any chance would that thinking clearly remind you of where the portal to the next floor is?” 
 
    “Ze portal? I… yez. But, hold on,” she says, propping herself up and looking back at you, her triangular ears flicking. “Vhy vould you be going zere?” 
 
    “I’m trying to scale the tower. Morgana kidnapped my bride so I need to get her back.” 
 
    “Zen… you vill be facing ze bitch!” 
 
    “No, I just faced you.” 
 
    Her face warms. “N-not zat! I mean zee bee bitch. Ze vone who rules ze next level.” 
 
    “You know her?” 
 
    “Know her!” Bekka snaps, pulling herself to her knees, that light of madness kindling in her eyes anew, tempered with rage. “I hate zat bitch! Alvays going on about how she iz zo great. How she has zo many stupid sluts fawning over her chitinous feet. How big her fucking teets are. Vell let me tell you. She iz nothing but a stupid beembo bitch!” 
 
    “I… see,” you say. “But I do still have to deal with her…” 
 
    “Ha! You vould not haf a prayer of facing her.” 
 
    “Well, I think I’ve done pretty good so far…” 
 
    “No, not zat,” she says, climbing to her feet, swaying a little on her paws thanks to the intensity of her fucking. She stumbles away from you and towards her work table. “Ze bitch iz a coward. She hides vithin a hive she has constructed, and ze halls are a maze of honeycomb. Anyvone who vanders in vould never find her throne room. Zey would simply stumble about forever, and all ze vile ze humming of her drones vould slowly destroy ze mind of zose stoopid enough to enter. Zey vould be reduced to brainless bimbos stupidly fucking zemselves.” 
 
    “That does sound like a problem,” you say as Bekka roots through her desk, tossing aside half-finished mechanisms and components. 
 
    “Yez. But you shall not face zat fate. I vill not allow it! It iz high time zat bitch be brought down to earth. Aha!” She spins around, triumphant, and you lean in to see what she’s holding. 
 
    It looks like a piece of polished coal, albeit riddled with strange fissures from which a heat emanates like the cracks in a volcano. “What is it?” you say. 
 
    “Ze core of a fire golem. And!” she adds, grabbing her abandoned flamethrower, fitting the core into the dragon’s mouth. “Added to zis, it shall create a flame powerful enough to melt even zat whore’s fucking honey valls. Allowing you to face her instead of being enthralled by her stoopid music!” 
 
    You accept the weapon gingerly, feeling the heft of it. “I see. Thank you, Bekka.” 
 
    “No, zank you. You haf both freed me from Morgana’s curse, but also vill be delivering a stinging slap to zat smug bee bitch’s face. Now,” she says, grabbing a lever jutting from a wall and slamming it down. “To ze next floor!” 
 
    A portion of the bricked wall slides back, revealing the swirling blue of a portal framed in obsidian thorns. Hefting your new weapon, you step forward, and through the waiting gate. 
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    Fire Away! 
 
      
 
    You think this is the dividing wall. But you know that if you keep wandering around these honeyed halls you won’t last much longer before the hum of the hive subsumes you. You heft Bekka’s flamethrower, the core in the dragon’s mouth glowing bright as you take aim, and pull the trigger. 
 
    The recoil hurls you off your feet and slams you into the opposite wall with an oof. A ring of pure heat flashes from the barrel, impacting the golden wall. In a flash the honey coated barrier is vaporized leaving a massive gaping hole, melted honey oozing around the edges. 
 
    “Ugh,” you groan. “Might have warned me about that,” you grouse. But you can’t deny the effectiveness of the weapon. You toss off the now useless flamethrower and pull yourself to your feet. Careful to not touch the still steaming walls, you step through the hole and into the room beyond. 
 
    Huge would be an understatement. The room is positively massive. A cathedral-like dome towers overhead in a waxed ceiling that rains down golden light. Intricate hexagons form the walls in dizzying patterns. A number of which appear to sport the silhouette of unmistakeably female figures moving behind them, writhing in pleasure. From these the humming of wings emanates, so powerful you can practically feel the vibration in your teeth. 
 
    But your eyes are inevitably drawn down. Down. Down to the floor level, where a pool of pure royal jelly sits. From fountains on either side golden ambrosia flows freely into the pool wherein awaits the honey queen, Beatrix. She’s everything you dreamed of and more. A waspish body of plush curves unencumbered by clothes, only stripes of yellow and black fuzz framing her mons and shoulders. Her skin is a rich brown like fresh poured chocolate, her face stunning in its beauty. Her nipples are gold as the honey of the walls, and leak a sweet ambrosia. 
 
    She sits in the fountain, a scepter in her hand and a crown on her head. Within her fountain two drones service her. They’re smaller than her, their diaphanous wings humming with pleasure as they bathe in the honey of their queen, meekly mewling and licking at her heavy brown breasts, a third kneeling between her thighs, adoring her pussy with flicks of her tongue. Right above said glistening slit you can just make out the winged mark of Morgana’s curse. 
 
    Beatrix ignores her honey thralls for the moment, too stunned by the sudden melting of her wall and your intrusion. At first you and she can only stare at one another in stunned silence. Then, she laughs. It’s a rich, throaty sound. One that shocks you right to your toes in a strange delight you can’t quite define. She holds a hand to her perfect, soft lips with mirth. “Oh my!” the queen cries, her voice a hum of pure delight. One that matches the chorus still thrumming through the air. “What an entrance. I suppose the poor little puppyslut likely had something to do with it. Hm?” 
 
    “Uh. Yeah. You must be Beatrix,” you say, recovering somewhat. 
 
    She lounges back in her fountain of honey, positively soaked in the stuff as her three slaves service her. “I am. Queen Beatrix. Welcome, intruder, to my home.” She gestures grandly at her towering hall with pride. You notice the timber of the room’s hum has grown deeper as she watches you, an amused smile lifting her lips. “Have you come to serve me, foolish man? Perhaps you wish to kneel before your queen and submit to my beauty?” 
 
    Her smirk is so confident, as if any other answer would be inconceivable. Her wings begin to thrum, suffocating the air in a sudden swell of the mind-numbing music of the hive. You bite your lip as the sound vibrates through you. Calling you. Urging you to submit to this bronzed beauty and her throne. 
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    Keep Going 
 
      
 
    You play with the trigger of the flamethrower, then lower the barrel. No. No, not yet. You’re not sure enough to risk your only shot at confronting the queen of the hive. 
 
    You trudge on through the golden halls, every step heavier than the last. It’s so beastly hot in the hive. How didn’t you notice it before? And that humming sound… it’s so pervasive. So everywhere. You can practically feel it. Feel those vibrations through the walls. Wearing away your resistance. Grinding you down like playful whispers. Gentle touches. Gentle kisses… 
 
    You keep going. Have to keep going. Have to keep walking. But… but you can’t. Too heavy. But have to walk. Must move. You shrug the flamethrower off your shoulder, letting it thud to the glazed floor. You slow for a moment, but no. Too heavy. Have to keep walking. Walking all that’s important. Walking. Moving. 
 
    The halls of honey twist and turn before you. Soon the heat is too much. Gasping, you shed your leather jacket, but the relief is soon lost. You have to take off more. No good to fall from heat stroke. You shrug off your shirt next. Then your pants. Still too much. Still too hot. Your underwear goes next, and now you’re naked. Now you’re finally comfortable. 
 
    In fact, the warmth actually feels good on your naked skin. The way it radiates from the walls. The way the humming of the hive tickles your hairs. Makes you pant. Makes your head feel stuffed with fluff. Thoughts thick and sloshing like they were encased in oozing honey. Oozing, dripping, thick sweet honey. 
 
    You’re hard. So very hard. Your cock juts out like a dowsing rod, quivering from the humming vibrations. You can’t walk around like that. It’s indecent. Somehow. You need to take care of this before continuing on. 
 
    You press your back against the wall, biting your lip as the humming seems to vibrate through it and into you. Your hand wraps around your cock, and you begin to stroke. To slide your fingers up and down your vibrating shaft. Oh that feels good. Oh that feels so good. So right. 
 
    “Hah,” you pant. “Hah… ah… mnnnn.” 
 
    You’re so hard. So horny. Just need to stroke yourself. Just need to cum. If you cum you can relax. Good boys cum. They cum and they cum and they cum all their silly brains out. Cum out all the thoughts with their silly little cocks. Silly boys think with their cocks. Silly sluts surrender. Silly sluts submit. 
 
    You don’t question these thoughts. Where they come from. Why they seem to not be in your voice. How they seem to murmur in a woman’s teasing tones, as rich and thick as syrupy honey. You slowly slide down the wall, moaning as you furiously masturbate in the queen’s hive. Your queen. Your mistress. 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan as you cum, spurting you pathetic seed all over the floor. But you can’t stop. Can’t stop stroking. Can’t stop masturbating. You need to cum. Cum for mistress. Cum for your queen. 
 
    “Ahn. Nnn. Mnnnnn!” 
 
    That is how the drones find you. Sitting on the floor, naked, eyes glazed with drunken haze, furiously masturbating onto the floor. You look without seeing at the women who gather around you, their skin a rich mocha brown, their eyes gold as fresh poured honey, their bodies tufted with gentle yellow and black fuzz. 
 
    “Sisters,” one giggles. “Look! A new thrall.” 
 
    “Oh how mistress shall be pleased,” another beams. 
 
    “So happy! Oh, but he is still hard.” 
 
    “We must change that.” 
 
    “Oh, we must.” 
 
    You look between them, uncomprehending, your mind reduced to molten nothing. But you moan as your hand is eased off your spurting cock. As one of the drones slowly lowers herself onto your lap, sighing happily as your cock fills her. 
 
    And then she’s bouncing. Bouncing. Fucking you. Moaning happily, playing with her soft brown breasts. And two more are on either side of you. Kissing you. Licking you. Playing with your stiff little nipples as they giggle and moan. 
 
    And you’re giggling with them. Gasping. Moaning. Lost. Lost to the song of the hive. To the bodies of the drones. Your whimper as you cum into the drone is like the dying cry of an animal as the last of your thoughts slip away. As you surrender completely to the embrace of the drones. To the song of the hive. To the golden glory of Beatrix. Your queen. Your mistress. 
 
    Then hands are picking you up. Guiding you away. Into a large chamber where the song of the hive thrums from the floor and up. And you are put into a hexagonal compartment, wax sealing you inside. Then the honey pours in. The honey you drown in. Change in. 
 
    And your life begins anew. 
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    You reach out and take the flamethrower from the kobold’s hands. Bekka’s ears droop in disappointment, but she nods. “I understand,” she says. Then perks up. “And ven you run across zat bee bitch, give her a good thumping, vill you? Show her who iz boss.” 
 
    You grin, the flamethrower settling comfortably in your hands. “Will do. Where’s the portal?” 
 
    “Here,” Bekka says, pulling a massive lever. A section of the wall slides away, revealing the swirling blue portal framed in black thorns. “I have been uzing it az a garbage disposal. Let ze bitch clean it up. Be careful, though. Zat honey coated slut iz adept at making slaves.” 
 
    “Thanks for the warning,” you say, hefting your new weapon, and stepping through the swirling gate. 
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    Leave with Bekka 
 
      
 
    You consider the hopeful kobold thoughtfully, then shrug. “Fuck it,” you say, taking the green potion once more from your belt. 
 
    “Really?” Bekka gasps, her tail wagging furiously. “You mean it?” 
 
    “Does this answer your question?” you say as you down the entirety of the Bestial potion. 
 
    The change comes more easily this time. Your body grows, muscles thickening. Fur sprouting across your frame. You flex as you swell in size and girth, your teeth sharpening into wolfish fangs, your face elongating into a sharp muzzle. Bekka steps back, her eyes wide, her tongue lolling with desire as you grow to your full height. A mass of bestial muscle and savage fur. You lift your head, letting loose a howl of pure, animal power. 
 
    “Oh gods above,” Bekka breathes. 
 
    “No gods,” you say, pulling her against you, her face just reaching your waist. “Only me.” 
 
    Bekka whimpers, her tail wagging furiously as she is again subjected to the olfactory assault of your musk, concentrated in particular from your furry cock. “Yes, my beast,” she breathes, stroking your chest, her paws shyly running along your length. “Vith your strength and my genius, ve vill be unstoppable!” 
 
    You laugh throatily. “Sounds good,” you grunt, stroking her singed fur as she practically drools over your scarlet shaft. “Sounds very good.” 
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    Drone 
 
      
 
    The humming fills the hive. A song of pleasure. Of glory. Of power of the queen. Its singular tone vibrates through you as you walk down the hall with your fellow drones. None of you have names. None of you need names. You are all merely extensions of the queen’s will. 
 
    And today, you have a task. 
 
    You find the intruder in one of the antechambers. Her clothes are scattered on the honeycombed floor. She leans against a stalagmite of raw, crystallized honey like a melting candle, moaning helplessly as she rubs her drooling pussy on the irregular bumps of the oozing pillar, her eyes dim from the constant assault of the hive’s hum. Her lips parted, tongue lolling as she grinds herself to oozing orgasm. 
 
    You giggle. “Aw,” you say. “Poor silly girl. Look at you. Did someone get lost?” 
 
    “Silly, silly girl,” your sister drone hums. 
 
    The intruder turns vaguely towards your voices. She blinks slowly, a small measure of sanity returning to those eyes as she beholds you both. And no wonder she does, for you and your sister are no doubt like nothing she’s ever seen. 
 
    You and your sister both sport waspish waists tufted with black and golden fuzz. Your breasts swell from your chests, heavy and dripping the sweet ambrosia of beembo honey. But while your sister sports a pussy slick with honeyed juices, your own is a delicate fuck stick, tiny as a thumb, but dripping pre like a leaking pen. 
 
    “What…” the intruder gasps. “What…” 
 
    “Oh, don’t talk,” you say as your diaphanous wings thrum anew. 
 
    “Don’t think,” your sister hums, her wings moving in tandem. 
 
    The intruder’s thoughts, already muffled, already weak as fresh churned cream, collapse under your assault. The hum fills her, and you can only envy her. For you live with the song of the hive echoing through you always. But to first hear the song, to first know the glory of the hive, oh what a height that is. 
 
    You pity her for her ignorance of the glory of your queen. But you don’t worry. For soon she will know. Soon, she will understand the love of the hive. 
 
    “Poor thing,” you coo, taking her by the shoulder, easing her from the pillar. 
 
    “Silly thing,” your sister croons, taking the girl’s other arm. 
 
    “You don’t need to struggle.” 
 
    “Don’t need to fight.” 
 
    “You just need to please,” you murmur into her ear. 
 
    “Just be happy.” 
 
    “Just be a silly, mindless, thrall.” 
 
    “And be just so happy as one.” 
 
    The woman moans in your arms, but she doesn’t resist as you and your sister guide her down to the floor. As you kneel before her, your tiny cock pushes towards her face, your smile beatific as she smells your honey laced pre. As she moans, crawling to your lap, and starts to lick and suck at your cock. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan as her tongue wraps around your leaking cock, her lips soon locked on it as the sweetness of your honey cum oozes into her mouth. Lovely. Addictive. Enthralling. “Yessss. That’s a good girl. Good silly girl. Lick me. Oh yesssss! Suck me. Such a… mnnn… good girl… Such a silly slut.” 
 
    “She is so silly,” your sister croons, settling her large breasts on the girl’s back, her arms wrapping around the woman, catching swaying breasts in her brown fingers and teasing nubby nipples. 
 
    “So silly,” you agree, giggling as the intruder whimpers and moans, her voice hitching as your sister abandons a breast to let skillful fingers delve into the intruder’s glistening cunny. “But she doesn’t need to be smart.” 
 
    “Oh no,” your sister breathes, leaning in closer. “Not at all. She just needs to be…” 
 
    “A silly…” you whisper, lips trembling an inch from your fellow drone’s. 
 
    “Big titted…” 
 
    “Beembo…” 
 
    Your lips lock. You moan as her kiss sings through you. Nearly as wonderful as those desperate lips drooling over your tiny prick. Your sister moans, in similar straights as your humming wings harmonize, vibrating through you, a song of most wonderful submission. You cry out into her mouth, a squeak of submissive glee as you cum, pumping your fat, sticky, honey load into the intruder’s eager mouth, swallowed down with a glutton’s appetite. 
 
    You shift her between you, and suddenly the intruder finds herself delving into your sister’s honeypot with as much gusto as she did your cock. You giggle, leaning against her back, your modest breasts pressing into her as you align your stubby little cock with her pussy and start to thrust. Thrust. Timed to the song of your wings. The song of the queen. The song of submission. 
 
    Your wings speed up as you near your orgasm. You can feel your sister and the woman between you nearing their own. All of you tuned perfectly to each other’s pleasure. 
 
    “Yes. Yesss! Ooooooh!” you moan as you bury your tiny prick inside the moaning woman. 
 
    “Oooooh!” your sister drone cries. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” the woman moans. 
 
    As one you cum. You spurting your addicting cum into her pussy. Your sister crying out as the woman devours her muff. And finally her, the newest thrall of the hive, moaning mindlessly as she is taken and seeded and submits utterly. 
 
    You smile contented, an expression mirrored with your sister. Together you pick up the moaning woman, your wings humming as you lift her, carrying through the air and one of the innumerable hidden passages. Into the upper chambers of the hive where you gently nestle the unresisting slut into a honeycomb. 
 
    Other drones gather around. All impossibly beautiful. All with eyes glazed with gold. Enthralled to the queen. Enthralled to the hive. As one they lift their breasts, moaning as they massage those tanned orbs, panting as honey squirts from needy nipples, pouring down to seal the newest thrall into the honeycomb, covering her in sweetness as the change begins. Soon she will emerge from the chamber, fluffed with black and gold. Wings humming from her back. Hips widened and waist narrowed, and breasts gloriously engorged with honey. 
 
    And you will take her and join with her. Mate with her. Fuck her and she will fuck you. For the hive knows only pleasure. 
 
    And submission to the Queen. 
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    “Master? Master?” 
 
    You grunt and your eyes slide open. The smiling faces of Gala and Tia are certainly one of the better ways to wake up in the morning, and you smile lazily. 
 
    “Girls,” you say. 
 
    The two golems beam. “Master,” they chime in perfect unison. “The creator has requested your presence. She has built something that she thinks you will enjoy.” 
 
    “Has she?” you grunt, sitting up. 
 
    The two golems step back as you rise to your full height, your massive, muscled frame moving with all the slow power of the immense. You roll your shoulders, shaking your head, dark fur fluttering. Your room is a simple affair. Just a bed and few racks for your arms and armour. As it should be. You spend little time there. More often you sleep in Bekka’s room, your kobold lover between your legs, worshipping at the pillar of your canine cock. 
 
    Speaking of which, you’re already beginning to harden with the thought of seeing your delightful bitch once more. You grin, baring your fangs as you walk out of your room, not bothering to dress. You rarely do these days. Let the world see you in all your glory. All your might. 
 
    Not that there’s many to do that. Bekka doesn’t need anyone to run her machinery. When she first took over this old mine (after you brutally slaughtered the goblins who’d been squatting there) she’d gotten to work, turning it into her labyrinthine lair. Threaded with glowing gas lamps. Stuffed with pistons, gears and works. Lava oozes through passageways spanned by steel bridges, the heat making you sweat, thickening your musk. Pistons delve drills into the ground and drag up the treasures of the earth for Bekka to use in her projects. 
 
    You find her in her favorite workshop. Once the main cavern of the mine, it resembles her workshop from Morgana’s lair. The same massive forge. The same tables loaded with half finished projects and schematics. The same spidery arms descending from the ceiling, hoisting machinery and engines into the air. 
 
    The only major difference is the massive portrait she’s hung beside her blackboard. One showing you in all your feral glory, wolfish head tilted back in a suitably heroic pose, and also utterly naked. 
 
    Your eyes linger on the portrait, grinning. How it does the ego good to have such a devoted bitch. Speaking of whom… You look about the shop thoughtfully, at last spotting your bitch bent over a table, labouring on something, her solder crackling as she works. 
 
    You approach slowly, walking up behind her. The scent of the metalwork must be strong, because her nose doesn’t even twitch from your musk until she sets down her project, sighs, and leans back, her head nestling right against your cock. 
 
    She starts, gasping as your massive paw rests on her shoulder. “How goes it, Bekka?” 
 
    She shivers in delight, tilting her head and nuzzling her thick cock. “Mmm. So very good, my mate.” 
 
    “Good to hear. Gala and Tia say you have something for me. What?” 
 
    The kobold moans in delight, nuzzling your bitchbreaker. “Mmm. It is… it is over here…” 
 
    Her paw fumbles about the things scattered on the table until she finally grasps it. She pulls it back, revealing a curious looking collar. Threaded with coils of copper like springs bent out of shape, it also has a number of lights and switches loaded about it. 
 
    “You made me collar?” you say. 
 
    She giggles. “No. I haf made me one.” 
 
    You smirk as you take it from her. “Is that right?” 
 
    “Oh yes!” she says, spinning about in her chair in order to face you, her tail wagging eagerly, her eyes filled with adoration. “I vas just zinking, so very often, vhen I am properly sucking your cock, I cannot properly pleasure myself. So, I have come up vith a solution. Zis little device, ven attached about mine throat, vill respond to certain auditory stimuli, and vill pleasure me and fill me vith such joy ven you… ah, say a certain trigger vord.” 
 
    “Oh?” you say, leaning down, enjoying how she shivers as you wrap the collar firmly about her throat. “And what word is that? Is it, maybe…” You lean in closer, watching her swoon under the effect of your pungent musk. “Good girl?” 
 
    The collar hums. Bekka gasps, arching, her lips parting with a shuddering gasp of pure pleasure. Her whole body seems to vibrate for a sweet moment. “Mmm! Z-zat is exactly r-right, Arthur.” 
 
    “I told you to call me something else.” 
 
    She bites her lip in longing. “M-master?” she whimpers. 
 
    “Good girl.” 
 
    She gasps, falling out of her chair as pure pleasure wracks her body. She moans, squirming in her overalls. You chuckle in amusement. The poor little subby girl. She just can’t help herself. She always finds new ways to reduce herself to a moaning mess at your feet. 
 
    “Good tool. Very good,” you inform her as she crawls to her knees. Your paw pushes against the back of her head, moving her face once more against your cock. “Now. Your reward.” 
 
    “Mmm,” she moans, still thrumming from the effect of the collar. Lovingly she pushes her face beneath your cock, her tongue stroking your balls, gently taking one in her mouth and giving it a good, long, suck. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you growl, hand stroking her fur, teasing her ears. “Good girl.” 
 
    “Mmmmmnnnnn!” Bekka moans, ass twitching with pleasure as the collar thrums pure ecstasy through her. Your nostrils twitch, catching the tang of her arousal slickening her cunt. You laugh, the sound a low, growling chortle as your adoring bitch licks and tongues your balls, soon moving on to your throbbing red dog dick. 
 
    You never imagined this would be where you would end up. As a massive wolfman, being orally serviced by an eager kobold bitch, her collar humming as you praise her until she whimpers, cumming without you even needing to plow her quivering cunt. But as you carry your lovely bitch back to her room, throw her onto the bed, tear her overalls off her and mount her like she’s a bitch in heat, you can’t say you’re disappointed. 
 
    A new life awaits you as Bekka’s lupine master. But your adventure here is at an end. 
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    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    You act fast, grabbing the swirling pink potion and popping the cap. You toss back the drink, the pink potion tingling on your tongue. You gasp. 
 
    And change. 
 
    You moan as suffocating heat spreads through your body. As your chest swells with plump breasts and your ass and hips expand into a perfectly spankable bubble butt. Your cock shrinks, inverting inside you to form a perfect glistening cunt. Your waist narrows into a perfect hourglass figure, your leather armor sitting strangely over your newfound frame. 
 
    Bekka gapes. “Vat… vat did you just do?” 
 
    “I…I’m a woman,” you pant. 
 
    “…And… zat is supposed to stop me from killing you?” 
 
    “I…I don’t know. I panicked!” you admit. 
 
    Bekka purses her lips. Her triangular ears flick. “Mmm,” she says, looking you up and down. “Maybe zere iz something here, zough…” 
 
    “Huh?” you say. 
 
    Bekka doesn’t answer immediately. Instead her finger moves to another part of her weapon. She flicks a switch, and twin darts shoot from the dragon’s eyes, thudding into your exposed neck. 
 
    “Wha… aw… fuck,” you groan as the drug takes effect. Your legs give way and you collapse onto the steel floor. 
 
    Bekka lowers her gun and grabs you by the jacket, dragging you towards her work table. “Zis is actually qvuite convenient. I haf been in need of an assistant for some time now. After all, vat kind of a genius does not haf her own personal sexy lab assistant?” 
 
    “Ughhhh,” you groan, your head swimming from the cocktail of the drugs. “Never… be your… assistant…” 
 
    Bekka chuckles as she drops you by the table and starts rooting around various devices thereupon. “Oh, you say zat now. But I zink I vill change your mind soon enough. Let’s see. Aha! Here it is. Using it to hold my pencils together.” 
 
    She turns around, revealing a dark collar of banded leather inlaid with what looks like silver. You’re starting to get the feeling back in your limbs, which means you’re just able to flop around a bit in protest as she easily restrains you and snaps the collar around your throat. 
 
    “Zere!” she says, standing, hands on her narrow hips as she grins wolfishly down at you. “Zat should do it.” 
 
    You touch the dark collar, confused. “What… what is this?” 
 
    “Bad girl!” 
 
    You scream as electricity shocks you. 
 
    Bekka grins at your moaning form. “It is a discipline collar. If you are disobedient in any vay, zen it vill punish you. And if you are a good girl…” 
 
    The moment she says those words ecstasy spills through you. You moan, shuddering as the collar tingles sweet pleasure through your body, your nipples, stiffening, rubbing against the inside of your shirt as your thighs tremble with delight. 
 
    “Zere. Isn’t zat nice? Now, strip.” 
 
    “Wh-what! I won’t-“ 
 
    “Bad girl.” 
 
    Again, that pain. Pain so intense your head throbs and you nearly blackout. Fairly sobbing, your fumbling fingers strip away your leather armour and the clothes beneath, revealing your new curves and buxom, feminine frame. 
 
    Bekka admires you, licking her jowls like a wolf presented a rabbit. “Very nice,” she says, and you moan as she adds a, “Good girl. You vill make a most excellent assistant. But first, ve must test your abilities in… other… matters.” 
 
    Trembling from the abrupt and intense switches in pain and pleasure, you dare only watch as Bekka sits down on her work chair and slides down the zipper of her sooty overalls, revealing her furry breasts and quim. She reaches down, a paw stroking her cunny, already glistening as she enjoys your humiliation. “Now. On your knees, bitch. It is time to service your mistress.” 
 
    You don’t dare disobey. The memory of pain is too fresh. Trembling you roll over onto your hands and knees and crawl between Bekka’s thighs. The kobold grins, watching as you lean forward and glide your tongue up along her tight quim. 
 
    “Mnnnn,” Bekka moans as you lick her. “Zat’s a gooood girl.” 
 
    You ass tightens and blood quickens as another wave of submissive delight washes down from the collar. You find yourself licking her more eagerly, frantic for another word of praise, even if sarcastic. You try and remind yourself that this can only be temporary. You can’t start enjoying that praise too much. You have to look for a chance. An opportunity to turn the tables on the cruel kobold. 
 
    But until then, you bury your tongue in her pussy, touching her parted thighs in order to give you more space to work with. She doesn’t taste like most women you’ve known over the years. She has a wild, somewhat spicy taste. One that clings to your tongue in a not unpleasant way. It suits her, and you find increasingly that you enjoy it. 
 
    “Oooooh yesssss,” Bekka moans, head tilting back, tongue lolling out from between her jaw. Her hips move, pushing her cunt against your face and your teasing tongue. Her paw grips your head, rubbing your face against her muff. “Oh yes. Zat’s a good girl. A very goooood giiiiirl!” 
 
    You moan as waves of delight sweep through you. As your own pussy moistens. As your nipples harden and pulse with pleasure. Your ass starts to unconsciously rock as if trying to grind against something not there. Your breath grows hot. Panting. Your lips kiss and your tongue delves into the kobold’s cunt with ever greater devotion, the brand of the witch’s curse staring you right in the face as your tongue swirls and lips devour her wonderful cunny. 
 
    “Yes. Yessssss! Oh fuck! Yesss! Zat’s it! Right zere! Lick me right… mnnnnn!” 
 
    Bekka’s cry of pleasure sings through you. Your breasts ache with adoration as she cums, spurting onto your tongue. Frantically you lick up her juices, moaning as her praise rains down on you. As your hips hump the air ever more desperately. At last, it’s too much, and your hand drives between your thighs, furiously strumming your convulsing pussy until you join Bekka in her orgasm. 
 
    “Ooooo!” you moan, your juices splattering onto the cold floor. 
 
    Panting, Bekka looks down at you, smirking at the flush in your cheeks. She pats your head. “Good job, bitch. You make a very good girl.” 
 
    You whimper as again the collar soothes your prideful bristle, reducing you once more to a meek, eager slut. “Th-thank you, Bekka. Ah!” you gasp as you see her yellow eyes narrow. “I mean… mistress?” 
 
    Bekka smirks again. “Mmm. Zat sounds good. Yes. Mistress. And you are my bitch assistant, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, barely hesitating. And your reward is immediate, as Bekka smiles, and says those words that once more send you moaning in ecstasy. 
 
    “Good girl.” 
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    Submit to Beatrix 
 
      
 
    You stare at the honey queen, and know you can’t resist. Maybe it’s the humming of her wings and those of her drones. The way the honey glistens off her black carapace and fuzz thatched body. Or maybe you’re just a submissive little bitch who always needed a beautiful woman to tell you what you needed. 
 
    Either way, the result is the same. Your hands move almost automatically and undo your belt. The clatter of your sword falling to the floor never reaches your eyes. Never even sparks a hint of curiosity as your hands move to your pants and undo them, shedding them, your eyes never leaving Beatrix. Her beauty dazzling you. Her loveliness enthralling you. Only when your shirt comes up, over, and is tossed aside do you break your stare, but then it’s gone, and once more you bask in the beauty of the queen. 
 
    You drop to one knee, staring at her. Entranced by her. By her smirk as it widens. As she leisurely lifts a foot clad in carapace like a boot, still dripping from her honey bath. 
 
    “Lick, slave.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    The words fall from your lips before you even register them. But you don’t mind. It’s only more proof you know what to do. That your very nature is at last being brought to the fore. This instinct to be a submissive toy to her. You crawl to her and reverently take her glistening foot. Adoringly you bow your head and run your tongue along the smooth black surface, taste buds singing from the honey still dripping from her foot. 
 
    Beatrix smirks, lounging back in her throne, tugging two drones to her sides, in her arms, letting them nuzzle and mewl against her like addicts. “Good boy,” she says, her voice a hum that fills your head with mindless adoration. “Good boy. Lick it nice and clean now. Your queen does need to look her best.” 
 
    Yes. Yes, she does. Your queen must be more beautiful. Must be the most beautiful woman in all the world. Your heart aches with love for this magnificent creature. Your eyes look up at her in desperate worship as your tongue gleans her fit, your lips kissing her chitin. Your cock is so hard. Throbbing and twitching from the mere act of servicing this goddess. 
 
    Beatrix laughs. “Look at you. How easy it was to make you my pathetic little bitch. Get your little cock all stiff and desperate for me. Gods. It’s a wonder Morgana cared to get you here. It’s almost too easy. But then,” she sighs, tossing some of her rich blonde hair. “I am that beautiful.” 
 
    “Gods yes,” you breathe between long strokes of your tongue, your mind scattered by the humming of her wings. The taste of the honey. “So beautiful. So lovely. Couldn’t fight… couldn’t think… Beautiful. So wonderful…” 
 
     Beatrix laughs. “Mmm. Of course I am. And you’re just a pathetic little boy who thought he could be a hero. But we both know you never were. You were just a slave, waiting to be claimed.” 
 
    She pulls her foot from your hands and presses it against your chest. She gives a kick, knocking you onto your back. You prop yourself up on your shoulders, but don’t get any further, because your goddess has just risen from the bath, and you can only stare. 
 
    Honey drools down her stunning body as she struts out of the pool to tower over you. Your mouth is dry, your head swirling with the hum of the hive as she looks down at you, her perfect, impossible, wonderful curves above you. Again that smile. That cruel, superior smile as she lifts her foot and delicately plants it on your cock. 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan. 
 
    “What’s the matter? Oh! Surely you didn’t really think I’d take you in my pussy, did you? Take that cock? Please. It’s so hideously big. Oh no. A good slave should have a tiny cock. An itty bitty, modest little cock. Practically a pussy, really. A cock like yours? Oh no.” 
 
    You’re practically weeping with despair at your ugly, fat cock. “Mistress,” you moan. “I’m sorry…” 
 
    “Shhhh,” she whispers, her toe pressing down on your shaft, rubbing her foot up and down your ugly cock. “Don’t cry, little slave. Don’t worry. It’s not your fault. Mistress will take care of everything. She’ll make sure you don’t have to walk around with that unsightly prick for long. She’ll make sure you have a microscopic little cock by the time we’re done.” 
 
    You’re panting, so hot, so flushed as her toe rubs your cock, pressing it against your stomach. Your balls ache with pent up seed. Your body swims in the blending sensations of humiliation and relentless pleasure. You want it. Oh fuck you want it so very bad. You want her to change you. To make you whatever she wants. Whatever she thinks is best. 
 
    “How does that sound, slut?” she asks, putting a bit more pressure on your cock. 
 
    “Mistress,” you gasp. “Please. Oh please. Anything. Make me what you want. I want to please you. Serve you. Oh goddess. Please. Please! I need it! I need it all!” 
 
    Beatrix smirks. “Good,” she purrs. Her wings thrum, vibrating down her, through her foot, into your cock. 
 
    And you cum. 
 
    Whimpering, twitching, you spurt your pathetic cum all over your stomach, the force of your orgasm nearly reaching your face with ropes of your seed. You moan pathetically under the heel of your golden goddess, trembling with pleasure. 
 
    Then she’s atop you, your face pressed into your muff, and you’re licking her. Kissing her pussy. She moans, grabbing your hair, forcing you deeper into her cunt. 
 
    And oh it is heaven. 
 
    You lose yourself in her pussy. In her honeyed cum. Licking. Sucking. Servicing her. You moan as you feel your cock twitch, receding. As your muscles shrink across your form, becoming better. Slimmer. A perfect bitch boy for your mistress. Your hips pump the air weakly, your voice muffled by her honeypot as you cum again, every spurt of your dick shrinking it. Draining it. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Beatrix moans as she grinds herself atop your face. “Yes! Lick me! Suck my clit! Ooooh lick up all my honey. Ah. That’s it. That’s it my pathetic little beta bitch. A man? You’re not a man. You’re my bootlicker. My pussy licker. Ooooooh yessssss!” 
 
    You’re lost. Strength drains from you along with muscle mass. Devotion to this goddess fills you along with her honey. You moan submissively, too weak to even push her plump, curvy form off you. Not that you’d ever dream of it. Oh no. You could never go against your queen. You live to serve. You are her slave. Her bitch with your little beta dick. 
 
    At last, panting, she releases your hair. She rises slowly and looks down at her handiwork. Gone are your muscles, leaving you svelte and thin. Almost gone is your cock, all that remains a tiny little thing, as big her pinky even hard as it is. She laughs. 
 
    “Such a silly slut,” she says. 
 
    You can only lie there, drooling, so drunk on her honey nothing she says even registers. Chuckling to herself, Beatrix strides back to her honey bath, easing into the oozing waters, shoulders lazily resting on the rim. At once two of her drones pick you up, easily carrying your slender frame to the pool, letting you slide into the honey. Sink into the gooey fountain as you crawl towards your queen. Onto her lap, your lips instantly finding her dusky nipples. 
 
    You suck. 
 
    Suck. 
 
    Guzzling down yet more of her rich honey. Moaning weakly as you sink deeper into the fountain’s gooey depths. Whimpering and moaning as the warm honey seeps into you. Catches you. Holds you tightly in its grip. 
 
    “Good boy,” Beatrix purrs. 
 
    And you glow with love for your queen. And feel more changes take hold in you. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    “Fight you? Oh my queen, I’d never dream of it,” you say. 
 
    Beatrix arches an artfully perfect eyebrow. “Oh?” she asks, lazily crossing her leg. 
 
    “Of course not,” you say, approaching the golden goddess resplendent in her honey fountain. “I’d never dream of it. I only want to serve you.” 
 
    “If I’m not mistaken, I believe I gave you that chance before.” 
 
    “You did. Of course. But I wanted to prove that I could do far better not as your thrall.” 
 
    “Oh? Thinking of a partnership of equals, hm?” 
 
    “Something like that.” 
 
    She laughs. “Well, that would be something to see. I suppose I could give you a chance. But leave your weapons outside my fountain.” 
 
    Damn. Well, too much to hope for that she was a complete idiot. You unbuckle your belt and your blessed sword, leaving them at the rim of the honey pool. Shedding shirt, armour and pants, you step, naked, into the warm honey that pools about the queen. A shiver races through you as your waist sinks in that warm, golden brew. It’s deeper than you expected, tingling against your legs, and in particular your hardened cock. But there’s no time for hesitation. You have a task to accomplish here. 
 
    Beatrix is smirking, her eyes lidded, hungry as you wade to her. She snaps her fingers and the drones attending her glide away. She leans back in the fountain, her breasts just breaching the surface of the honey, nipples dark and diamond hard. Royal jelly oozing from them tantalizingly. 
 
    “Let me guess,” she says. “You intend to fuck me with that hideous cock of yours?” 
 
    “Hideous?” you say. 
 
    “It’s so embarrassingly big,” she sighs. “So crass and unwieldy. A man should have barely a cock at all. A tiny little tool to better serve his betters. Why would I want to subject myself to such a disgusting tool, hm? Why should I be stretched about your unwieldy meat? I may as well just fuck myself with a sausage.” 
 
    You feel your cheeks warm at the way she talks about your cock. Denigrating you with such ease and meticulous care. “Well,” you say. “Fortunately I don’t rely on it completely.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t you?” she asks, the corner of her lips lifting in mirth. 
 
    “No,” you say, lowering yourself to your knees before her, the honey fairly coming up to your chest as you grasp her legs, lift them onto your shoulders. Beatrix hums in interest, accepting your movements with easy grace as her thin waist rises from the golden pool, further, revealing her glistening cunny. Striped fluff frames her hips but leaves her mons shaven and clean, save for Morgana’s brand, the dark wings and thorns a stark reminder of her corruption. 
 
    And yet, your eyes can’t help but be drawn down to those perfect pink folds, still dripping with honey. Begging for your attention. You find yourself licking your lips, then lean in, and give her a long, teasing lick. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Ohhhhhh… 
 
    Your eyelids flutter as the pure, sweet taste of the honey explodes across your tongue. Your ass tightens with delight, as does you cock. So warm and thick. You moan softly, again stroking her. Again licking her. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” Beatrix moans, her hips undulating slowly as you service her. Her fingers twine in your hair, pushing your face firmly against her quim, but you find you don’t mind. In fact, it encourages you to drive your tongue into her slit. Lapping at her juices as they mingle with the honey. So thick. So gooey. So good as it slides down your throat and gathers heavily in your stomach. 
 
    “Mmmm. Good boy,” Beatrix moans. 
 
    “Mmm,” you say, your mouth so firmly pressed against her slit you can’t hope to answer her. She doesn’t seem to mind, laughing richly as she grinds your face against her pussy, your nose rubbing her mons and the dark markings of the curse. 
 
    You can feel her grow closer to her peak by the way her wings thrum. Vibrating through her curvy frame and then your own. Your cock hardens further. Eager for her. Tingling in the honey. You moan softly, driving your tongue deeper into her. Your breath hot. Eager. 
 
    “Yessss,” Beatrix moans, riding your face. “Yesss! That’s it. Good boy. Ooooh you weren’t lying about your tongue. So good. So eager. Ah. Nnnnn… Oh fuck. Yessssss! Getting ah… closer. Oh gods. Oh fuck! Yes! Yessssss!” 
 
    Her voice rises, matching the thrum of her wings perfectly. She slams your face against her pussy as she cums. You gasp, then moan as you drink her essence, drowning yourself in her juices, washing your taste buds in sweetness until they’re numb. 
 
    Panting, Beatrix allows her hips to slow. She loosens her hold in your hair and pulls your head back, smirking at your glazed expression. “Mmm. Not bad. Now, for your treat.” 
 
    A treat? One better than licking out her honeypot? You wonder what could be better. Then she’s lifting your head towards her breasts, and you wonder no more. You’re practically drooling as your lips latch on to her dusky nipple, greedily sucking. 
 
    Sweetness greater than even her pussy bursts in your mouth. You moan, suckling at her teat, your lips latched on desperately as you guzzle her milky honey. Your ass twitches. Your body pressing against hers. She seems so big now. Her curves more impressive. Her breasts bigger. Her hips thicker. She smirks down at you, petting your hair as you lovingly milk her. 
 
    “Mmmm. Such a good boy. A good, silly, slave. Look at you. So eager to drink. So eager to suck. Just like a good bimbo. A good silly, slutty bimbo boy. You love it, don’t you? You love being my honey slut. Hm?” 
 
    “Mmm,” you moan adoringly, your tongue far too busy to form mere words. To leave that lovely nipple and its sweet honey. 
 
    Beatrix laughs, and you giggle drunkenly with her. She eases your head off her nipple despite your plaintive whine. “There there. You’ve been such a good boy. Would you like to fuck me now?” 
 
    “F-fuck you?” you slur. “But… my cock…” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I won’t mind. Now,” she says. 
 
    You smile, shifting, lifting your lower body out of the honey. 
 
    And pause. 
 
    Was… was your cock always that small? That little and pathetic? And were your hips and waist always so slender? So smooth and almost feminine? You stare at yourself, trying to understand the changes. Trying to comprehend what might have happened. 
 
    “The… the honey,” you breathe in sudden understanding. “It… you…” 
 
    “Shhh,” she says, taking your cheeks, turning your face to her. To her glowing golden eyes. “Don’t think. Just… submit…” 
 
    You stare into her eyes, and your head empties. As the thrumming of her wings fills your ears, you follow her touch, coming closer. Closer. Her lips meet yours, and your thoughts are blasted to nothing. Your eyelids flutter. Slide slowly shut, and you melt in her mouth. 
 
    Beatrix giggles as her shapely legs wrap around your slender waist, pulling you close and into her. Your tiny cock slides seamlessly into her tight pussy, and you whimper as her quim devours your prick. You moan into her kiss as you start to frantically thrust into her. Sinking your cock into her boundless honey pot. Your mind lost. Drunk. Subsumed by the thrumming of her wings and the sweetness of her honey. 
 
    “Yes,” Beatrix moans. “Yes. That’s it. Fuck me, my bimbo boy. My silly slut. Fuck me. Give me your tiny cock. Your little dick. Oh yesssss. Yessss! That’s it. That’s my good boy. My bimbo boy. Ah. Nnn. Yesssss!” 
 
    You can’t stop thrusting. Bucking. Panting. Whining as she fucks you. Takes you. Claims you. It’s all too much. You can’t think. Can’t remember. You whine into her kiss as you bury your cock within her once more, and cum. Your body shuddering in the shocks of your orgasm. Your cock spurting your meager seed into her clutching cunt. 
 
    She laughs at your efforts. At how pathetic you are. And your heart soars with joy at servicing this goddess. At being hers. Her bitch. Her slut. Her pretty bimbo slave. Your thoughts fade away. Your memories sloughed like the inches from your cock. Shrinking into nothing. Your head stuffed with gooey love for this curvy goddess above you. You would be anything for her. Do anything for more. For her kiss. For her love. For the taste of her lips. Her honey. Her tits. 
 
    A kiss that ends, and is renewed as she guides your lips to her breast. As you renew your eager sucking. Eager guzzling of her milky cream. 
 
    “Good boy,” mistress moans. “Good bimbo boy… You fought so hard. Don’t fight it anymore. Surrender. Be mine. Be my beembo slut…” 
 
    You giggle, nuzzling her like the drones did. Anything. Anything for her. Anything for your love. Your goddess. 
 
    Your Queen. 
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    Lab Assistant 
 
      
 
    “Now! Throw ze svitch!” 
 
    “Yes mistress!” you cry, grabbing the massive lever and heaving it down. 
 
    Lightning booms in the confines of the room. Crackles through the air. The tesla coils spark and flare and hiss stinging lightning between their peaks. Bekka grins, her eyes hidden behind darkened goggles as she cranks a dial. The air hums and whirrs with power. 
 
    You stand back, watching, awestruck as the platform begins to rise. A ring of steel with corkscrew spikes facing inward begins to vibrate and hum. Cabling feeding into the ring surge. The spikes snap and crackle with power. 
 
    The empty space in the ring suddenly vanishes, sucked away by an eye of darkness held suspended by the corkscrew spikes like a tear in reality itself. 
 
    “Yes!” Bekka cries. “Success!” 
 
    Your heart soars with your mistress’s cry, even as pleasure pours through you from your collar, for your mistress’s happiness is yours, and her disappointment your pain. Lessons you’ve learned thoroughly in your time as her assistant. Thoughts of betrayal or plots against her have long since been swept away by adoration for your mistress’s genius in all things. 
 
    Laughing madly, Bekka turns down the dial, the space within the ring fading along with the power surging through it. At last, with a pop, the void vanishes, and silence once more fills the room. 
 
    “You did it, mistress!” you cry. 
 
    She scoffs, pushing the goggles back onto her forehead. “Of course I did. Vas zere any doubt?” 
 
    “Of course not,” you gush, your hands eagerly clasped before your lab coat. “No one could doubt your genius, mistress. Your brilliance that shines like a beacon in the dark of ignorance.” 
 
    Bekka smirks, basking in your babbling praise. “Hm. How right you are, my assistant. How very right you are. But I am magnanimous, and I vill admit zat it might have taken longer if not for your assistance. As such,” she says, producing a dialed remote from her pocket. “I zink you deserve a revard. Don’t you?” 
 
    You fairly tremble with excitement. “On mistress,” you whimper. “May I?” 
 
    “Zat depends. Are you vearing ze slut suit?” 
 
    You eagerly open your labcoat, throwing it wide. Beneath it you are all but naked, your curvy, feminine frame on full display, your pussy shaven like the rest of your body. The only thing you wear is a pair buds covering the peaks of your full, plump breasts, and a pad masking your pussy, feeding electrodes inside of your cunt. Of course, there’s also a plug within your plum derriere, but that is more than hidden. 
 
    “Always, mistress,” you pant. “Please…” 
 
    “Good girl,” Bekka says, and turns the dial to one. 
 
    In tandem the pads on your nipples and covering your slit come to life, sending a surge of electric pleasure directly through you like white lightning. You moan, thighs locking together as the sensation threatens to send you crashing to the ground. “M-mistresssssss! Yesssss!” you moan whorishly. 
 
    Bekka cackles. “Ah, and zat is but number vone. If ve move to two…” 
 
    The dial clicks, and you cry out as the dildo within your rear comes to life, humming and pressing into you, all the while your nipple and pussy pasties exert themselves yet more. Your legs give way and you fall to your knees, head thrown back, plush breasts thrust out and fairly vibrating as you surrender to the pleasure coursing through you. 
 
    “Yessss!” you cry out. “Oh gods! Mistress! Yessssss!” 
 
    “Hmph. Bitches are alvays so eager,” Bekka says. “Now, I vonder…” 
 
    Without warning she cranks the dial to five. 
 
    You scream, your mind blanking at the sudden sensory overload of pleasure forced upon you. You fall back onto the floor, writhing and crying out as you cum your meager brains out, hips bucking as you fuck yourself against the thrumming dildo and the pasty on your cunt. 
 
    “Mistress! Yes! Fuck! Fuck! Mistress! Me! Nnnnnn!” 
 
    Bekka cackles with glee, the crotch of her overalls dampening as she toys with the dials, bringing you to screaming highs and whimpering lows. Your body an instrument of pleasure for which she is the maestro. It’s a sad fate, but you’ll never know it. Because you’re just the mad kobold’s assistant. 
 
    And mistress knows best. 
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    Challenge Beatrix 
 
      
 
    The thrumming of her wings nearly overcomes you, sweeping your thoughts like they were written with sand, but you grit your teeth, squinting as you focus through the song of the hive. 
 
    “I’m…sorry. I’m going to have to pass on that,” you say. 
 
    Beatrix’s brows lift in mild surprise. “Is that so?” She sighs, straightening in the fountain, pushing her drones aside as she gives you an exasperated look. “Then I suppose you’ll want to fight me, or something equally boorish.” 
 
    “Um,” you say, considering how best to deal with her. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    You draw your sword, the sanctified blade shimmering as it slides free with a leathery hiss. You charge towards the bee queen, who merely smirks. 
 
    Two of her drones slam into your back, tackling you. Slim as they are, the force of their charge sends you careening into the honey pool. You go down face first, the impact driving the air from your lungs. Instinctively you open your mouth to suck in more air, and instead get a mouthful of honey. 
 
    Gasping, you tear your head out of the honey fountain, only to sway, the room spinning, your tongue tingling as the rich mouthful of honey courses down your throat. Your thoughts tumble in your head as you try and recover your breath. What just… what… 
 
    “Silly boy.” 
 
    Panic evaporates like smoke on the wind. You stare up at Beatrix as she rises, towering over you. A goddess of gold and unspeakable beauty. She looks down on you, smiling, her wings humming that lovely, wonderful, perfect mind melting tune. 
 
    Soft hands touch your shoulders. Your chest. You look to either side blankly and at the drones who’d tackled you. Why did they do that? You don’t remember. 
 
    “Love her,” they breathe, their soft lips kissing your cheek, your neck. Their tender hands gently stripping away your clothes. “Our goddess. Our queen.” 
 
    Your eyelids flutter with bliss as their own wings join the humming chorus. You can’t resist as they strip you of clothes and will. Why resist? Why do anything but obey. But be a good boy. And good boys obey. 
 
    You sigh in relief as the last of your clothes are shed, leaving you naked, kneeling in the depths of the warm honey. Beatrix slowly walks towards you, her glowing eyes catching yours, her light wiping away every conscious thought. 
 
    “Obey,” she says. 
 
    “Obey,” you moan. 
 
    She laughs and you can’t help but giggle with her. Then she grabs your hair and shoves your face into her muff. 
 
    And you’re in heaven. 
 
    You moan, pressing yourself against her pussy, weeping with joy. Your hands wrap around her, grasp her plump bottom as you push your face into her slick folds, adoringly licking and kissing her hot box, guzzling the honeyed juices that flow into your mouth. Oh fuck. Oh gods above this is everything you needed. Everything you wanted. Bliss radiates through you in waves of adoring warmth. 
 
    “Mnnn. Good boy,” Beatrix moans. 
 
    Her words fill you like helium. You’re lighter than air, your head filled with nothing but love. You nuzzle her pussy, whimpering with joy. The two drones are still at your side. Still kissing you. Fondling you. Stroking your cock as you whimper and pant and buck into their stroking hands. 
 
    And all the while you’re drowning in submission. In love. In naked, abject adoration for the queen looming above you. Who’s fingers stroke your scalp. Who’s humming wings banish all those bad thoughts. Thoughts of resistance. Of fighting. Of battle. Of memories. Of everything that you were. How you suffered. You can’t quite remember how, but you know you did. And mistress will make it better. Mistress will be kind. Mistress is all. 
 
    Her hands touch you. Ease you down into the honey pool. You don’t resist, staring up at her, loving her even as the honey closes over your head, encasing you in its depths. 
 
    “Good boy,” she whispers. 
 
    And as you feel the warmth of the honey permeate you. Change you. You can only smile. Smile and submit. 
 
    And leave all you were behind. 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    Rushing in would be a fool’s errand against someone as clever as the queen. You hold back, looking about for a way to approach her that doesn’t take you through the pool of honey she bathes within. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Beatrix asks, her hands lazily stroking her full, heavy breasts. “Weren’t you going to defeat me?” 
 
    “I am,” you say. 
 
    “Mnnn. Doesn’t look like it. Looks like you’re a little unsure. A little confused. A little… silly…” 
 
    “N-no. I’m not,” you say defensively. But you can’t help glancing at her. Noticing the way her fingers lazily circle around dusky nipples, and how honey drips tantalizingly from those teasing buds. 
 
    “Nooo. Of course not,” Beatrix purrs, a sound that meshes perfectly with the lazy hum of her wings. “You just want to stand there. Watching me bathe. Watching me stroke my nipples. Play with… mnnn… my breasts…” 
 
    You catch yourself staring, entranced by the golden goddess in her bath. How her drones croon and sigh and cling to her with adoration, their slender bodies pressed against her own, curvaceous frame. You swallow thickly and force yourself to look away. You walk about the fountain, trying to figure out a way to approach her. But it’s so hard to think with her wings humming. Teasing. Scattering your thoughts like you’re trying to put together a puzzle whose pieces keep changing shape. 
 
    Your head aches. You’re so hot. Boiling alive in your leather armour. Your vision is starting to swim. Your brain feels like it’s a size too big for your head. You can’t concentrate. You just keep circling the pool. Staring at Beatrix. Licking your lips as you watch her drones crawl up her. Lock their lips on her budding, needy nipples. 
 
    And suck. 
 
    “Mnnnn,” Beatrix moans, her long lashes fluttering, her hands resting on the golden hair of her slaves as she pushes them firmly against her budding nipples. “Yessssss. That’s good slaves. Good girls. Drink. Mnnn. Drink me up. Isn’t my honey so good? Isn’t it so wonderful?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” the pair coo adoringly before returning to their ministrations. 
 
    You try not to stare, but can’t help but watch the pair adore their queen. How their tongues tease and lips suckle from honeyed nipples. How their slender forms meld against Beatrix’s, rocking against her. Mewling and moaning as they worship at the altar of their queen. It’s enthralling. Captivating. 
 
    And much, much more. 
 
    You realize abruptly you’ve opened your pants and are stroking your cock, but even that recognition does nothing to stop you from continuing. Your breathing has deepened, inhaling more of the sugar sweetened air that permeates the chamber. Your legs seem to have a will of their own, shuffling towards the pool. 
 
    “Ah ah,” Beatrix coos, stopping you in your tracks. “Silly boy. Your clothes would get my pool all dirty. We simply can’t have you doing that.” 
 
    “I… I don’t…” 
 
    “You need to take them off, silly,” she says. 
 
    You waver, torn. That’s… that’s not right. You aren’t supposed to… if you do that… 
 
    Her wings thrum harder. The vibrations shoot through you. Your mind goes blank. 
 
    And one by one, your clothes fall aside. 
 
    You walk like a somnambulist, feet sinking into the thick, gooey honey of her pool. Your eyes are dim. Your thoughts wrapped in puffy clouds of mindless submission. Of bliss. You sink deeper. To your waist. To your chest. You realize you’re crawling through the honey pool, but don’t recognize it as a problem. Beatrix’s smirk makes such concerns unimportant. Irrelevant. You’re here. Here to serve. Here to obey. 
 
    Lazily, Beatrix parts her thighs, revealing her glistening cunny beneath the waters of the honey pool, crested by the winged thorn of Morgana’s tattoo. “Go on,” she purrs. “Serve your queen.” 
 
    Your queen. 
 
    Your queen. 
 
    The words echo in your thoughts. Growing larger. Stronger. Unthinking, your dip your head beneath the honey, and lick her pussy. 
 
    You’ve found heaven, and it lies between the beembo’s thighs. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Beatrix moans, her hips lazily working, grinding her cunt onto your face and lapping tongue. “Oooh, well well! Looks like you might be… ah… worth something after all. Admittedly,” she giggles. “It’s my pussy slut. But I suppose beggars can’t be choosers. And oh, you were begging for this, weren’t you?” 
 
    You fail to answer. Your lungs burning for air. But you can’t stop. Can’t tear your tongue from that honeyed slit. Moaning weakly. Licking desperately. 
 
    With mocking laughter Beatrix lazily grasps your hair and pulls you out of the honey pool. 
 
    You gasp, panting, your head pounding for lack of oxygen. So addled, it takes you a moment to realize there’s something different about you. Something changed. You look down blankly at your body, no longer the well muscled man you were when you entered the tower. Oh no. Now you are slim. Effeminate, with girlish hips and narrow waist. A pert bubble butt and a cock barely as large as your pinkie. You stare down at yourself, stunned. 
 
    “There,” Beatrix purrs. “You look so much better.” 
 
    You lift your head, meet her eyes. 
 
    And all your worries… melt away. 
 
    You smile happily, pleased that she is pleased. Yes. This is right. It’s right that you should be what your queen desires. That you should take on features that she wants. After all, you are hers, aren’t you? Oh yes. You must be. You must belong to the one who can awaken such bliss. Such wonder. Such submissive delight within you. “Thank you, mistress,” you say. 
 
    Beatrix giggles again. “Good boy. Now, how about we put you to… proper work?” 
 
    Her smirk is all the invitation you need. “Yes,” you whimper, sinking into her arms, burying your face in her breasts, your cock in her waiting, tight cunt. You moan as your shaft plunges into her slick cunny, sinking into her easily, so small it’s a wonder she even notices. Your lips meanwhile find one of her nubby nipples and gives an eager, hungry suck. 
 
    “Mnnnn,” Beatrix moans as you suck and lap at her honeyed teat. “Good boy. What a good bimbo slut I found. What an eager little slave. That’s it. Give me your little cock. Such a cute thing. So eager to fuck me with your little beta dick. Shh. It’s okay. I don’t mind. I like it. Just keep working. Keep sucking. Keep being my good… silly… slut…” 
 
    You can’t find the words to deny her. The will to defy her. All you can do is gasp. Pant. Moaning, “Please. Please. Mistress… wanna cum. Need to… need to cum… please… please…” 
 
    Again she giggles. “Okay, slut. Cum. Cum your pretty little bimbo brains out.” 
 
    Her word is a command. A shock. You cry out as you cum, spurting into her tight cunt, your pathetic cock twitching as you empty yourself within her. Every pulse sends another part of you away. Banishes another memory. Another thought. Another identity as anything other than her slave. 
 
    And as you look into her eyes, her honey tingling on your tongue and cock twitching in her folds, you can only smile in brainless bliss, and surrender to your queen. 
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    Potion of Beastial Might 
 
      
 
    Your eyes glance about to the various drones humming about the room. You don’t like these odds, but you might have a way to even them. Your hand snaps to your belt, drawing the acrid green potion. You pop the lid with a thumb and pour the thick, vile concoction down your throat. 
 
    Pain contracts your body. You groan, doubling over, panting. Beatrix’s calm veneer cracks a bit at this, the beembo queen sitting up a bit straighter as your armor tightens about your frame. As your muscles wither, your body shrinks. As your ears sharpen to long points. Your skin turns green, and your cock shrivels, shrinking, becoming knobby and warty. 
 
    On your knees, you look at your hands, gaping in shock. 
 
    “I…I a goblin!” you squeak in horror. 
 
    Peals of laughter burst from Beatrix. She points at you, her breasts bouncing with her mirth. “Oh my g-goodness! Ah ha ha ha! Are you joking? You… you can’t be… pffff hahahaha!” 
 
    You flush, shrinking with humiliation. You look about as the drones giggle with your mistress. 
 
    Wiping tears of mirth from her eyes, Beatrix crooks her finger. “Bring him to me!” 
 
    As a man, you would have stood a chance against the giggling, big titted bimbos that are the drones. But as a goblin, you’re too weak to even break their hold as several grab you, carrying you to their mistress. Beatrix smirks and holds out her hand, a drone moments later giving her a tall pitcher filled with honey. 
 
    Panic engulfs you. You try and struggle, but the giggling drones lift you, mashing you in a sea of tanned tits, pressing around you’re carried to Beatrix. The smirking beembo queen grabs your hooked nose, yanks back your head, and pours the honey mead down your gullet. 
 
    You groan as she stuffs you full of honey, kicking uselessly. But your struggles soon cease. Your body growing limp as the warm, sweet honey is poured into you. Spreading through you sweet lethargy. Drowning your mind in honeyed bliss. 
 
    Beatrix laughs mockingly as your stomach grows distended from the sheer amount of honey you’re being force fed. Well, not exactly force fed. Pretty soon you’re whimpering and gulping it down like an addict, moaning pitifully when Beatrix at last takes the pitcher away. 
 
    “Ah ah! The first taste is always free. But the next one has to be earned, doesn’t it, my dears?” the sadistic queen asks. 
 
    “Yes mistress!” the drones giggle in delight. 
 
    You’re dropped on the ground, landing on your rear. Instantly a drone is above you, giggling as she presses your face into her slit. You moan, licking instinctively, tasting anew the sweet honey, though now that of her cunny, lapping eagerly as the sweetness of her pussy drowns your tongue in the same glory as the mead. 
 
    “Mmm. Not bad,” Beatrix says. “After all, it would take a truly pathetic creature to be a drone’s slave. Wouldn’t it, my sweets?” 
 
    “Oh yes mistress!” the drone above you moans, grinding your face into her hot box, moaning as she rides you. 
 
    Beatrix laughs. “Well! Don’t forget to share, my sweetlings. After all, we only have one toy to spread around.” 
 
    “We won’t!” the drones chime, laughing in delight as you at last bring the first to a moaning orgasm. 
 
    She climbs off, but before you can do anything the next drone has pushed you down, her thighs enveloping your own, your warty cock stuffing her honeyed pussy. “OOooooh!” the bronze skinned beauty moans, her plump breasts bouncing as she fucks herself atop you, her wings thrumming in that way that melts your will as you thrust up from beneath her. 
 
    It’s a scene that will be repeated often in the coming days. There are many drones in the hive, and you’re expected to serve them all. Your mind melted in a stupor of honeyed sweetness and submission. A plaything of the brainless ditzes who fill Beatrix’s hive. A brainless fucktoy of the subby sluts. 
 
    There are worse fates than being a beembo drone’s slave, true. And any goblin would be delighted to be the willing fucktoy of a harem of honey-soaked beauties. But it does mean your quest is at and end. 
 
    Hell of a consolation prize, though. 
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    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    You’re not sure how best to confront this creature of unspeakable beauty. Therefore, what remains for you is the unexpected. 
 
    And you have just the potion for that. 
 
    You grab the pink potion, popping off the cap and taking a swig. You gasp as sweetness spills down your throat. As warmth invades your every cell. You moan as your muscles seem to melt away, your height dropping at least a head. All that mass fortunately finds a new home in a pair of plump tits and a curvy rump. Your hips swell outwards, stretching your pants even as the rest of your clothes hang loosely on your body. 
 
    “Ah,” you gasp. 
 
    Beatrix gapes, too stunned for words. She suddenly stands, shoving away her startled drones. “By my honeyed song,” she breathes. “You’re beautiful!” 
 
    “Um… th-thanks…” you manage. 
 
    “How did you… no,” Beatrix says, striding through the honey pool. “No. No, it doesn’t matter. None of it. Look at you. Amazing! You forsook that hideous maleness. You abandoned your old form for true beauty. Gods above, my dear. You’re wonderful!” 
 
    You step back as she exits the pool, the thrum of her wings matching her heavy breathing, her golden eyes fixed on you with an emotion you can’t quite place. You squeak as she suddenly grabs your arms, looking into your eyes. 
 
    “You’re lovely,” she breathes, stroking your arms, cupping your breasts and making you gasp. “Look at you… Gods. We have to do more.” 
 
    “More?” 
 
    “Yes. We can make you more lovely. More worthy. Worthy enough to be a queen as well. I need a partner. And you are beautiful enough to be it. Come with me. Let us make you all you can be.” 
 
    Her voice rings through your head. The hum of her wings threatens to scatter you. The scent of her sweeping you towards a pleasured void. 
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    Strike! 
 
      
 
    “That sounds… so lovely… my queen,” you pant as your fingers tease down your side, grasp the hilt of your sword. 
 
    “Doesn’t it?” she purrs. 
 
    “No, not really.” 
 
    Her expression falls. “What?” 
 
    You draw your blessed sword and ram it to the hilt in her narrow waist. Beatrix gasps, jolting from the impact. She looks down, stunned at the sword sticking out of her moments before you pull it back, releasing her. 
 
    Beatrix staggers back a step, touching her unharmed waist. Then she shudders. She throws back her head, moaning as the dark wings and thorns tattooed above her mons fade, dissolving into wisps of thin smoke before vanishing utterly. 
 
    You pant at the effort of resisting her charm, letting your sword hang loosely from your side. You wince as the potion loses its effects, your body bulking once more with more familiar muscles and tone. You groan as you resume your more familiar male body. 
 
    Beatrix’s drones buzz over to their queen, anxious and cooing. “Mistress! Mistress, are you alright?” 
 
    “I’m… I’m fine,” the beembo says at last. She touches her head, blinking slowly. “Yes. I am fine. Better than ever, in fact. That witch’s control is finally gone!” 
 
    “Glad I could help,” you say. 
 
    She looks back at you as if just remembering you’re there. She beams. “Yes indeed. Your help was most appreciated,” the busty beembo says. She gives you a short bow. “From one royal to another, you have my thanks, human.” 
 
    “Don’t mention it,” you say awkwardly. 
 
    “No no! The witch Morgana has been keeping me locked here under her curse like her personal pet. Restricting my hive and its ability to grow through her own means. She’s often stolen my royal honey, as if she were worthy enough to bathe in them as I do, the vain creature. Always adoring her beauty.” 
 
    Remembering the sagging crone who first kidnapped your bride you can only wince. “Doesn’t seem to have done much for her.” 
 
    “Of course not. She’s a fool to even try. But nonetheless, I thank you. And, naturally, I believe a reward is in order.” 
 
    “Oh?” you say. “Reward?” 
 
    Beatrix is smirking again, an expression that sits on her proud, haughty face like she was born with it. She lets her finger glide along your chest. “Oh yes,” she says, her wings again twitching, giving a low, hungry hum. “A reward indeed. After all, a queen does need a king…” 
 
    “W-wait,” you say. “You mean you want me to…” 
 
    “If you so desire. You would have your pick of drones. A colony of eager beembos all eager to taste you. To submit to you. A hive where you would be equal to me. As far as you can be, anyway. What do you say, Arthur?” she asks, her golden eyes shining bright, her finger gliding lazily down your chest. “Is it not a deal worth taking?” 
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    Go with Her 
 
      
 
    The change of the potion addles your senses. Crushes your will and thoughts. You’re easy prey to Beatrix as you are. The humming of her wings. The intoxication of her presence all swirl around you. Sucking you into her. Scattering your thoughts and your mind. 
 
    “I… I want… I… um…” 
 
    Beatrix beams, and you flush even hotter at her smile. “Don’t worry, my silly bimbo,” she coos, gently cupping your cheeks. “Allow me to make it all… easier…” 
 
    Her perfect, soft lips meet your own. You moan, legs quaking, body shaking as her kiss rushes through you like a wildfire. Your nipples tent your shirt almost painfully. Your new cunny glistens with desire. 
 
    Beatrix breaks the kiss, chuckling at the lost, needy look in your eyes. 
 
    “Come,” she says. 
 
    You can’t help but obey. Drawn after her and into the waiting pool of thick ambrosia. You moan as the royal honey laps at your legs. Whimper as the drones gather around you, stripping you of your clothes and modesty. Soon you stand naked, vulnerable, your helpless breasts putty in Beatrix’s hands as she fondles you. 
 
    “Oh yes,” the beembo queen purrs. “You will make a lovely queen.” 
 
    “Yes,” you whimper. 
 
    “Not so great as me, of course. But we can’t expect miracles.” 
 
    “No,” you pant, whining, your hips twitching with your cunt’s desperate need to be touched. 
 
    Beatrix smiles again, but a different smile. Something almost loving and adoring as she again kisses you. Pulls you flush against her breathtaking curves, and down. 
 
    Down. 
 
    Down into the pool of molten honey. To where your mind grows dim. Your previous self pushed away. Banished. Useless. 
 
    And the new you is born. 
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    Refuse 
 
      
 
    “A tempting offer,” you admit. “But uh, I don’t think I’m cut out for king of the hive.” 
 
    Beatrix’s lips purse, but she nods. “Mmm. I suppose so. Pity, but so be it.” 
 
    “Glad you understand.” 
 
    “Of course. If you have no desire to be a king, then I will not force you. Although, a reward is perhaps still wanting.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “Of course. I suppose you may enjoy some among my drones. They are always so eager for pleasure,” she says, gesturing to the half dozen beembo girls scattered about the room, all of whom look at you with eager anticipation. “Or…” Beatrix muses, again that smirk, her chitin-clad hands lazily wandering over her stunning curves, stroking her breasts, teasing down to her honeyed slit. “Perhaps you would enjoy me…” 
 
    “You?” you say, a little surprised. 
 
    “Mmm. Of course, not as you are. I wouldn’t take your disgustingly big cock within me. Oh no. We would have to make certain… changes first for you to enjoy me. But,” she adds, her golden eyes gleaming, her hands hefting her plush teats and thumbs gliding around glistening nipples. “I imagine it would be worth it. Don’t you?” 
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    Become the Beembo King 
 
      
 
    “King, huh?” you say. “King would be nice.” 
 
    Beatrix giggles, pressing against you, her dark nipples rubbing against your chest. “And having me as your queen too, no?” 
 
    Your hands seem to have a mind of their own as they wrap around her waist, cupping the orbs of her ass. “Yeah,” you breathe, giving them a hungry squeeze. “That does sound nice.” 
 
    Beatrix hums. A sound picked up by her wings as she leans up and kisses you. You kiss her back, hungry, the taste of her honey coated mouth singing on your taste buds. Up through your head in a buzz of staticky haziness. 
 
    She moves back and you follow her, shedding clothes with every step. Her lips break off the kiss to take a few, panting breaths before she dives in once more. You feel the warm honey of the pool around your ankles, and follow her down into it. Down to your waist. Deeper. Your hands moving over her. Admiring her. Stroking her. Her own hands move over you. Her fingers wrapping around your cock. 
 
    “Too big,” she breathes. 
 
    “Yeah?” you pant. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I have a hive of drones that will simply adore it,” she whispers. 
 
    You wonder at her words in the split second before her lips meet yours again. Then there’s only that glorious buzz. And she’s pulling you down. Down. Into the honey. Letting it close over you both. Wrapping around you like a golden cocoon. You moan as her fingers pump your cock. Pant and gasp into her lips. 
 
    And feel the changes that will make you her perfect king. 
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    Queen of the Hive 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan as your newest drone drowns themselves in your pussy. They’re sobbing, panting, the poor girl so weak. So helpless. Scattered across the floor of your throne room lies her armour, cast aside as soon as she entered. 
 
    And little surprise. You are beautiful. Your full breasts bounce on your chest, even bigger than Beatrix’s, and even more milky. Your hips swell tantalizingly, your shapely thighs wrapped around your newest thrall’s head. Striped black and yellow fuzz accents your curves, and a pair of humming wings are on your back. 
 
    On a throne made of hardened honey like a massive melted candle you recline. Reaching down your twine your finger’s in the girl’s hair and pull her harder against your honeyed slit. “Mmnnnn. That’s right. What a good girl. What a good slut. It’s okay. You never really wanted to fight me. You never really wanted to oppose me. You just wanted this. Wanted to be my slave. My slut. Didn’t you?” 
 
    The warrior woman (her name doesn’t matter. Drone will soon be all she’ll be called) can only nod weakly, her tongue numbed from your honeyed juices, her eyes lost and distant even as she weeps in joy. 
 
    “Shhh. It’s okay. It’s not your fault you’re such a weak, helpless little bimbo. That you just couldn’t resist burying your pretty head between my thighs. Licking me until you just can’t think straight. Just can’t do anything but lick. 
 
    “And lick 
 
    “And lick…” 
 
    She nods weakly, her sobs abating as she sinks deeper into submission. Deeper into your control. It took a while at first to learn how to thoroughly dominate those who came into your presence, but your lover taught you well. Was eager, in fact. And to be fair, so were you. 
 
    You smile down at your helpless thrall, and lift your head as a familiar humming fills your chamber. From one of the hidden entrances in your hive Beatrix hovers through, attended as ever by several of her drones. Her carapace-clad toe touches down on the floor as delicately as a ballerina’s, though the way her full breasts bounce is something else entirely. Beatrix glances at the cast-off armor and the woman buried within your muff and smiles. “Found a new toy, beloved?” 
 
    You giggle. “Oh yes,” you purr, hips rolling lazily to rub your pussy against the poor knight’s tongue. “Mnnn. Well, to be fair, she… hah… found me. Poor thing. Just needed… needed to be shown how much… mnnn… how much of a silly bimbo she was.” 
 
    “She must have been to try and challenge you,” Beatrix says, striding lazily up the stairs of your throne. 
 
    “I did have an excellent teacher,” you breathe as Beatrix looms over you, leaning one hand against the back of your throne. 
 
    She chuckles, pressing her breasts into the knight’s back, feeling the submissive little slut whimper and quiver as honeyed milk spills down the small of her back.“Too true.” 
 
    You welcome Beatrix’s kiss, moaning softly into her lips. Your fellow queen isn’t selfish, however. Her free hand slides down your new slave’s body, giving her rump a squeeze before sliding a finger between the poor thing’s thighs. The girl moans desperately as Beatrix slides two fingers into the poor human’s drooling cunt. Making the helpless slut buck and whimper. 
 
    “No fair,” you laugh. “I was playing with this one.” 
 
    “Mmm. Surely we can share,” Beatrix purrs. 
 
    You giggle. “Mmm. I think I can do that.” 
 
    Again your lips lock. You moan, grinding your muff onto the eager slut’s tongue as she desperately licks you out. Her hair twisted in your grip, her whine of pain accented by a more desperate effort to make your cum. Beatrix’s fingers slosh into the poor girl’s pussy, making her pant and buck and whimper and gasp. Lost to the sensation. Desperate to reach that peak. 
 
    “Mmmm!” you moan, breaking the kiss with Beatrix, letting your head fall back. “Yesss! Deeper my slut. There. Right there! Oh fuck yesssss!” 
 
    “Ah. Nnn. Mnnnnn!” the knight cries, quivering as she cums, her orgasm timed to yours. The vibrations of your wings thrumming with ecstasy. 
 
    Panting, you sag atop your throne, head spinning from the intensity of the kiss and the thrill of your orgasm. 
 
    Beatrix withdraws her fingers from the slumping knight, delicately licking each. “Mmm. Delicious. Nothing tastes quite as wonderful as a silly bimbo’s cunt.” 
 
    “Oh?” you ask, giggling softly. “Not even a fellow queen’s sweet honey?” 
 
    Beatrix laughs with you. “Mm. Fair enough. Almost nothing tastes so sweet.” She snaps her chitin fingers. “Take this poor thing away. I think she needs a nice, relaxing honey bath to prepare her for her new life.” 
 
    Giggling, Beatrix’s drones crowd around the spent knight. They gather the whimpering warrior into their arms, the whisper of their humming wings and teasing touches turning the poor girl into a whimpering mess yet again as they bear away their newest prize, bringing her to the royal honey ponds where she will be transformed into yet another drone of the hive. 
 
    Such thoughts warm you as you lounge atop the throne, Beatrix straddling your lap. She brushes your hair, admiring your beauty. “My beloved,” the beembo queen purrs. “So lovely.” 
 
    “My queen,” you return, grasping her hips, drawing her closer until your full breasts mash against hers, honey drooling from both your nipples as they rub against one another. “So wonderful.” 
 
    In tune your and Beatrix’s wings hum as your plush lips meet. As your fellow queen presses against you, panting and gasping, rubbing and stroking. You moan as you lounge in such preternatural pleasure. Such unearthly wonder and royal beauty. Whatever fate awaited you as a prince is long forgotten. Only this remains. The beembo queen. The honey slut. 
 
    And a very different adventure awaits. 
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    Rule of the Beembo 
 
      
 
    It was called Beldrain, once. A small town in the heart of the Gordil Forest. It was at the end of roads, and well known for the pottery made by its craftsmen. 
 
    But that was before. 
 
    Suzette hurried through the empty streets, her footsteps pattering off the cobblestones. She kept to the shadows of buildings falling in, their windows empty as the sockets of a skull. Their doorways gaping. She peeked around the corner, and glanced at the top of the hill. 
 
    There the cause of the town’s ruin rose. The hive. A golden mass spilling over the old castle walls, consuming the former lair of the lord like an oozing cancer. 
 
    Around its peak the winged figures of drones could be seen. Many were likely the former residents of the town. Taken. Broken. Turned from what they were into what they now are. Little more than humming drones. Slaves to the will of the queen of the hive. 
 
    And the king. 
 
    Suzette fingered her dagger’s hilt, stroking the ruby pommel, then dashed forward. Through the shadows she crept and to the foot of the old keep. The honeycomb already stretches halfway down the old stone walls, but the gate remained there, open to the air. Taking a deep breath to firm her purpose, Suzette slipped inside. 
 
    The lower floors remained the castle of men, allowing her to hurry down carpeted passages and up grand stairs dusty with disuse. The higher she went, the less there is of stone, and more of gold. Honeycombs soon filled out the frame of the castle’s interior. Half melted golden mass dripped and oozed from ceiling, crystallized like gooey stalactites. The air grew warmer. The light that filled the hive tinted gold from the thin veneer over windows and walls. 
 
    And then there was the hum. 
 
    When she first entered it was less than background noise. But the deeper Suzette went, the stronger it grew. The sound of the hive. The dozens of drones, their wings humming in tandem. A tune that threatened to fill her head with fuzzy nothingness. She fought through it. She had to. She had a mission. Beembo queens never delve too far from their hives, but a king is different. He conquers. He rules. And if he wasn’t stopped, who could say how far his realm might soon extend. 
 
    But the heat was oppressive. Impossible to deny. Her collar felt tight around her throat, her cloak and armour matted to her with sweat, and soon enough, to move forward and not pass out, she was forced to shed it, leaving her in nothing but her thin undershirt and pants, unveiling her toned figure and slender breasts and build. 
 
    The hum grew louder, and had gained a different undercurrent. A sound that thrummed through her. That reverberated in her quim and awakened her core. She could feel her pussy dampening. Her nipples budding against her shirt. The sound was tailored to beat down the mind of women. To awaken the primordial desires civilization tried so hard to suppress. But she had to keep going. Must go on. 
 
    She must slay the king. 
 
    The tunnels honeycombed the hive. She crawled through them, occasionally forced to ford rivers of golden brew. The honey of the lesser beembos. Their scent made her head spin, but she forged on. Too much rested on her success. 
 
    And suddenly, she found herself looking down on the throne room. 
 
    It was one of a number of small alcoves looking down on the grand chamber. The ceiling was thinned honeycomb, letting in a golden glow. Below, dozens of pools of royal honey filled the floor, and above them all sat the throne, worked of royal honey like a half melted candle. And atop it rested the king of the hive. 
 
    He lounged, naked but for the ruff of striped yellow and black fuzz around his collar and groin. Black chitin garbed his hands and legs like boots and gloves. His eyes were lidded, bored, and a crown of honey sat innocuously on his head. 
 
    Suzette couldn’t help but stare. His chest was sculpted of tanned flesh. His smirk making her heart race. So captivated, it took her a moment to realize he was watching something. 
 
    That something was a pair of beembos on the floor. Two women, their faces buried in one another’s muffs, their pants and moans and the humming of their wings filling the chamber with pleasured cries. 
 
    The king shifted, his cock thick and ready. But he doesn’t bother to touch himself. He doesn’t need to. At his word, a dozen honeyed sluts would be on their knees before him, begging to take his manhood. To suck and lick and taste his cum. And even as she watched, Suzette saw a golden droplet of pre slide down his shaft. 
 
    Her every breath came in a pant. Her head was spinning, filled with the intoxicating scent of honey. Scattered by the hum of wings. Stuffed with cotton from the heat of the hive. 
 
    The beembo king suddenly gestured. Like a switch was flicked the two beembos stopped their eager pleasuring of one another. They scrambled to their knees, eyes bright and golden with their corruption. And like dogs they crawled to their master’s feet. Their lips parted, steaming, panting. They leaned in, and kiss his cock. 
 
    The king leaned his head back, sighed softly as the two drones worshipped at the pillar of his manhood. Whimpering and moaning as they tasted his honeyed pre. As their tongues ran up and down his thick shaft, their whimpers reaching Suzette. 
 
    And then his wings begin to hum. 
 
    They blurred, buzzing, and the sound swept away all thoughts from Suzette’s mind. Her jaw fell slack. Her eyes grew dim. 
 
    She’s standing. Walking. Down the steps. Through the door. She’s in the royal chamber, drawn like a puppet by its strings towards the throne and the smirking god that was the beembo king. His lidded eyes lifted an inch. He smirked. 
 
    “Come,” he says. 
 
    And Suzette was lost. 
 
    A word. A hum. A promise. Her fingers moved and pulled free her shirt. Her dagger fell to the floor along with her pants. She’s naked. Vulnerable. Helpless. But clothes wouldn’t protect her. Something deeper than flesh compelled her to that throne. To her knees. To crawl between the two beembo drones. Her tongue to slide from between her lips, and lick his cock. 
 
    And lick. 
 
    And lick. 
 
    As his golden cum drooled onto her tongue her eyes rolled back. Her voice comes out in the softest whimpers. 
 
    “Good slut.” 
 
    The words shot through her like lightning. Her pussy tightened, and with a soft cry she came, helpless to deny the pleasure even such faint praise pushed into her. She panted, head throbbing, looking up at you with worship in her eyes. Slavish devotion to you as you smirk and crook a finger. Without a word she knew what to do. She climbed to her feet, straddled your lap, and lowered herself on to your waiting cock. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” Suzette moaned. 
 
    “Mnnn,” you hummed as your cock fills her, leaking your honeyed cum into her tender depths. 
 
    Panting, gasping, she bounced atop your cock with the desperate need for more. More of you. More of your cock within her. You sigh in delight as her tight pussy clenches around your shaft. As your two drones crawl between your legs and worship your balls, licking and kissing with the devotion you awake in their simple minds. 
 
    “Master!” Suzette cried; her hatred lost. Forgotten. Only this. Only the pleasure of you within her remains. “Master! Yes! Yes! My king. My… ahhhhhh!” 
 
    She came, trembling, moaning around the pillar of your cock. You grunt and hips twitch, driving your shaft once more into her trembling pussy. She squealed in slavish delight once more. Cumming anew. Helpless not to. Helpless when faced with your royal presence. She can only bounce, riding your cock, moaning and panting and crying out in helpless bliss as she cums and cums, submitting more and more to your cock. To your presence. To her eager, submissive, desperate desire to serve you. 
 
    And you love it. 
 
    Ever since you took this town you’ve been loving it. Every time a new girl was brought to you you’ve delighted in breaking them upon your cock. Watching as their hate melts away in favour of orgasmic submission. Feeling them tighten around the brutal pillar of your manhood. Giving in like the eager slaves they always were. 
 
    And that’s only the first part. 
 
    Your moan as at last you cum, pumping your honeyed seed into Suzette’s clenching pussy. The assassin’s eyes roll back, her voice rising in a keening moan as you claim her womb. She cums again, an orgasm more powerful than any she’s known. A peak that turns her into a drooling mess of submissive bliss. 
 
    You sigh, contented, your bronzed chest heaving as the two drones servicing your balls gently take their new sister by the shoulders, unsheathe her from your cock. You smirk as they draw the girl back, sinking into one of the countless pools of royal jelly that litter the floor. Kissing and touching and stroking the moaning Suzette as they sink into those sweet depths. Soon, she will emerge, her skin bronzed, her breasts engorged, and her mind blanked. Her wings will join the humming of the hive. Just another drone to obey. To serve. To do anything you or your queen bid. 
 
    You sigh in contentment, easing back once more in your throne. You may have been a prince when your adventure began, but now you are a king. A god. Conquests of women and realms await you. One day your hive and lands will stretch across the world of men. Thousands will bow before you. Gaze up at you in worship. Helpless but to obey. 
 
    It’s good to be the king. 
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    “Tempting,” you say, your eyes wandering up and down her mouth-watering curves. “That’s ah… so very tempting. But I think I shouldn’t. I’m sort of on a quest to save my bride.” 
 
    “Mmm. Monogamy. Such a pointless endeavour,” Beatrix says, sighing with a lazy shrug. “Very well. I suppose in recognition of your service to myself; I will let it pass.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “You are welcome. After all,” she muses, her hands wandering over her swollen tits. “Mm. It would be so easy to break your vows. To make you kneel before me and lick my foot with submission.” 
 
    “Again, very grateful you won’t do that,” you repeat. 
 
    “Hm,” Beatrix preens. “I suppose, then, you intend to advance on through the tower?” 
 
    “It is why I’m here,” you say. 
 
    “Then fair warning, human. Those you faced before me are but a taste of the dangers that await further up the tower. And since you’ve come this far, Morgana may take a greater interest in you from now on.” 
 
    “Oh,” you say lamely. “Goody. 
 
      
 
    To Be Continued 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Fuck Beatrix 
 
      
 
    Even without her humming wings you can’t tear your eyes away from the beembo queen’s curves. How her tanned breasts swell with her every breath, nipples thick and needing to be sucked. How her hips curve and swell into a plum bubble butt begging to be handled and massaged. How her pussy is framed by that V of black and yellow fuzz. 
 
    And the look in her eyes as she catches you staring. How her hands lazily move over her stunning form. A finger teasing along her honeyed slit. “Oh my,” she hums, her golden eyes glowing softly. “Are you staring at my pussy, my brave prince?” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you say, knowing it’s useless to deny it, but still blushing at the admission. 
 
    “It’s okay. I know how lovely I am. How much you want to stuff your cock in me. But you’re just too big, silly boy. I wouldn’t dream of taking such a big cock in my honey pot. But don’t worry. There is a solution.” 
 
    “Anything,” you say. 
 
    Her smirk makes you wonder if you’ll regret your words. But then she reaches out, touches your cheeks, and guides you down. Down to her chest. Down to her thick nipples. Brings your head to her honeyed tit. 
 
    And you kiss her nipple.  
 
    And suck. 
 
    Your eyelids flutter, your head swimming as impossibly sweet, honeyed milk drools into your mouth. You moan helplessly, sucking, drinking, guzzling her wonderful honey. Beatrix moans, petting your hair as you lean against her, suckling like a good boy. A silly boy. A pathetic, needy, bimbo boy. 
 
    You realize those words are being spoken in your ear, but can’t really be bothered by it. Not when her warm honey is oozing down your throat. Its warmth spreading through you. Not as her waiting drones, giggling, whispering, touch your shoulders. Your chest. Their fingers expertly undoing your shirt and pants, stripping you of every stitch of clothing. 
 
    They do so easily. Too easily. Were you always so slender? You don’t think so. But then, you don’t think your cock was always so small. So stubby. So cute and helpless. 
 
    “And hard,” Beatrix continues the thought, her fingers wrapping around your shaft. “So small and needy, my bimbo boy. Shhhh. It’s okay. It’s perfect. The smaller the better. The tinier the tighter. You’re so close, pretty boy. So close to being small enough to fuck me. To being tiny enough I’ll take you. Don’t you want that? Don’t you need it?” 
 
    Something about all this is wrong, but as you guzzle her honey you can’t seem to care. You can only moan and drink and helplessly pump your tiny cock into her waiting hand. Keening and moaning helplessly as she strokes you, every pump of her fingers seeming to mold your cock even smaller. Make it more sensitive. 
 
    “It’s time,” she whispers, and your heart soars as she guides your miniscule cock into her slick folds, and inside of her. 
 
    You moan as her tight pussy clenches about your pathetic cock. As she gasps, then purrs in delight. “Ooooh yesss,” she moans, laughing softly. “Oh my pretty boy. You’re barely bigger than my clit! Don’t worry. I love it. I want it. Fuck me, my prince. Give me your pathetic little cock.” 
 
    You can’t help but obey. You haven’t the will to protest. Your hips rock as you plunge your pathetic little shaft into her eager quim. Panting and whimpering as you thrust frantically into her. 
 
    “Yessss!” Beatrix moans. “That’s it! Fuck me, slut. Fuck me my pretty bimbo slave. Ooooh yes! Cum for me. Cum for your queen!” 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan around her nipple, her command echoing through you. You hilt your tiny cock within her, mewling as you cum, pumping your hot cum into her tight pussy, swallowed by her slit. 
 
    “Yesss! Like that. Oh fuck! That’s it. Give me all your cum. Give it to me, my slave. Cum in your queen. Surrender to me!” 
 
    Your will is as shrivelled as your cock. A single word from her and you would throw yourself from the parapets of the castle. You cry out, submitting to her, eager, desperate. A slave. Her slave. Her thrall. Her bitch. 
 
    She eases you down onto the floor. Your lips pop from her tits as she straddled you, her golden eyes filled with amused contempt, looking down at you through the valley of her browned breasts. She smirks, and begins to rock. Begins to ride you. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan, helpless beneath her cunt. Whining and panting as she fucks you into the floor. Beatrix moans, massaging her honey slickened tits as she fucks you, her eyes lidded, her wings humming and reducing you to putty beneath her thighs. 
 
    “Yessss!” the beembo queen moans. “Yesss! Oh gods yes! Like that. Ohhhh fuck yes! My bimbo boy. Oh gods! Yes. Yes! You’ll make a perfect… ah… perfect king. A wonderful husband. Oh yes. Yes! I’ll make you… ah… my perfect mate. My perfect slave. My perfect… ah… little… beembo… toy… oh yesssss!” 
 
    Her voice rises, peaks as she cums again, tightening around your cock. Refusing her offer. Resisting her will never even occurs to you. If only you hadn’t been such a pathetic bitch. If only you had a stronger will to resist her. To not be her beta dicked bitch. 
 
    But it’s too late now. You’ve given up any chance of deciding your future. 
 
    It’s all in your queen’s hands. 
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    You glance aside to Beatrix’s drones. All full figured with shining eyes and eager desires to submit. “I think I could use some relief,” you say. “But ah, keeping my cock the same size.” 
 
    Beatrix shrugs, her breasts bouncing. “Very well. Your loss. Girls!” she calls, clapping her hands. “Our saviour desires pleasure. Make me proud.” 
 
    “Yes your majesty,” the trio hum, giggling to one another as they tiptoe towards you, their golden eyes filled with love and eagerness to please. You lick your lips as they crowd around you, cooing and panting. The hum of their wings awakens your cock, stiffening it to full mast, confined only by the courageous fabric of your pants. You reach out, gathering the giggling drones into your arms, tugging them close, their flawless, full breasts mashed against your chest. Their soft lips smiling as they rise to their tip toes and eagerly kiss you. 
 
    You return their kisses, moaning in delight as their soft, golden lips leave huge butterfly kiss marks on your bare skin. “I’m Hana,” one says. 
 
    “I’m Dana,” another chimes. 
 
    “And I’m Sana,” the third says. 
 
    “And we are ever so grateful, master,” they chorus. 
 
    “Don’t mention it,” you say hotly. 
 
    The trio giggle. “Then, let us show you,” Hana purrs. 
 
    The humming of their wings is far weaker than Beatrix’s, but the sound is undeniably pleasant. It thrums through you, awakening senses you’d almost forgotten, your breathing deepening as soft breasts and fluff crowd around you. As eager lips compete for your attention. As clever fingers strip away your clothes to leave you naked. 
 
    Hana remains to kiss you, mashing her honeyed tits against your chest, the warm milk drooling down your chest in rivulets of gold. The other two lower themselves in tandem, their hot breath steaming against your cock moments before their tongues and lips begin their adoring worship of you. 
 
    You moan as the eager sluts service you. You idly thrust your cock against the kissing, licking, panting mouths that so eagerly tongue your shaft. At last, the drone kissing you pulls back, turning about with a giggle and a bounce before lowering herself to her knees. She glances over her shoulder, lifting her rear and rocking her bubble butt with slow desire. 
 
    “Please. Master. Please. Take me,” Hana moans. 
 
    “Please,” Dana whispers up to you. “She needs it so much, master.” 
 
    “So very much,” Sana giggles. 
 
    “Well, if she needs it,” you chuckle, grasping her plump bottom, your spit slickened cock hard as steel as you align it with her drooling cunny and plunge into her. Hana cries out, her wings beating a staccato of startled delight as your shaft saws into her tender cunny, pumping in and out of her with reckless hunger. 
 
    “Yesssss!” the beembo drone cries, her golden eyes spinning with delight, her sensitive pussy clamping down on your plunging cock. “Oh gods. Gods! Master! Master, yessssss! More! Please! Don’t stop! More!” 
 
    “Fuck,” you gasp as you fuck her. But she doesn’t hold all of your attention. The two drones who had been adoring your cock, denied their treat, have begun to paw at you. Lick you. Murmur and giggle and rub their soft, curvy forms against you. 
 
    Beatrix watches you claim her drones, easing back onto a lump of honey that forms out of the floor. Her legs part and her black, hard finger glide along her twitching cunny, teasing her very literal honeypot. Though your cock may not be to her standards, that doesn’t mean she’s immune from enjoying you using it on someone else. 
 
    “Master,” Sana gasps as she desperately mashes her tits against you. “Master. P-please. Gods. Please. Me next. Take me next.” 
 
    “Me,” Dana moans, nibbling on your ear. “Please. Take me.” 
 
    “Fuck. Of course I will,” you grunt, plunging your cock again into the moaning beembo. “All of you. I’m going to fuck all three of you into the floor!” 
 
    The two squeal in delight, kissing your cheeks adoringly. 
 
    “Masterrrrrr!” Hana screams as she cums, shuddering as her pussy convulses around your cock, crying out as her heavy breasts spurt their honeyed treasure over the floor. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” you moan, hilting inside the moaning bimbo, groaning as you cum inside her, pumping her full of your hot cum. 
 
    The pleasured afterglow leaves you panting, weakened. Eagerly, Dana and Sana ease you down onto one of the lumps of honey that dots the room. Dana quickly straddles your lap, rubbing her naked quim against your cock, her long lashes fluttering as she strokes your cock to full mast once more. Helping her along, Hana and Sana crawl between your legs and begin their oral adoration of your balls, each one taking one of your heavy orbs to tease and worship. Stirring your cock back to full mast, just in time for Dana to plunge herself down and onto your shaft. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” Dana moans as she begins to bounce atop you. “Oh gods yes! Yessss! So good! Mnnnn! Fill me, master. Fuck me. Stuff my womb with your cum. Oh gods yessssss!” 
 
    You moan as Dana’s plush curves bounce atop your cock, her tits pressed against your chest, your hands grasping her hips, driving her down onto your lap again and again. You don’t know how long you can keep this up, but you know for damn sure that the three will offer whatever they can to keep you motivated. 
 
    And you have a feeling you’re gonna need it. Because after this, the next floor of the tower awaits, and you have a feeling the worst is yet to come. 
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    The years since you left Morgana’s tower have been a haze of honey, fucking, and cumming. 
 
    Vaguely you remember you were a prince once. That your body was firmer. More muscular than your current slender frame. You remember this like a dream nearly forgotten. Memories and vague sensations that occasionally make themselves known to you in random moments. 
 
    Fortunately, you never let them bother you for long. After all, you are a king. And your court is always so eager to help you forget. 
 
    At one point your queen, Beatrix, explained that a beembo king is a very rare occurrence, but sometimes necessary when a hive must grow again. And despite the raids on villages, kidnapping women and transforming them in the honeycombs into giggling drones, the hive always needs to grow further. And the best way to do that is breeding. 
 
    As a result, your days have a wonderful predictability of fucking, moaning, and filling as many drones as you can with your virile seed. 
 
    For the good of the hive. 
 
    You’re in the midst of this when you hear a call from the doorway. You look up from the back of the beembo you’ currently plunging your cock into. “Yes?” 
 
    The beembo at the door bows. “My king. Your queen wishes your presence.” 
 
    “Oh? Alright. Be right… mnnn… there…. Nnnnn!” 
 
    You moan as your hips spank the drone before you one last time, the whimpering beembo moaning as she feels your hot seed pump into her. With a sigh you withdraw from the spent drone, leaving her drooling on the floor of your chamber, ass in the air and drooling your golden cum. 
 
    Your cock at its hardest is about the size of your thumb, which is another thing you’re fairly sure is different, but Beatrix has explained that it’s better this way. And your queen would never lie to you. She loves you and your little cock so much. 
 
    Just thinking of your queen makes you smile, walking like you’re filled with warm air. You beloved’s chamber is in the center of the hive, and as you get closer, the hum of her wings reverberates through you. Soothing your worries. Your cares. Your thoughts of who you may have once been melt away like honey in the sunlight, and by the time you reach her chamber your head is filled with nothing but warm fuzziness. 
 
    Her throne room is like a spa. Pools of molten royal honey glisten under the dome. Beembos giggle and bathe and coo over their latest victims. Men and women who can only moan and buck and whimper as the royal honey changes them. Devours them. Turning them from humans into busty, eager beembo drones. The sounds thrill you in that now familiar way, your cock hardening as much as it can by the time you reach the end of the chamber. 
 
    There awaits your queen. Beatrix smiles and beckons you. As ever, you stride up to the top few steps of her throne, the parting of her thighs inviting you to lean in and plant a loving kiss on her quim. The taste of her honeyed arousal sings on your tongue, and you lift your eyes to her tanned face with slavish adoration. 
 
    “My queen. You asked for me.” 
 
    “Mmm. I did,” Beatrix hums. She tosses some of her golden hair. “I was meaning to tell you. I found that kingdom you were once prince of.” 
 
    “Oh?” you say, wincing at a twinge of memory. How miserable you’d been before. How pathetic your life had been before your queen. “What about it?” 
 
    “Well it occurs to me, my beloved, that you are king there. After all, you have married a queen.” 
 
    “The loveliest queen in all the world,” you gush. 
 
    Beatrix again giggles, but her molten eyes have that wicked spark that you know so well. A spark that makes your balls tighten and cock twitch with desire. 
 
    “Of course I am. And you are my handsome beta king. And as king, I think it high time we reclaim your kingdom. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course,” you say, disagreement impossible. “My queen, I will bring you there. I will show the people how wonderful it will be to join the hive. To become your loyal subjects.” 
 
    “And I could never have done it without you, my love,” Beatrix croons. She leans forward, reaching down and grasping your stubby cock. “You and this delightful little instrument of breeding.” 
 
    You whimper with pleasure as her thumb strokes your mico cock from tip to root. “Mmm. Spending all those days impregnating new beembos. Why, without your eager work, I’d never have enough drones to invade. But you’ve been so helpful, my breeder boy. Haven’t you?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” you moan, your head stuffed with pleasure and humming delight. “Oh my queen. Any… ah… anything for you.” 
 
    She smirks, giving your tiny cock another playful squeeze. “What a good boy,” she croons. “And good boys… get treats.” 
 
    She releases your cock, and you gasp, sagging like her mere touch almost exhausted you. But you recover quickly as she eases back atop her throne and spreads her generous thighs, revealing once again her honeyed slit. 
 
    “Good kings get to fuck their queens. Now come. Give your beloved that little cock of yours.” 
 
    “Yes,” you pant, moving between her thighs, leaning down over her as you push your cock inside of her. “My queennnnnn.” 
 
    Beatrix moans as your microscopic cock fills her tight depths. She moans, hips wrapping around you, pulling you deeper inside of her, mashing you against her volumous breasts. “Yessss!” she gasps as your hips beat against her, plunging your pathetic little cock inside of her. “There it is… Ah… How I missed this… mnnn. Missed your tiny cock. Your eager little prick. Oh yes. Yessss! There. Deeper, Arthur. My king. My beloved bimbo boy. Oh gods yesssssss!” 
 
    “My queen!” you gasp, panting, humping her, fucking her with the mindless dedication of one of her thralls. Her presence so overwhelming. So powerful. Her every scathing word stripping away your pride as a man, leaving only her thrall. “My queen! Thank you! Thank youuuuuu!” 
 
    You cry out as your body tightens. As your cock twitches, pumping your meager seed into her hungry depths. Beatrix laughs at your efforts, grabbing your head, pulling you down into a kiss. As her plush lips meet yours, flavoured so wonderfully with her honey, you feel your cock stiffen anew. Your hips begin to beat again as you desperately fuck your queen. 
 
    And despite everything else, a king you are. Even if you’re little more than a slave to a true queen. 
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    “Sooa,” you say. “You’re so lovely.” 
 
    The slime girl slowly blinks, still smiling that watery, lazy smile. “Mmm?” 
 
    “Oh yes. So beautiful. It just makes me want to make you feel oh so nice.” 
 
    “Dooooo?” she asks. 
 
    “Very.” 
 
    “Me toooo.” 
 
    You think this is going well. And it is. 
 
    So well that she reaches out and grabs you in her massive hand. 
 
    “H-hey! Wait!” 
 
    “Me want feel niiiiice,” Sooa burbles. 
 
    “Yeah! We said that. And I would just love to help with that!” 
 
    “Me know how you help feel nice…” 
 
    You bite your lower lip as you feel her oozing goop slide under your armour. Slickening your flesh with her body. You struggle in her grip, but the only thing you manage to accomplish is help her squeeze you out of your armour like a well lubed dildo from its wrapping. Which holds an even more alarming prospect. 
 
    “W-wait! Sooa! You don’t have to do this!” 
 
    “Me want to,” she giggles as your clothes are stripped away. “Me do.” 
 
    She’s raising you over her head. Oh. Oh no. No! You scream as she opens her mouth, and lets you fall into it. 
 
    You land on her tongue, and her mouth closes. You squirm as her tongue lathes over you, stroking you, rolling you about within her. The thick goo of her body is covering you. You can’t get any traction. 
 
    And unfortunately, your cock is absolutely rock hard. 
 
    Slickened, wriggling, every stroke of her tongue along you makes your breath hitch and cock throb. And then her tongue has wrapped around you. Is drawing you back. Back. Back towards the dark gulf of her throat. 
 
    “No! Sooa! Nooooo!” 
 
    Your scream goes unheeded as the googirl swallows you. You slide down her, into her. Absorbed into her body by the viscous walls of her gullet. Your struggles are sluggish in the thickness of her form. Your body teased and stroked by her endless depths. Used like a toy. A plaything. A pleasured little fuck boy. 
 
    Sooa giggles, hiccups, and smiles. 
 
    “Mmm,” she says as she feels you struggle and squirm in her depths. “Soooo goooood…” 
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    “Beatrix, we don’t have to fight,” you say. “I came here to help you.” 
 
    “Oh?” she says, arching an elegantly manicured golden brow. “Then, shall we negotiate?” 
 
    “That sound good. Yeah.” 
 
    “Hmmm,” Beatrix hums, her wings thrumming as she lazily lifts a leg from the oozing gold of the honey, stroking the dark chitin that covers her leg like a shining leather boot. “That will be difficult with you over there.” 
 
    “It will?” 
 
    “Of course. Negotiations are built on trust,” she says, lazily reaching down, hefting her plump tits, her thumbs lazily rubbing her brown titflesh. “And yet you stand there with your sword and your potions. How am I suppose to trust you?” 
 
    She…she has a point. You think. It’s getting a little hard to think with the humming that never ends. But you don’t want to have to fight her, which leaves you only one option. Gingerly you strip away your sword and belt, letting it fall to the floor along with your potions. 
 
    The beembo’s eyes light up. Her soft lips turn in a smile. “Mmm. Well done.” 
 
    You shift, not sure how you feel about the hungry look in her eyes. “Now can we negotiate?” 
 
    “If you want to. But you’ll have to enter my pool, my handsome intruder. I would never dream of speaking to someone who didn’t trust me at least that far.” 
 
    “Th-the pool?” you say, looking down to the goopy golden honey in which the beembo lounges. 
 
    “Indeed. Oh! Of course. You’re worried about your clothing. Girls? Do give our guest a hand.” 
 
    “Of course, your majesty,” the three beauties humming around the queen giggle. 
 
    “Oh, um, I dunno,” you say, taking a step back even as the trio rise out of the honey pool, walking towards you, light as air and with golden eyes. Dripping honey in their wake. 
 
    “Negotiations are built on trust, my handsome, silly intruder,” Beatrix says, her eyes lidded as she watches you. “We cannot advance if we don’t… trust one another. This is how beembos negotiate. You wouldn’t want to spoil relations, would you?” 
 
    “Trust our queen,” the drones giggles, surrounding you. Touching you. Their clever, clever fingers teasing buttons and straps. “Trust her.” 
 
    You…you know you shouldn’t. But it’s a little hard to think why with the three glistening beauties around you. Touching you. Dripping with that sweet, sweet honey. They giggle and stroke you. Remove your leathers. Your pants. 
 
    “This is all entirely normal,” Beatrix hums as her drones draw you towards her. Towards the warm honey that oozes around her naked body. 
 
    Your toe tests the honey, but only for a second. The next you’re being drawn down. Down. Down into the oozing gold. A shiver courses through you. Easing your worries. Your cares. Your lashes flutter as you sink to your waist in the honey pool, leaning against the rim. 
 
    “See?” Beatrix giggles. “No worries. It’s so perfectly safe.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. S-safe.” 
 
    “Mmm. Of course it is.” 
 
    You gasp as two of the giggling drones settle against your sides, their hands shyly exploring your chest. “U-um…” 
 
    “I’d hate for you to be uncomfortable during our chat,” Beatrix says, lounging amid the honey, watching you intently, her wings thrumming, golden hair bouncing about her face. “You want to be relaxed, don’t you? If you’re stressed, you could make a mistake. And we don’t want that.” 
 
    “Not at all,” the drones giggle, gathering honey in their hands, rubbing it onto your chest and shoulders, their plump breasts pressed against your sides. 
 
    “No. Gotta… gotta be relaxed,” you say. 
 
    And you are relaxed. Easy. Molten as the honey you sink into. The humming of the hive seems to sing through you. The warmth easing you. The touches of the drones teasing you. It’s so easy to relax. For your eyes to grow lidded. Your breathing easy. Your skin tingling in the honey. 
 
    “Mmm. Such a clever boy. A smart boy. You’re so very in control, aren’t you?” Beatrix hums. 
 
    “Yes,” you murmur. “In… control…” 
 
    “Mmm. Of course you’re in control. You never gave it up. You’ve done everything of your own free will. Haven’t you, my silly intruder? My brave knight?” 
 
    “E-exactly. All my…my own…” 
 
    You did, didn’t you? Everything is under control. You smile, relaxing further. Your chest. Your arms. Your cock tingling in the warm honey. You’re doing so well. Negotiating so wonderfully. 
 
    Those words are in your head. But they seem to be coming from the lips of the drones as they kiss you. Stroke you. Tease you. But they’re not wrong. And so, you should listen. Should relax. 
 
    Just relax. 
 
    Beatrix smirks from across the pool. “Mmm. Good boy. You’re doing so well. So very well. Now, as for your demands, I would be happy to fulfill them.” 
 
    “You… will?” 
 
    “Of course. I would be more than happy to have my lovely drones suck your cock. Tease your chest. Kiss you and love you ever so much.” 
 
    “I…I said that?” 
 
    “Why?” she asks, her eyes gleaming like her crown. “Don’t you want it?” 
 
    “Don’t you want us?” the drones hum. 
 
    You look at the trio. So soft. So bouncy. So naked and eager. Oh… Oh, you do want them. You want all of them. All of it. “I… um… y-yeah. W-want them…” 
 
    “Good. And in exchange, you will surely join the hive. Won’t you?” 
 
    “J-join the…” 
 
    “It would make me ever so happy,” Beatrix hums, delicately sucking on a chitinous black finger, polishing it to a shine, your eyes riveted at the sight of that smooth digit sliding in and out of her soft lips, sucked clean of all that gooey honey. “Mmm. And you want to make me happy, don’t you?” 
 
    You’re breathing has grown deep. Your head feels heavy. Like it’s stuffed with honey. With ooey, gooey, sticky, melty honey. “I… Um… I ah…” 
 
    “Say yes,” the drones chime, rubbing their honeyed tits against your chest, their eyes so large. So pleading. So filled with love and needing. “Won’t you say yes?” 
 
    You look at the beembos. And you just can’t say no. Not to those pouty lips. Those soulful eyes. Those adoring drones who just want to make you ever so happy. Whose hands are in your lap, stroking your little cock. Your twitching prick. 
 
    “I… I… Uh… I… O-okay,” you gasp. “Okay. I um… I’ll…” 
 
    “Shush,” a drone says, touching your lips, silencing your desperate attempts to explain. “We understand. Don’t we?” 
 
    The other two drones giggle and nod. Then the first is sliding low. Her head is in your lap. Her lips on your cock. 
 
    And is sucking. 
 
    Sucking… 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan, your thoughts melting in bliss. Your lips are captured by another drone. Their curvy bodies moving against you. Burying you in love. In kisses. In sweet, sugary submission. 
 
    Beatrix smirks from across the pool, watching you surrender to the drones. Watching you cum your mind out into the sucking lips of the beembo. Submitting. Moaning. Drowning in the honey of the hive and the love of the drones. 
 
    “Mmm,” she purrs, drawing teasing circles on her tit. “I do love a good negotiation…” 
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    Hive Time 
 
      
 
    If there’s one thing you’ve learned since entering the tower to try and rescue your bride from the witch Morgana, it’s to never underestimate the environment. 
 
    This is especially true for Beatrix’s lair. The honey queen of the beembo hive rules her golden home with a velvet glove hiding an iron fist. Even though she’s been freed of Morgana’s control, you have a strong feeling that Morgana hadn’t so much corrupted the beembo queen, so much as just enslaved her. 
 
    All of which means you need to be very careful around her. A fact that springs to mind as you enter her inner sanctum and find the busty blonde lounging once more in a pool of pure royal honey, her golden eyes lidded, her mocha skin dripping with luscious honey. Her shoulders rest on the rim of the pool, while two of her drones attend her. The comparatively smaller beembo girls giggle and lick and suck at their queen’s generous tits, her dark nipples drooling warm honey they are only too eager to lap up. 
 
    You clear your throat and Beatrix opens a golden eye. 
 
    “Ah, our saviour,” the beembo croons. She raises a hand and beckons, dark chitin garbing her like a shiny black glove. “Come. Join us.” 
 
    “Uh, maybe later,” you say, feeling once more a treacherous stirring in your pants at the carnal scene. “I came by to see if you’d managed to find your portal to the next floor yet.” 
 
    “Mmm. That’s right. Forgive me. I was… a touch distracted,” the beembo queen hums, her diaphanous wings thrumming. She pushes her two drones from her, rising lazily from the pool. Golden honey drools off her enticing curves, tracing the swell of her breasts and the seam of her ass. Dripping off the soft yellow and black fuzz that frames her quim and shoulders. She adjusts the golden crown she wears and casually strides towards one of the glistening walls of gold. 
 
    “Here,” she says, pressing her hand against it. “The portal.” 
 
    Under the touch the honeycomb wall melts, oozing down onto the floor. As it does so, it reveals the room hidden within. A small alcove where awaits a now familiar gate. A bush of thorns black as pitch frame a swirling blue portal, the entrance to the next floor of the tower. 
 
    “You mean it was here all this time?” you say, turning to the queen. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “I needed a moment to reflect,” Beatrix says, lazily shrugging her shoulders. “Besides. It seemed like you could have used a rest. Traversing the last few floors couldn’t have been easy.” 
 
    “Well, I mean. It wasn’t,” you admit. Just thinking back to the various monster girls you’ve had to best or bed on your journey makes your heart race. From the busty goblin Meeda to the jiggling slime girl, past the infernally clever kobold and finally, Beatrix herself, you really did need the chance to recover a bit. “But all the same…” 
 
    “Trust me,” Beatrix says, which instantly makes you trust her less. “You need the rest and to recover. The next levels are more challenging than the ones before.” 
 
    “More challenging than you?” 
 
    Beatrix smirks. Her tongue flicks along her full, red lips. “Hmm. In ways. I wasn’t a challenge, was I? After all, I make it so easy for you to give in.” 
 
    Her wings thrum, and you feel your body react to the humming sound. Yearning towards the big titted beembo. You clear your throat, trying to focus. “Uh, yeah. Sure. Anyway, I suppose I better get going…” 
 
    “Must you?” 
 
    She’s a lot closer. On either side of Beatrix are her drones, the empty eyed girls beaming at you, their wings thrumming with their queen’s. You find yourself staring into Beatrix’s golden eyes. 
 
    “You don’t have to go quite yet,” she says, her voice a hum of suggestion. Of soothing power. “Why not stay a while, prince? We would be ever so eager to please you more. To see you so… happy…” 
 
    “Happy,” the pair beside her chime, giggling, their hands moving lazily over their supple curves. 
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    Leave 
 
      
 
    Beatrix is undeniably lovely. Sexy. Attractive and seductive. She’s also far from trustworthy, and you have a feeling if you stay to enjoy her company, you’ll never leave. “Tempting. So very tempting,” you say, backing up slowly. “But, you know how it is. Things to do. Tower to climb. Monster girls to defeat. But uh, thanks. I’ll write.” 
 
    “You will?” she says, cocking a perfect dark brow. 
 
    “Sure. Anything’s possible,” you say, then turn and duck through the swirling portal. 
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    Dominate the Beembos 
 
      
 
    You can’t look away from the glistening beauties. From listening to the hum of their wings. Watching their breasts sway and bounce. You lick your lips, tasting air so thick in the scent of honey you may as well be licking it off their breasts. 
 
    “Maybe I can spend a few minutes…” you say, slowly descended the steps once more. 
 
    “Oh?” Beatrix hums, lifting her plump breasts up tantalizingly, her golden eyes shining like pools of honey. 
 
    “Yeah,” you say, grabbing a handful of her breast, relishing how she gasps, then hums with pleasure, her wings quickening their buzz. “I think I can do that.” 
 
    She looks up at you, tilting back her head, offering up her lips. And that’s an invitation you can’t refuse. You kiss her. Hard. Fierce. Her plush lips are so soft. So glistening and sugary with honey. You shiver with delight, grasping her, pulling her against you, mashing her soft breasts against your chest, feeling her nipples drool with her honeyed milk. 
 
    Soft hands move over you. Lilting voices whisper eager nothings as Beatrix’s drones slowly strip away your clothes, their hands touching you. Their lips kissing you. Their breasts moving against you. 
 
    You’re naked in moments. Your cock juts out, hard and eager to taste the beembo queen. “Wait,” she says, her hand gliding down your chest, past your thumping heart, your tight stomach. Her fingers wrap about your length and give you a teasing, slow, stroke. 
 
    “Mnnnn,” you groan as she strokes your cock. 
 
    “Do you want me to suck it?” Beatrix hums. “Do you want me to put my royal lips on your cock? Your thick, human, cock?” 
 
    “Yessss,” you groan. 
 
    “Such an eager man,” she purrs, slowly descending to her knees before you. Holding your cock in one hand, her other slides down your length, cupping your heavy balls. Massaging those tender orbs. 
 
    “Oh fuuuuck!” you groan. You reach down, grab her hair, push her face up against your length. “Lick it, slut,” you growl. 
 
    “Of course, my prince,” Beatrix says. Her tongue slides out from between her plush lips and runs hungrily up your twitching cock. You groan as she kisses the head. Her lips parting, taking you within her hot mouth. Forming a perfect seal as she begins to bob. Stroking you. Swallowing your shaft with all the skill you’d expect from a queen. 
 
    Not to say her drones aren’t wonderful as well. You turn your head, kissing one, feeling her shiver in delight, her toes curl, her wings thrum like beating drums. A staccato of naked pleasure and eager servitude. You leave her lips, kiss the other, again feel her quiver. Again hear that song. 
 
    The vibrations of their wings seem to thrum through you. Send every nerve singing with wonderful sensitivity. Your cock is so hard in her lips. You can’t hold back. With a moan swallowed in a drone’s kiss you cum, hips bucking, pumping into Beatrix’s mouth. The beembo queen moans, swallowing every drop, her tongue swirling on your cock until you soften. 
 
    She pulls back with a gasp. Her tongue swipes her puffy lips of every dredge of your cum. She smirks, then stands. “Dinah? Kneel.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” the blonde drone chimes, kneeling before her queen, pushing back her plump bottom eagerly towards you. 
 
    “Oh?” you say, panting. “Not your cunt?” 
 
    “You’re far too big for me, my prince,” the beembo queen says, smiling. “I’m afraid if you were smaller, I might allow it. But don’t worry,” Beatrix croons, stroking Dinah’s hair, the drone whimpering in delight as she wiggles her heart-shaped bum. “Dinah simply loves taking big, thick cocks. She was always such a slut.” 
 
    You laugh, grasping Dinah’s hips, making the beembo jolt and gasp. “Happy to oblige, then.” You push home, sheathing your cock within her dripping cunt. Despite Beatrix’s claims Dinah is quite tight, which certainly works for you as her inner walls squeeze your cock. The beembo moaning in bliss, her lashes fluttering, her thighs quaking. “Ooooooooh!” she moans. But her cries don’t last long. For the next second Beatrix has the girl’s blonde hair in a fist, and shoves the beembo’s face into her fuzzy muff. 
 
    You groan, drawing back, plunging forward, plowing the depths of the beembo drone’s tight pussy. Every thrust makes her wings skip a beat in their constant thrumming. Every impact makes her gasp, whimper, moan and lick more eagerly the pussy of her queen. 
 
    You’re breathing quite hard now. Good thing they took off your clothes. You’d be roasting in the heat of the hive if you were still wearing them. The walls shine and glisten with golden ambrosia. The pools of honey shine like golden discs. The beembos moan and pant and whimper. 
 
    It feels so good. You feel so good. So powerful. So… so… royal! It’s just so good to fuck these drones. To hear them pant and moan. To know that being fucked by you and Beatrix is the height of their existence. The absolute peak of their purpose. It’s so easy to just fall into the motions. Just focus on the thrust of your hips. The moans of the drone. The humming of Beatrix as her slave devours her pussy with the gusto of a gourmand. 
 
    You almost forgot about the other drone until she leans against your side, smiling dreamily at you, her cheeks puffed like a squirrels and lips pursed tightly. You look at her, panting, thrusting, not even wondering why she looks that way. Then she leans in, and you welcome her kiss. 
 
    And the sweet honey that comes pouring into your mouth. 
 
    You moan as you taste it. Drink it. Guzzle it. Your hips start moving faster. Plowing the panting beembo drone beneath you. Your hips slapping her bubblebutt. She moans into her queen’s pussy as she cums, her inner walls squeezing you, massaging you, pushing you past your own peak until, with a groan of pleasure, you too cum, pumping your thick seed into her, even as you keep drinking the honey from the other drone’s kiss. Guzzling it down like a man dying of thirst. 
 
    As the honey fills you, so does bliss. An airy softness that tingles through you. Filling you with a warm, easy lethargy. You sigh into the lips of the drone, licking the inside of her mouth even as the last of the honey drains away. You cum again, your orgasm thumping through like the muffled blows on the other side of a wall. 
 
    You barely feel your cock slide from the pussy of the drone. Don’t even register the touch of the two giggling drones as they half walk, half carry you to a glistening pool of royal jelly. You only sigh, moaning as you sink into the warm gold. Feel it gather around you, surrounding you up to your neck. Your eyes open dimly as Beatrix joins you in the pool, sitting on your lap. She smirks, and you smile dimly back as she gently dunks your head under the surface, and into a new form of servitude. 
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    Level Five 
 
      
 
    The portal swirls and you take a step into rich green grass. You pause, staring in wonder at sweeping meadows and plains. A clear blue sky shines overhead, illuminating this pastoral beauty, where fields stretch on as far as the eye can see and small copses of trees break up the landscape. Trees, and far in the distance, the shape of a farmhouse and barn. 
 
    “Not what I was expecting,” you say. You look around. “Alright. Where are you?” 
 
    Soft laughter brushes you like a breeze. You turn to face the portal and the thorny structure which frames it. The ancient woman who first met you at the tower’s base once more stands beside the obsidian, smiling at you. “Seems I’ve grown predictable.” 
 
    “It has been a number of levels,” you say. 
 
    Her eyes twinkle. “Mm. Too true. But what awaits you here is far from what you’ve faced so far.” 
 
    “How’s that?” 
 
    The old woman gestures with a withered hand towards the distant farm. “There lies the home of Maribelle. The holstaur princess.” 
 
    Your ears prick up. “Holstaur?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “As in large breasted minotaur woman?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “With milky breasts?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Interesting…” 
 
    “Interesting indeed. But I warn you to be careful. Morgana’s curse has made her… aggressive.” 
 
    “You mean like every other woman I’ve faced in this tower thus far.” 
 
    The crone tilts her head, slowly shrugsher shawled shoulders. “Hm. In some ways. But be warned. It’s not just her who live on that farm below. And even if you overcome her pets, she is another challenge entirely.” 
 
    “I mean, I’ve gotten this far. I think I have a handle on it.” 
 
    “Oh do you now?” she says with a knowing look. “Then by all means, go forth, young prince! Battle the holstaur maid and her many slaves and thralls. Defeat her. Just be careful. A glass of milk from her is liable to be more than just a breakfast treat. All holstaur milk is filled with intoxicants. A cream to soothe their mates and prey. Make them amenable and weak to the holstaur’s will. And Maribelle’s is more potent than any other you will ever see.” 
 
    “Thanks for the warning,” you tell her. 
 
    “I do hope I see you on the next floor,” the crone says. “And not in the holstaur’s paddock.” 
 
    You laugh it off and start down the grassy hill towards the farm, but though you were throwing in some bravado there, her words do find purchase in you. You’ve heard of holstaurs, of course. What horny young man hasn’t? Large breasted cow women. The females of the minotaur race. While their males are ever large, ornery, and combative, their females are largely caring, maternal, and above all, seductive. A minotaur is a male in the most primal sense, and if a human woman falls prey to them, it can only be too easy for the girl to find themselves the beast’s willing slave. A tender fucktoy who will eagerly submit to their mate’s cock and manhood until they’re nothing but a babbling sex doll. 
 
    A holstaur is as dangerous to men as a minotaur is to women. In fact, you’ve heard stories of holstaurs being even more of a threat to women. A holstaur’s nature makes one underestimate them. See them as merely a soft, eager lover. Tender and generous with her bounty. Eager to mate. But that is all a ruse. For once a holstaur has you in their grasp, you find yourself with their breast to your lips. Their milk in your mouth. And as you suckle them, your mind melts, sending you into a blissful state of a doting husband to your cow breasted wife. A brainless milk slave doing whatever your new mistress desires, all for another taste of her rich cream. 
 
    Which is bad! Yes. Very bad. Would be awful. Absolutely awful. Of course. And if you keep telling yourself that, maybe you’ll start believing it. 
 
    Well, you better start, because Maribelle is under Morgana’s influence, and judging by the other monster girls you’ve faced thus far, she’s not going to go down easy. 
 
    Yet as you near the farm you can’t quite put off just how wholesome the whole place is. The small cottage sitting astride fields golden with wheat. The barn rising high in the back like a great brown bull lazing in the sun. Even the breeze carries the scent of daisies and wild flowers to your nose. The whole place just radiates calm. 
 
    But that doesn’t stop you from tensing when you hear a cry come from the barn. And it doesn’t keep you from warily raising your sword as you turn your steps towards that wholesome red building, where, as you grow nearer, a steady thumping sound can just be heard radiating from behind the doors. 
 
    You press your back against the barn door, sword raised. The mechanical thumping sound practically vibrates through the wood. The pants and gasps and cries within are louder than ever. Gritting your teeth, you yank open the door and spring inside, sword raised on guard. 
 
    You stand stock still within the barn, the tip of your sword slowly falling, along with your jaw. 
 
    The barn is clean, to a surprising degree. Hay is gathered in piles within the stalls. Tools are hung along the walls and a plow sits in the far corner. All this is you take in at a glance, before your eyes are wrenched back to the center of the barn. 
 
    There sits a chair unlike any you’ve seen before. Made of heavy, solid wood, it is backed up against a massive metallic construct. This is the source of the thumping sound you heard, a pair of bellows pumping from the sides. Glass canisters ring it, hooked to spouts. Cables wind all about it like some mechanical octopus dragged from the depths of the sea and nightmares. 
 
    And yet it’s the seemingly simple chair that again draws your full attention, mainly due to who is on it. A woman sits in the chair, her head tilted back, her soft lips parted and eyes dim with need. Sweat beads her luscious body, in particular a pair of absolutely impossible breasts. She’s naked, her wrists bound in the chair, the wood creaking as she struggles against them. Her ample bust bounces on her chest, nipple the size of quarters, pierced with golden bars and dribbling a rich, thick cream. Her thighs rub together, her pussy framed with a thatch of hair and fairly drooling with desperate arousal. 
 
    “Ooooh!” the woman moans. Her head tosses, her lush blonde hair flying about. When her eyes finally focus on you she jerks her head. “P-please! H-help me!” 
 
    “Oh. Um, alright,” you say, lowering your sword. You sheathe it, but keep it loose. You’ll need both hands for helping her, but you have every intention of drawing it at the slightest hint of danger. Crossing the floor, you grab the straps that bind her arms. 
 
    “N-noooo! Not that!” she cries. 
 
    You look at her. “Huh?” 
 
    “P-please!” she moans, thrusting out her ample chest. “M-milk meeeee!” 
 
    You stare at her, then the machine. A glance finds a pair of the tubes that snake from the machine, each ending in a cup, the soft pad vibrating with the force of the pumps. 
 
    “Dear gods,” you say. 
 
    “Pleeeeease!” the desperate milk slut moans. “N-need milking!” 
 
      
 
    Milk Her with the Machine 
 
    Milk Her with Your Hands 
 
    Free Her 
 
    

  

 
   
    Free Her 
 
      
 
    No way are you doing this with her still bound in that chair. “Just stay calm,” you say as you unbuckle her straps. “Everything is going to be ooof!“ 
 
    Your assurances are cut short as she fairly hurls herself out of the chair, slamming into you like a bull freed from its paddock. You hit the ground hard, driving the wind from you. Which is nothing compared to when the panting milk slut lands on top of you, her long blonde hair spilling around her face, shadowing her desperate, senseless features. “Pleaaaase!” she moans. “N-need milking!” 
 
    Winded as you are, you can’t even struggle as she shoves a breast into your face, pushing a dusky nipple against your helpless lips. She grabs her breast, moans, and gives herself a squeeze. 
 
    Milk fountains into your mouth in a sudden torrent of heady cream. You can’t help but drink it, guzzling it as what feels like gallons of her milk spills into your mouth. And with every drop, your feel… 
 
    Heavy… 
 
    You moan, eyes lidding as you lie beneath the moaning milk slut, helpless to do anything but accept her cream. Your lips slowly close around that hardened teat, your tongue tasting the rich thickness of her cream and the metallic tang of the golden bars, and then suck. At first only tentatively, but as the milk slut moans above you, as her creams lessens from a flood to a steady stream, you suck more hungrily. More eagerly. Moaning softly as you drink the milk cow’s rich, ample cream. 
 
    Languor spreads through you. Soothes you. As the milk slut’s cries of need and moans of joy lessen you relax even more. Your head feels heavy. Stuffed and swimming in richest milk. Your cock hardens in your pants as your arms rise, cradling the ample breast against your lips, gently massaging that full, soft orb to give you more of its creamy treasures. 
 
    “Oh gods,” the milk slut moans. “Oh gods yes. Yessssss. That’s it. Oh gods above thank you. Oh thank you!” 
 
    She’s panting too. You look into her dazed eyes and can’t help but relax yet more. Sink beneath her endless curves as you milk her. Drink her. Drown yourself in the milk slut’s cream. Her fingers move between you, and you can only moan as she finds your pants, freeing your cock from the tight confines. 
 
    She bites her lip, lashes fluttering as she sheathes you within her. She groans with joy, a sound echoed by you as her hot depths envelop you. Massage you. Slowly you begin to thrust into her. Eagerly her hips move as she begins to ride you. 
 
    “OOoooh yesssss!” the cow slut moans, fucking you beneath her, her ample breasts pressing down on you, burying you beneath endless tit flesh. “Yes. Yesssss! Milk me! Fuck me! Oh gods. Oh gods yes. Yes! Finally. Oooooh at laaaaast! Gods! Yes! Oh fuck. Fuck! Yesssss!” 
 
    Her voice rises, keening in purest pleasure as she cums, squeezing your cock. Massaging you until you can’t hold back and cum with her, crying out as you surrender to her pussy. To her tits. To her endless pleasures. 
 
    She lifts her breast from your mouth, your lips popping free reluctantly. Fortunately, enough she has another breast she’s more than eager to share with you, burying you beneath her ample tit flesh once again. You moan and suck. Bucking beneath her. Lost to the milky haze of pleasure and endless fucking. Little more than her hungry milker. 
 
    “Oh gods, yes. Mnnnn. You’re doing so good. So gooooood!” she moans. “Milk me. Milk slut. Milks cow slut. Yesssss!” she groans, her mind so addled with pleasure she can say little more. Not that you’re in better shape. Your head is already stuffed with warm cummie pleasure. You can only moan and gasp and rut and pant beneath the ample curves of your cow slut, pumping your cock into her in endless pleasure. Already you can’t remember what you’re doing here. Already you’re so drowned in milky pleasure a life beyond the barn seems like an illusion. You don’t mind. Not so long as you can keep drinking. Keep milking. Keep fucking the woman above you forever and ever and ever… 
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    Milk Her with the Machine 
 
      
 
    You may be new to this whole rescuing a princess bit, you’re pretty sure milking a woman you found bound to a chair with your bare hands would be a mistake. You glance again at the suction cups and pick them up. The moment the woman in the chair seems them in your hand she’s nodding her head with desperate eagerness. “Mmm! Yes! Milk! Milk slut! Milk!” 
 
    You glance at the cups, shrug, then place them on her bouncing breasts. 
 
    Instantly the cups adhere to the woman’s tits, capping her nipples perfectly. Her back arches, her eyes flying wide open and lips parting as the cups begin to thrum. “Oooooooh!” she lows as the thumping of the pumps grows stronger. As her breasts twitch. Bounce, and release. 
 
    Creams fountains into the massaging cups, sucked down the tubes and into the massive machine. The woman moans, panting, bucking, hips twitching with helpless lust as she humps the air, her breasts bouncing as she’s milked by the thrumming pumps. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Milk! Milk me! Suck milk! Fuck! Fuck! Yessss! Miiiiiiiilk!” 
 
    She screams with ecstasy, cumming without her pussy even being touched, her juices pooling on the floor in a puddle of helpless arousal. You stand back, nostrils flaring at the heady scent of milk and lust and fucking. 
 
    Endlessly the pumps seem to work, the bellows groaning. The glass bottles filling up rapidly. The smell of burning rubber becomes more and more evident as the machine overheats from its labours, and yet still the woman spurts milk into the hungry cups. Still her breasts overflow with cream. 
 
    It seems to take hours for her gasps and whimpers to die down. For her to sag in her chair, panting, moaning softly. You hear a change in the machine, and realize that she’s been milked empty. 
 
    “Are you alright?” you ask her. 
 
    “Yeah… yes…” she pants, a sated smile on her flushed face. “Oh gods yes… hah… ah… On… on the side… shut off switch…” 
 
    “Oh, right.” 
 
    You move around the machine until you find the massive lever. You give it a yank, and the pumps whine down, the bellows slowing their thumping beat as they settle once more. You take a step back, wiping your brow as you look back to the woman in the chair. 
 
    She’s still breathing heavily, her immense breasts heaving atop her chest as she settles. With a soft popping sound the cups release her needy nipples, flopping onto her lap where they drip some residual cream. You undo the straps on her wrists and help her to her feet. 
 
    She stumbles a bit, her shapely thighs quaking as she falls against you. Instinctively you grab her, supporting her even as her soft breasts mash against your chest in a more than notable way. “You okay?” 
 
    “Oh. So good,” she pants. She lifts her head and smiles blissfully at you. “Thanks um…” 
 
    “Arthur,” you say. 
 
    “Jenny. Thanks so much. Mommy Marie put me in there this morning but forgot to put on the caps. I was worried I’d be just stuffed full all day!” 
 
    “Um, yeah. No problem,” you say. “Mommy?” 
 
    “Oh,” she giggles. “Yeah. Maribelle likes me to call her that. She likes all her cows to.” 
 
    “Cows? As in plural?” you say. 
 
    “Oh gosh yes,” Jenny giggles. “Mommy has lots around. Mostly they work in the house or the gardens, but everyone gets a turn at the pumps if they really need it.” 
 
    “I… see…” 
 
    She smiles blissfully up at you, stroking your arm lovingly. “Do you wanna meet them?” she asks, smiling beatifically into your eyes. “I bet they’d just, like, love to meet you.” 
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    Meet the Cows 
 
      
 
    “Cows, eh?” you murmur. 
 
    Jenni giggles, pushing up her plump breasts further against you. “Oh gosh yes,” she says, her long lashes fluttering. “Mommy keeps lots of cows. She’s gotta. She can get soooo milky. And she needs good, silly cows to milk her.” 
 
    “She doesn’t use the pumps?” 
 
    “Oh gosh no. Her milk is faaaaar too good to waste on the cups. Those go to the merchant. He pays so well for it. It’s super popular.” 
 
    “I bet,” you say, stroking her arm, feeling her ample curves press further against you. “So these cows… they’re in the farm house?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” she breathes. “You’ve gotta meet them.” 
 
    You… suppose you could. After all, if they’re anything like Jenny, you doubt they’ll be terribly smart. And she’s just so ample. If there are more like her… well, would it really be so wrong to check it out? 
 
    A part of you screams yes, but that’s easy to ignore as Jenni rubs her ample tits against your chest, moaning softly as cream dribbles from her fat nipples. “I think… maybe meeting your fellow cows wouldn’t be so bad,” you say. 
 
    “Oh that’s wonderful,” she breathes, giving your arm a tug. “Come on! Oh they’re just going to love you!” 
 
    You can’t help but find that an interesting prospect. You walk with the eager cow, growing warmer as she clings to you, strokes you, kisses your cheek and presses her plush body against your side. Oh yes. This really was the right decision. 
 
    The farm house waits ahead and Jenni eagerly pushes open the doors. “Girls!” she calls eagerly. “We have a guest!” 
 
    You find yourself in a kitchen, and seconds later it’s filled with giggling cow girls. Like Jenni, none are actual holstaurs, but that doesn’t stop them from being absurdly curvy. Lacy peasant dresses garb the four women who crowd around you, cooing and gasping with delight. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, he’s so handsome!” 
 
    “Jenni, where have you been hiding him?” 
 
    “Oh he’s just so precious! I want to hold him down and just let him milk me dry!” 
 
    “Arthur,” Jenni says, hanging off your arm as she gestures at the various women. “This is Vona. Jamella and Cynthia.” 
 
    “Pleasure to meet you,” you say. 
 
    Giggles meet that. 
 
    “But you must be just famished!” Vona cries, her skin a swarthy brown as she takes your arm and plops you down onto a seat at the table. “Let’s get something in you. You’re just skin and bones!” 
 
    “Oh, well. I mean, I think I’m okay.” 
 
    “Oh you are!” Cynthia giggles. Slimmer than the others, she’s nonetheless curvier than anyone you’ve met outside her sister cows. She plops into your lap, her arms winding around you neck as she leans against you, beaming down at you. “So big and strong. Would you mind if I take a closer look? I’m just a sucker for a strong man.” 
 
    “Um, well, I mean…” 
 
    Your reply is taken as an invitation, and Cynthia’s fingers have already undone your leather coat, then your shirt, revealing your toned chest to the warm air of the kitchen. She gasps. “Oh my,” she says, her hands delicately stroking your stomach, teasing the firm muscles that define it. “You weren’t lying. What a strong, muscular young man. So tough…” 
 
    Your breath hitches at her tingling touch. Your cock, already hard, swells to its full length, pressing up through your pants and against the soft rear on your lap. You groan as Cynthia wriggles atop you, rubbing your cock beneath her ample rear. 
 
    A finger touches your chin, turns your head, and a warm fudge brownie is suddenly against your lips. 
 
    “Eat up!” the amply built Vona croons. “You must be so hungry.” 
 
    You weren’t before, but as that sweet, gooey chocolate touches your tongue your appetite awakens with a vengeance. You moan as you let her feed you that gooey pastry, then twitch as fingers tease the threads of your pants, undoing them and yanking them down along with your underwear. 
 
    “Urmph. W-wait,” you say, swallowing. “What are-“ 
 
    A warm pastry interrupts you, and you have to eat it before you can talk. And as you chew you feel soft lips kiss your shaft. 
 
    “Mmm. Tastes wonderful, doesn’t it?” Cynthia coos, her ass lifted as she leans against you. Trapping you between her and the chair. “Isn’t it just so delicious?” 
 
    You can only nod, groaning as those hidden lips show your cock the love it so richly deserves. Soft lips and gentle tongues kissing and stroking, licking and servicing you. You glance down and see Jamella kneeling on the floor, her head in your lap. Your attention snaps back to Cynthia as the slim cowgirl leans in closer. “And you know what goes so good with our sweet pastries?” 
 
    You shake your head. No. You don’t know. But you want to find out. You really, really want to find out. 
 
    Cynthia giggles, and suddenly pulls down her top, her breasts bouncing into the open. “Some fresh,” she says, hefting her teats. “Warm. Milk.” 
 
    You just finished chewing in time for your face to be buried between those ample tits. You moan, enveloped in the warm softness of her breasts. Your hips buck, thrusting against the teasing tongue, pressing against the plush bottom of Cynthia’s rear. Softness envelops the back of your head as Jenni presses her naked breasts to you as well, giggling to Cynthia. 
 
    “Oooh, we have a breast man here.” 
 
    “Mmm. How lucky of him to come and meet us cows.” 
 
    “Oh he is,” Jenni giggles, kissing Cynthia. “He so is…” 
 
    You’re trapped. Engulfed in soft, female flesh as the two cow sluts start kissing above you. Your head shifts, and suddenly a large nipple is pressed against your lips. You try to resist, but if you planned on resisting you never would have followed Jenni into this house. Instead you latch on to that heavenly nipple, tasting the sweat cream of Cynthia, and suck. 
 
    Warm milks flows into you, washing away your worries. Your fear. You moan, your cock hardening further, your hips thrusting against Cynthia’s plush rear, but it’s Jamella’s heavenly lips that capture your cock, stroke you down to the root, and begin to suck with an eagerness you couldn’t begin to describe. 
 
    You moan, thrusting, drinking, drowning in sweet, warm pleasure and eager women. When you cum, you do so like a geyser, your throbbing cock pumping your seed into Jamella’s hot mouth. And as you continue to drown in milky cow cream, you discover to your joy you’re still so hard. So eager. So panting and whining for more. 
 
    “Oooh, look like he wants more,” Jenni giggles. 
 
    “Mmm. I can do that,” Cynthia breathes, lifts her hips so Jamella can pull away, and impales herself on your shaft. 
 
    Your cry of pleasure is muffled by Cynthia’s breasts as she switches one nipple for the other, letting you drink anew from the fountain of her tit as she fucks you into the chair. Bouncing atop you. Moaning in pleasure. In eagerness. In ecstasy. When at last you cum, it’s with that glorious cow girl, pumping your seed into her hungry depths. 
 
    And still you’re hard. A good thing too, for as Cynthia lifts herself off you, mussing your hair with a giggle, Vona cries, “My turn!” and sheathes you into her dark pussy, moaning as she engulfs your head in her chocolatey breasts, and the whole process happens again. 
 
    For hours you sit there, enslaved to the lusts of the four cow women. Each time you satisfy one the next mounts you. Always their milk flows into your mouth, keeping you hard. Keeping you needy. Keeping you eager to thrust into them again and again and again. 
 
    You lose track of time. Of yourself. You don’t even wonder when you find yourself on a bed, Jenni sucking you off while Jamella rides your face, moaning as she cums, drowning you in her juices and your own seed. You drink it all. Swallow it all. You feel weak. Heavy. Torpid. You’re so addled with cream and lust and sex you can’t think straight, if at all. 
 
    “Oh he’s such a prize!” Vona moans as she traps you beneath her ample ass, moaning as you lick out her tart backdoor. “Mmmm. A prime milk stud.” 
 
    “I know!” Jenni giggles. “Do you think Mommy will let us keep him?” 
 
    “I do hope so,” Jamella croons, embracing Jenni, kissing the other cow girl. “After all, it’s only fair. We did catch him.” 
 
    Jenni giggles and kisses the other cow slut, moaning as Jamella’s fingers delve into her sopping cunt. You hear them, but the words have no meaning to you. So drunk on cowgirl milk, you can only rut and moan and debase yourself for another moment of pleasure. Not that you need to. The four are more than happy to slake your lust. This will be your life now, nothing more than a pleasure slut to the four cow girls. Their eager milker and slave. Your ambitions for the tower and to rescue your bride forgotten. 
 
    And you’ll never be able to think long enough to regret it. 
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    Milk Her with Your Hands 
 
      
 
    You flex your fingers as you watch her plush tits bounce and shake. You’re not sure about this, but the alternatives aren’t great. You have absolutely no intention of sucking her breast, and you’re more than slightly wary of the thumping machine and what it might do. Which really leaves you the one option. 
 
    You walk around her, thinking about how best to do this, and finally walk up behind the chair. You have to press against the wood to get your arms around her, the milk slut’s breasts so large you can barely reach her quivering nipples. Her bouncing blonde hair is in your face, smelling sweetly of sweat and some form of flowery shampoo. Your hands engulf her breasts. 
 
    “Oooooh!” the milk slut moans, quivering as your palms sink into her teats, her nipples pressed between your fingers. 
 
    “Easy does it,” you murmur more to yourself than her, your fingers stroking her budding nipples, teasing those plump peaks. “Easy…” 
 
    “Mnnnn!” she pants. “Oh yesssss! Please! Please! Oh gods above pleeeeease!” 
 
    You feel a flush. Damn it! She’s so pent up. Your fingers trace slow circles around her fat nipples, stroking them until moisture wets your hands with the first droplets of her milk. You tickle her nipples, gently rubbing them between two fingers, massaging and bouncing her breasts. 
 
    “Oh. Oh! Oh fuuuuuuck!” the cow slut moans as at last you break that barrier that held her back. With a cry of pure pleasure her nipples burst with cream, spraying the floor and hay with her cream. Her thighs quake as she cums, her breasts bouncing, squeezed in your relentless, massaging hands. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Fuck meeee! Milk meeeeeee!” 
 
    Her breasts seem bottomless. Again and again she spurts her milk across the floor. Her whole body shudders with pleasure as her breasts pulse with rich cream. The chair creaks under her pleasured thrusts. 
 
    You’re panting by the time she’s finished. Sweating and weak kneed from the sheer force of her orgasm and milking. She sags in the chair, and at last you manage to pull your hands from her teats. Your fingers are absolutely drenched in her cream, and after a moment of staring you hastily wipe them clean on some straw, then head back around the chair. 
 
    The cow slut sags limply before you. Gently you undo the straps that bound her arms to the chair and help her up. She stumbles a bit, her thick thighs quaking as she falls against you. Instinctively you grab her, supporting her even as her soft breasts mash against your chest in a more than notable way. “You okay?” 
 
    “Oh. So good,” she pants. She lifts her head and smiles blissfully at you. “Thanks um…” 
 
    “Arthur,” you say. 
 
    “Jenny. Thanks so much. Mommy Marie put me in there this morning but forgot to put on the caps. I was worried I’d be just stuffed full all day!” 
 
    “Um, yeah. No problem,” you say. “Mommy?” 
 
    “Oh,” she giggles. “Yeah. Maribelle likes me to call her that. She likes all her cows to.” 
 
    “Cows? As in plural?” you say. 
 
    “Oh gosh yes,” Jenny giggles. “Mommy has lots around. Mostly they work in the house or the gardens, but everyone gets a turn at the pumps if they really need it.” 
 
    “I… see…” 
 
    She smiles blissfully up at you, stroking your arm lovingly. “Do you wanna meet them?” she asks, smiling beatifically into your eyes. “I bet they’d just, like, love to meet you.” 
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    Submit to the Beembos 
 
      
 
    The humming of their wings drums through you. You feel warm. Dizzy. Confused. You look back to Beatrix. “H-happy?” you say. 
 
    “So happy,” Beatrix hums, coming closer. Touching your cheek. “All you have to do… is obey…” 
 
    “O…o…” 
 
    “Obey.” 
 
    “Obey,” you say, the word buzzing on your tongue. You sigh, relaxing, your mind growing foggy and contented. “Obey,” you murmur. 
 
    Beatrix smiles. Such a lovely smile. A wonderful, beautiful, fantastic smile. “That’s right,” she murmurs. “Now, take off those silly clothes. You don’t need them. Do you?” 
 
    No. No, you don’t. You can’t imagine why you would need them. And you’re so eager to do as she says. To just obey. Smiling blissfully, you remove your armour, stripping it away and leaving it to pile on the floor. Soon enough you’re utterly naked, your skin pinked with warm desire. Beatrix looks you up and down, and how your heart sings at the approval in her smile. Or, is it hums? Hums like beembo wings and song… 
 
    “Kneel before your queen,” she says. 
 
    You drop to your knees before you even register her words. You look up at her, enraptured at the chocolate skinned goddess. The glory of your queen. She smirks and pushes forward her hips and the soft lips of pussy. “Lick, my servant.” 
 
    You’re fairly drooling at the thought. You shuffle forward, looking at her glistening cunny with worship. With awe. You stroke her thighs, grasping them as you gently lean forward and run your tongue up and along her lower lips. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Ohhhh gods. 
 
    You moan as you lap at her honeypot, your taste buds singing at the sweetness of her juices. At the delicate flavour of her quim. Sweeter than honey. Better than sin. You moan in servile adoration, your cock twitching, jutting from your hips, pre dripping from the tip as you lovingly lick out your queen. Kissing and lapping. Moaning and whimpering. It feels so good to her servant. Her subject. Her slave. You want to do so much more. So much more for mistress. 
 
    “Mmm. Good boy,” Beatrix moans, casually twining her fingers in your hair, pushing you harder against her glistening quim. “That’s a very good boy. Lick me well, slave. Ah! That. That right there. Lick it. Kiss my clit.” 
 
    You do, adoringly, your nose pressed against the striped fluff that frames her muff, you kiss and tongue that wonderfully sensitive bead. Wanting her to cum. Needing her to cum. More than anything needing to please her. To pleasure her. To prove what a perfect slave you are. What a perfect, wonderful slut you will be for your beembo mistress. 
 
    Beatrix is humming, her hips moving, riding your face. Her eyes are lidded, her glistening lips parted with pleasure. The sight of that goddess, that queen, in the throes of pleasure spurs you to new efforts to service. To pleasure her. You bury yourself in her muff with the single-minded purpose of making her cum. Of making your queen moan. 
 
    “Oh!” Beatrix gasps as your tongue delves deep inside of her. “Oh y-yesssss! There! Oh such a good boy. Such a good… ah… good slave. Oh yes… Ah… How s-silly. If only you’d… mnnn… admitted you wanted to be my drone from the start. We could have… ah… could have been soooo much further a-along!” 
 
    You almost weep at the truth in her words. How could you have been so blind? So stupid! If only you’d submitted to her the second you saw her. If only you’d sunk to your knees before her and kissed her carapace toes. You could have been her slave so much earlier if only you’d abandoned your useless pride and been hers. Her slut. Her slave. Her eager bitch. 
 
    Her other hand grips your hair. Her hips work, fucking your face. Your tongue. “Yes. Yes! Yessssss!” Beatrix moans as she cums, drowning you in her honeyed cum. Her orgasm surges through you. Vibrates through you. Reduces you to little more than a drooling idiot as her pleasure thrums through her wings and you, perfectly tuning you to her pleasures. 
 
    Panting, Beatrix pulls your head from her cunny, admiring your damp features and glazed eyes. Your slack jaw and how her honeyed juices drip from your lips. 
 
    “Mmm. A good look for you. Let’s make it permanent.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say dimly, not even registering her words. But she’s right. She’s always right. You feel hands take your shoulders, the two beembo drones giggling and humming as they gently carry you away from your queen. But not far. Goodness no, not far at all. You gasp as warmth oozes around you. Moan as you sink into the honeyed pools of royal jelly. Beatrix strides after you, smirking as you sink up to your neck in the golden honey. Feel the warmth throb through you. Fill you. 
 
    Change you. 
 
    You whimper softly as you feel your muscular frame soften. Lose its bulk, but none of its tone. Gasp as you feel your manhood twitch and shrivel within the glistening warmth. Shrinking. Becoming a perfect beta dick. Beatrix strides into the honey, moving towards you, not a ripple disturbing the thick golden surface. She straddles your lap, reaching down and grasping your cock. You cry out, so sensitive that even her touch nearly sends you over the edge. 
 
    “Mmm. That’s better. Why, it’s barely a cock anymore. Practically a clit for my pretty little boy. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” you moan, face flaming with wounded pride. 
 
    “Mmm. Don’t worry,” she says, stroking your chin, letting you suck the honey off her finger. “That’s just how I like it.” 
 
    Her hips lower her. Her pussy swallows you. 
 
    And you’re lost. 
 
    You cry out, helpless with pleasure. Lost with desire as her warm cunny envelops you. Devours you. Consumes you in helpless pleasure. You whimper and moan as Beatrix hums with pleasure, her hips rocking, fucking herself atop you. You can’t help it. Can’t stop it. With a weak cry you cum, pumping pathetically into her milking pussy. 
 
    “Ooooh, yesssss!” Beatrix laughs, your tiny cock twitching within her, shrinking even further like every spurt of your cock surrenders more of your manhood. “Ohhhh such a good slave! Give it to me. Give me all your pathetic cum!” 
 
    “Yes!” you cry, lost as a man, found as a slave. “Yes my queen! Please! All of it! Take all of it! Need to… need to cum! Need to cum for you! Need to fuck!” 
 
    She laughs, her breasts bouncing as she rides you. The two drones squeeze in beside you, giggling as they soak in the warm waters, pressing soft breasts and softer kisses against you. You’re falling. Falling to pleasure. Falling to lust. Falling in love with your queen and her thralls and your place in the hive. 
 
    And it feels so good. 
 
      
 
    Beembo Drone 
 
    

  

 
   
    Ask About Maribelle 
 
      
 
    “Actually,” you say, banishing the vision of ample cow sluts all eagerly awaiting you. “I was hoping to meet Maribelle. I’ve got a… uh… a letter for her. Very important. Must get to her.” 
 
    “Oh?” Jenni asks, cocking her head. “What’s it about?” 
 
    “A… one time offer! For a brand-new heavy-duty milking machine. Top of the line. Very valuable.” 
 
    “Oh!” Jenni brightens. Not hard given how dim she is. “Of course! Mommy mistress is off in the fields working. I’m sure she’ll be just tickled pink to see you!” 
 
    “Absolutely,” you say. “And I had… best go see her, then. Let me just…” 
 
    You help Jenni to one of the walls of the barn where the eager cowslut can better support herself until she gets the feeling back in her legs. With a wave farewell you hurry out the doors and towards the fields. 
 
    As soon as you’re free of the barn you let out a sigh of relief. Damn but she almost had you. You can still feel the softness of her breasts while she leaned against you. And oh how tempting it was to get another full body experience of that. But no. Focus! You’re here for a reason. To defeat Maribelle and free her from the witch’s curse. 
 
    It’s a nice thought, and as you walk among the fields of the farm you can even believe you’ll accomplish it in good time. You look around at the golden stalks of wheat waving in the gentle breeze. It’s so peaceful here. Were it not for the fact that you just left a barn tailor built to milk the brains out of women corrupted by the holstaur’s milk, you could almost believe it was just another idyllic farm. 
 
    You crest a small hill, and below you, in a clear patch of the wheat, you spot the holstaur herself. 
 
    She’s standing in a small meadow growing at the edge of the wheat fields. Kneeling down, she’s tending some flowers, her ample curves accentuating a modest dress she’s wearing. From her long brown hair sprouts a pair of stubby cow horns. A fur tufted tail sways behind her shapely backside as she rises and turns. 
 
    You had a good view of her back, but her front defies belief. She’s even bustier than Jenni, and significantly taller, at least a head taller than you. An apron is tied to her front, and you realize that it’s all that holds back her ample breasts from the open air. Her skin is pale as fresh poured cream and her eyes warm and loving. A matronly beauty hangs around her, one which you can sense, even considering how much of a battle axe your own mother was. 
 
    Maribelle smiles as she sees you. A very warm and welcoming smile. “Well hello!” she says, crossing her arms beneath her ample breasts. “What’s a young thing like you doing all the way out here.” 
 
    “Oh,” you say, taking a few wary steps nearer. “You know. Just… came by to say hello.” 
 
    “Mmm. Of course. And it’s surely not to stab me with that sword there.” 
 
    “What! Oh, this?” you say, drawing your blade, the steel shimmering with the silver of its blessing. “No. No! Of course not. It’s just for… self defence.” 
 
    “Mmm. Well, you’ll not need that with me. Toss it aside, then we can talk more… intimately.” 
 
    There’s no mistaking how her breasts move with that word. Not a hint of sag in those milky orbs. You swallow thickly. “Um…” 
 
    “Of course,” she giggles, reaching out and grabbing the handle that had been sticking out of the ground. “If you’re not here just to talk, then we might have a bit of a problem. And I’m certainly willing to punish naughty boys.” 
 
    Your eyes widen as she easily swings the massive Warhammer from the ground, whirling it about and onto her shoulders. The smile never leaves her face, but somehow, you have little doubt that she’s more than able to use that thing. 
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    Beembo Drone 
 
      
 
    “Hmm,” your queen hums as she considers the new ceiling of her throne room. “Not bad. Not bad.” 
 
    You fail to answer, as you’re currently kneeling before her throne, her foot in your hand and your tongue polishing her dark carapace to a shine. 
 
    “It has a certain something to it. Lets in the light better, I think,” your queen says. 
 
    “Mmm,” you hum, lifting her foot, kissing the arch before letting your tongue glide up it in servile worship. 
 
    “Oh, but you know, it’s so hard to really tell. And the drones worked ever so hard on it,” your queen sighs, lounging atop her golden throne, the honeyed construct like a massive melted candle rising out of the floor. “Maybe I’m just not in the right mood to appreciate it.” 
 
    Your ears prick up. Your stubby wings thrum in excitement. Delicately, Beatrix lifts her shining foot from your hands and plants it on the throne. “Attend me, my drone.” 
 
    “Yes, my queen,” you say, rising to your feet. The time since you bathed in the royal jelly has changed you markedly. Gone are the firm muscles and strong build you once enjoyed. Instead you’ve grown lithe and slender. Your body is tanned to bronze and your eyes filled with gold. Your stubby wings thrum and your cock, so small, so gentle, juts out pathetically, forever dribbling your honeyed cum with your helpless arousal from your queen’s presence. 
 
    You climb the steps of her throne and adoringly bend over her. You align your pathetic little cock with her slit and push inside. 
 
    “Mmm,” Beatrix hums. Her wings thrum and you nearly cum right there from the sound, but you know your mistress wants more. That she’ll not be satisfied until you pleasure her properly. You also know she’s intentionally trying to make you cum your pathetic little brains out. 
 
    But you need to prove yourself to her. Prove you can do this. That you can serve her as more than just her pathetic little bimbo boy. That you can fuck her and pleasure her and make her cum before you do. 
 
    But it’s so hard. The moment her pussy tightens around your little cock you can’t help but moan and start weakly thrusting. Whimper and tense, eyes squeezed shut as you try to push back the impossible pleasure pulsing through you. 
 
    Beatrix lifts her eyes to the ceiling, considering the honeycombed pattern, so thin the daylight filters down in truly golden rays. She taps her chin as you whimper and thrust. The only thing that interrupts her deliberate disinterest is when you take her nipple between your lips and suck. 
 
    “Ooooh,” she moans, her wings thrumming faster, her hips lazily working. The striped fuzz that coats her collar and mons tickle you delightfully as you thrust harder. Suck and lick and gently tease her nipple with gentle grazes of your teeth. 
 
    “Mnnnn. You are quite good. Yes. Yessss. It does look good. So bright in your hair. So pretty on your sweat as you try so hard to fuck me. To make me cum.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan, rutting her with increasingly desperate thrusts. You’re so close to cumming. So close. You muscle back that glorious orgasm waiting around the corner. Fight it even as you fuck her with eager, panting thrusts. 
 
    Then the tune of her wings changes. A sound that flicks that switch that is your self control. You cry out as you cum, exploding within her, your tiny cock pulsing as you fill her with squirts of your honeyed cum. “Ooooooh!” you moan. 
 
    “Yesssss,” Beatrix gasps as you cum within her. She sighs, relaxing back in her throne as you collapse atop her, panting, your face buried in the face that frames her breasts. 
 
    Beatrix sighs, rustling your hair fondly. “Yes,” she says. “I think it does look good. It brings out how adorably enslaved you are, my little drone.” 
 
    You lift your head, smiling at her in worshipping adoration. “Thank you… my queen,” you gasp. 
 
    She smirks and presses your face back down onto her breasts, the daylight gleaming on your skin as you again suck at her breasts, drinking her honeyed milk. “You’re welcome, my drone.” 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    Alright. You tried bullshitting. Now for a more direct approach. You spin your sword into a guard and dash forward towards the holstaur. Still smiling airily, she swings around her hammer, the air whistling from the force of it. At once you bring up your sword to block the impact. The hammer crashes into it, practically tearing the blade from your hand. The only reason it doesn’t is because the top three quarters of your sword snaps off from the impact. 
 
    You stare at your broken sword in shock. “Oh… fuck,” you say. 
 
    It’s all you manage before Maribelle’s follow up swing crushes your head like a melon, putting an abrupt end to your adventure and your quest. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    You take a look at your sword, then toss it away into the grass. “You know,” you say, “you look a little tense.” 
 
    Maribelle laughs, letting her hammer slump back down to the ground. “Do I? I’m sorry. I’ve been busy the last few days. It takes a girl a fair amount of work to run a farm all on her lonesome.” 
 
    “Don’t you have your cows?” 
 
    “Hmm,” she says, her eyes twinkling. “Met them, did you?” 
 
    “Just Jenni,” you admit, walking slowly towards her. “And she was in a bit of a pickle.” 
 
    “Was she now?” Maribelle says, smiling, but watching you with curiosity. 
 
    “Absolutely. And I think the same situation is what you find yourself in. I think you’re just a bit… pent up.” 
 
    Maribelle nibbles on her lower lip. “Pent up?” 
 
    “Sure! When I found Jenni, she was so stressed from not being milked. Her poor, big, milky breasts were just fit to bursting! And that’s no good. No good at all. Just having all of that milk in her. All that thick, creamy milk straining at her breasts. Driving her crazy. Needing someone to hold her breasts. Massage her aching tits. Just help her… release…” 
 
    Maribelle is shifting now, her thighs moving against each other. Her hands shyly touch her own immense bust. “Is that… so…” 
 
    “She was,” you say, standing before her. Fuck she is big. Your head barely comes up past her tits. “But I think the real problem was that she had to rely on that machine. Or the other cows. After all, they never really get all of it out, do they? There’s always more cream sloshing in her breasts. Squeezing to get out. She needs a loving touch to milk her, doesn’t she?” 
 
    Maribelle is panting a little, her face flushed, her breasts heaving. Her eyes track you as you move around her, but she doesn’t turn with you. “I… I do milk her myself, you know. Her mommy does her duty well.” 
 
    “No doubt,” you say, stopping behind her. “But if she didn’t have her ah… mommy, then where would she be? She’d just get pent up so quickly, wouldn’t she? And I think you know exactly what I’m talking about.” 
 
    Before she can react you loop your arms around her and fill her palms with ample holstaur tit flesh. The buxom cow woman gasps, arches, her lashes fluttering as you press her glorious tits together. “Oooooooh!” 
 
    “Every cow needs a good milking, after all,” you say. “A dedicated person to make sure they don’t get all… frustrated. To make sure they don’t have any excess keeping them all stuffed up. And your own hands just don’t cut it, do they? They just can’t get that every drop out, can they?” 
 
    “Noooooo,” Maribelle moans. Gone is the confident, matronly champion from moments before. Her ass presses back against you. Her breasts bounce in your hands. She’s panting. Gasping. So desperately needy. 
 
    “Of course not. Now, let’s get you nice and milked. Hm?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” Maribelle moans as she grabs the straps of her overalls and tugs them down. The second they fall her full, glorious breasts bounce into the open, nipples hard nubs of desperate need, just waiting for your touch. The warm scent of milk and desire perfume the air, hitting you like a hammer between the eyes. You’re dazed, but your hands know what to do. Like they’ve been waiting for this chance all their life. 
 
    You press her generous breasts together, your fingers gliding in teasing circles around her plump nipples. She moans, the sound low and deep as a cow’s hungry lowing. The sound makes you tingle with desire as you continue to tease those nipples, lifting and mashing and squeezing her breasts together in gentle, rolling motions. You can fairly feel her milk sloshing in her breasts. So eager to get out. So desperate to spill from her breasts. 
 
    Her ass suddenly pushes you back. You have no chance of resisting such an ample bottom, and fall back to sit on a rock rising from the meadow. Maribelle lands atop you, pressing her generous rear onto your lap, making you hiss as she begins to rock, rubbing herself against your swelling cock, denied only by the increasingly tight fabric of your pants. 
 
    But you don’t dare stop milking her. Moving your hands. Massaging her breasts. Listening to her pant and moan and moo with growing pleasure. 
 
    “Oh. Oh g-gods. Oh m-mooooooo!” 
 
    Her voice rises in a cry of pure pleasure as milk fountains from her ample breasts. You groan as her ass grinds down on your cock with adoring need, her back arching, thrusting her pumping breasts into your palms. Shockwaves of pure pleasure thunder through the holstaur’s form, her every breath a gasp. Her every whimper tinged with a moan. 
 
    You’re not in a much better state. The scent of her milk is overwhelming. Your head spins from the rich scent of pure cream. Ironically, if she wasn’t sitting atop you, you doubt you’d be able to resist latching on to those plump nipples and sucking at her warm milk. Guzzling it like a drunk would a bottomless bottle of bourbon. As it is, you can’t stop your hips from working, rubbing your bulge against her grinding bottom. 
 
    “Yessss!” Maribelle cries. “M-milk me! Milk your pretty cow. Oh gods. Oh gods above yes! Yesssss! Use me! Milk me! More! Moooooooore!” 
 
    She is a wellspring, and seemingly bottomless. It feels like you’ve drained her of gallons of her cream, splashing it onto the meadow, surely watering it for the next few months. By the time the pumping cream of her teat begins to fall out, she’s utterly exhausted, and you’re not much better. She moans heavily, sagging atop you. You don’t even have the strength to keep her on your lap as she finally slides down and onto the grass between your legs. 
 
    As you sit there, panting, wasted, you happen to glance aside and to your waiting sword, gleaming silver in the light. Oh. Right. That thing you came here to do. With a groan, you rise and make your way towards the blade, every step awkward thanks to the tent in your pants and your legs being mostly numb thanks to Maribelle’s eager ass. You grunt as you bend down and pick up your sword, making your way back to Maribelle. 
 
    The holstaur remains where you left her, sagging against the rock you milked her on. Her expression is one of almost drooling satiation, but she does come to herself enough to look up at you dimly as you lift your sword, and ever so gently poke her plump breasts. 
 
    “Ooooh,” Maribelle moans, her head falling back. You can see the winged thorns of the witch’s curse glow through her overalls, the pattern dissolving as your sword purifies her of her curse. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” you ask. 
 
    Maribelle shuts her eyes, and when she opens them again her gaze is clearer and more focused than before. “I… I feel… Oh goddess,” she says, looking down at herself. “What am I wearing!” 
 
    “Um. Overalls?” you say. 
 
    Maribelle frowns. She pulls herself up, swaying a little. “Yes. Yes, I am. How humiliating. The priestess of the goddess Heffana to be seen in such… such a state!” She looks at you and smiles, something warmer and yet more austere in her expression compared to before. “Thank you, champion. For freeing me of that curse.” 
 
    “You mean you aren’t…” 
 
    “A glorified farm girl?” Maribelle curls a lip. “No.” 
 
    “Oh. Then… why did Morgana turn you into…” You wave your sword at her. 
 
    Maribelle huffs, crossing her arms beneath her ample bust, not even bothering to cover up. “Is it not obvious? To humiliate me. When she first stole me away, she accused me of being little more than a milky cow slut. That I would like nothing more than to have my breasts milked like a proper cow.” 
 
    “You… did seem to enjoy it,” you note. 
 
    She smirks a little. “Well, bitch that the witch is, she wasn’t entirely wrong on that count.” 
 
    “I see,” you say. “And the ah… girls from the barn?” 
 
    “My former acolytes,” Maribelle sighs. “I had converted them from a human town towards the light of the goddess, and was taking them to instruct them in the proper rites and worship when the witch captured us with the help of her accursed knight.” Maribelle sighs and puts her fingers to her brow. “Goddess above. It will take some doing to undo the damages the witch’s corruption has done. I will need to utterly re-educate them on the proper forms of pleasure and being milked.” 
 
    “Ah,” you say. “So, Heffana is more of a fertility goddess?” 
 
    “She is,” Maribelle says, smiling down at you once more. “The goddess is the mother of the world. And from her, the blessing of the minotaur and holstaur essence comes. Converting those who wish to indulge in our pleasures.” 
 
    Your eyes are instantly drawn back down to her ample breasts. “Indulge… Right.” 
 
    You feel her finger on your chin, and your head is tilted back to look into her eyes. She smiles down at you. “Champion,” she says. “You have shown great bravery here in freeing me and my daughters.” 
 
    “Um, yeah. Don’t mention it,” you say. 
 
    Her smile widens. “Mmm. I fear I cannot. Few can best me, in any form. And your strength of character and fortitude are great. I wish to make you an offer.” 
 
    “An offer?” you say uneasily.  
 
    “Indeed. Become my and my sister’s champion. This experience has taught me that such a man is needed among the daughters and mothers of Heffana’s herd. Join me as my champion, and remain by my side.” 
 
    “By your… side?” you say, again your eyes drawn down to her milky breasts before you can force your eyes back to hers. 
 
    Her smile grows warm, and you’re uncomfortably reminded of how hard you are. “Such a position has… many… benefits,” she says. 
 
      
 
    Go with Maribelle as her Champion 
 
    Continue to Climb the Tower 
 
    

  

 
   
    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “Listen,” you say. “I can’t toss my sword away. I need it to free you of the witch’s curse.” 
 
    “Oh?” she says, giggling as she wraps her arms under her generous breasts, hefting those creamy orbs teasingly. “And what’s so bad about the curse? Aren’t I just so lovely and willing?” 
 
    “That… may be. But wouldn’t you rather be free?” 
 
    Maribelle smirks. “Mmm. Free, you say? And, what would you give me in return?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, if I’m to give up to you, shouldn’t I get a little something back? It only seems fair, after all.” 
 
    “What… would you want?” 
 
    “Nothing too big,” she says, smiling, twisting in place, her breasts bouncing in her arms. “I just need you to take… a little sip. Just a quick drink of my milk.” 
 
    “You have to be kidding me.” 
 
    “Backing out of the deal already?” she says, her eyes playful but intent. “And here I thought you wanted to free me. Aren’t I being fair? I promise not to fight back. Just a taste. A single drop.” 
 
    You hesitate, but are finding it harder and harder to look away from her ample breasts. The way they bounce in her arms. Sway. The pink of her nipples just visible over the edge of her overalls. You find yourself licking your lips, your nose twitching. What is that scent in the air? It’s so rich and… and thick. Like fresh churned cream. 
 
    “Just a taste,” she teases, unbuckling the hooks of her overall’s straps. “Just… a… taste…” 
 
    The straps and the front of her overalls fall, defeated by her generous tit flesh. And generous it is. Her breasts swell into the open in all their glory. Two glorious pale orbs capped with needy pink nipples. As you watch her arms tighten and the first dribble of her milk spills forth. The scent is so potent. So powerful you find yourself swaying in place, your head feeling muzzy and thick. 
 
    “Just… just a taste?” you say. 
 
    “No more than a drop, if you want,” Maribelle croons. 
 
    You’re hesitant, but find yourself sheathing your sword and slowly approaching the holstaur. She watches you intently, settling back atop a rock as she waits for you. The closer you get to her, the stronger that wonderful scent of fresh cream. Of sweet, warm desire. You find yourself before her, her breasts level with your face, heaving with her every breath. You lick your lips, eyes fixed on a nubby, eager nipple. 
 
    “Go on,” she purrs. “Have a taste…” 
 
    You know you shouldn’t. You absolutely must not. But you can’t help straddling her lap. Lifting one of those soft, pliant breasts in your hands, and delicately giving her nipple a suck. 
 
    Her milk flows smoothly into your mouth. Coats your tongue in thick, warm cream. Your whole body shudders. A moan of pure ecstasy escapes you as that wonderous milk dances on your tongue. 
 
    “Swallow, sweetie,” Maribelle says. 
 
    You do, her milk oozing down your throat, soothing all your worries. All your pains. It settles deep within you, spreading its relaxing warmth through the rest of your body. 
 
    “Is my precious boy still thirsty?” Maribelle murmurs, stroking your head, pressing you gently against her plump teat. “Well, drink up, sweetie. Have all you want.” 
 
    You know this is a bad idea. But you can’t help yourself. Can’t help kissing her plush breasts. Molding them in your hands. Latching on to those plump nipples and sucking. Sucking. Drinking down her warm, smooth cream. Drowning in her glorious breast milk. 
 
    “Yesssss,” Maribelle moans, rocking beneath you, pulling your face against her cushiony tits. Smothering you in her breasts as she pulls you against her. “Oh yessss! That’s it. Good boy. Oh good boy! Mmmm. Milk me, my lovely boy. Milk mommy. Be mommy’s good… ah… milk slave. Oh yes. You’re so hungry. So greedy. Mmnnnn. Drink me up. Drink it all up. Oh gods yes. Yes! Moooooooore!” 
 
    Her lowing cry is music to your ears. You keep sucking. Keep drinking. You can’t remember why you shouldn’t. Why this was a bad idea. Not with that warm milk within you. Not with her rich, creamy scent in your head. Your lips on her breast. 
 
    She’s easing you down to the soft meadow grass. Her hands play with your clothes. You gasp, separated from her plump nipple long enough for her to strip you down to the skin. Just as you begin to start wondering what’s happening her other breast is lowered, your lips attach to her nipple. Start sucking. But still. Weren’t you… weren’t you supposed to… supposed to something? Something about… about… 
 
    Her thighs envelop you. Her pussy swallows your cock. And all those worries are blown away by a surge of purest pleasure. You moan, clinging to her breast as she begins to ride you. As mommy takes you to the root. Fucking you. Stroking you. 
 
    “Such a good boy,” Maribelle moans. “Such a good farm boy! Oh you’re going to be my best baby boy. My prettiest… ah… most eager… mnnnn… little milker. Oh fuck yes. Yes! More. Mooooooore!” 
 
    “Yes,” you pant between eager kisses to her breast, your mind so soothed, so fogged with milky delight you can only agree with this goddess. Your mistress. Your eager, milky mommy as she rides your cock. “Oh fuck yes!” 
 
    You cry out as you cum, her pussy milking you as happily as you’ve been milking her. And when you nibble on her oh so sensitive nipples it sends her over the edge as well. With a moaning cry she hilts you within her and cums. Cums. Her pussy massaging your cock until you can only surrender your seed again to mommy’s hungry cunny. 
 
    “Yesssss,” Maribelle moans as she eases down atop you. Still moving. Still rocking her hips atop your ever so ready cock. She smiles down at you as you service her breast, your eyes dim and lost in milky submission. She giggles and strokes your hair. “Such a good boy. You’re going to be the best little farm boy ever.” 
 
    You can only smile up at her, lost, corrupted by her wonderful milk. “Yes, mommy,” you say, and resume drinking her wonderful cream. 
 
      
 
    Farm Boy 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You know better than to rush into a fight. Especially against a woman like Maribelle. She might look like a pastoral goddess, but that hammer is anything but encouraging. 
 
    Maribelle eyes you, smirking. “What a handsome boy,” she says. 
 
    “Sorry?” you say, looking back to her. 
 
    “Oh, just admiring you. How strong you are. Why, I wonder if I could defeat you even if you weren’t carrying your sword.” 
 
    “Um, thanks,” you say, feeling a little warm. Your pride fanned. “I am quite the swordsman, actually.” 
 
    “I imagine so. Climbing so high up this tower. Why, I doubt I could defeat you in combat. So naturally I wouldn’t dream of trying.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t?” 
 
    “No,” she giggles, setting down the hammer. “I wouldn’t dare.” 
 
    Is this… is this going well? You’re not sure. It seems to be, but seeming is rarely believing. “Oh, well… good.” 
 
    “It is, isn’t it. Now, won’t you sheathe your sword too? So we might trust one another?” 
 
    “Oh, of course,” you say, slowly walking towards her, making an elaborate pantomime of putting away your sword. “I would never dream of-“ 
 
    Maribelle moves like lightning. A single step forward and her hand strikes yours, slapping your sword from your hand. You’re too stunned to react as your blade goes flying. You watch it land in the grass turn back to her. 
 
    Just in time to see her fist fill your vision, and then everything goes dark. 
 
      
 
    Farm Boy 
 
    

  

 
   
    Continue to Climb the Tower 
 
      
 
    “Tempting,” you say, hoping she doesn’t realize just how fucking tempting that offer truly is. “But I ah… have circumstances that need me to keep climbing.” 
 
    “Hm. A shame,” Maribelle says, her sigh sending her generous assets bouncing. “But I understand. The goddess has a plan for us all, and we must follow our fates as she dictates.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. That,” you say, finding it a little hard to equate the pious woman before you with the milky slut from but a few minutes ago. “Do you happen to know where the portal to the next floor is?” 
 
    “Of course,” Maribelle says, beckoning you to follow. You hurry after her and from the meadow, walking among the gentle waves of grass as they ripple in the wind. A copse of trees rises not far in the distance, a path worn among the trunks, offering a simple route through. In the middle of it lies the next portal, rising out from among the trees like an overgrown ruin, the obsidian thorns wrapped around the swirling blue ring. 
 
    “Any idea what’s on the other side?” you ask as you climb the moss shrouded steps. 
 
    “I’m afraid not. I’ve been rather busy with this place, truth be told,” Maribelle says. “I shall pray to the goddess for your success. And,” she adds with a playful twinkle in her eye. “That we one day meet again. Perhaps in my temple. I would be ever so pleased to guide you on the path to the goddess’s light.” 
 
    Again, your eyes wander to her chest. You swallow thickly. “Uh, thank you. Very much. Bye,” you say before you do something you’ll regret. Though, as you step through the swirling gate, you think that maybe leaving the busty priestess and her milky handmaidens might be what you’ll come to regret as you step through to the next floor. 
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    Drink the Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    Your head swirls as you stare at her ample bust. Your nostrils flare at the tantalizing scent of sweetest cream. It’s… it’s her scent. There’s something about it that makes you so very hard. You’ll never be able to defeat her if you can’t even concentrate. But maybe her perfume won’t work on a female. 
 
    It’s a long shot, but you’ve made a career of them, and without further ado you grab the bottle of pinkness from your belt and pop the cap. Maribelle raises a brow as you down the potion, and gasp. Heat surges through your body, changing you. Muscles shrink and so do you. Your waist thins but your chest expands into a pair of bouncing, plush breasts. Your hips and bum swell out, straining your leathers, and you bite your lip as you feel your cock shrink, inverting and forming a pair of perfectly luscious pussy lips. 
 
    You pant as the changes finish, leaving you not a man, but a curvy bombshell of a woman. Maribelle stares at you, jaw slackened in surprise. But then she beams. 
 
    “Oh goodness! What a change! This will go so much better!” 
 
    “B-back off,” you say, your voice shaking. Oh no. You’d hoped her scent would be less intense if you were a woman, but if anything it’s even more potent. Maybe because of the potion or just your own desires, but you can practically taste the ample holstaur’s cream on your tongue even now. 
 
    “How could I? When confronted with such a lovely girl?” Maribelle giggles, striding towards you. You try and raise your sword, but she casually snatches it from your hand and tosses it aside. 
 
    “W-wait!” you gasp. 
 
    “For what?” Maribelle asks, grabbing you in a sudden hug, her breasts so expansive your face is buried within that ample valley while your own generous tits mash against her own. “Why wait? Don’t you want this? Didn’t you transform into such a lovely young woman in order to get big, milky breasts like mine? To bury your face in mommy’s breasts and just… drink your fill?” 
 
    “Mrffff!” you say, your argument drowned out by her breasts. Which… smell very nice, actually. There’s no denying it. That scent that so captivated you as you stood before her is far stronger now. Far more potent. It’s impossible to deny as you nestle between her mounds, squeezed against her. Every breath takes in another lungful of sweet, cream tinted air. You feel your core grow warm. Hot. A barrage of new sensations that confuse you. Your head is pounding. Your body so aware of hers. So acutely yearning for her. 
 
    You hear the pop of buttons. Feel the leather straps of her overalls fall over your shoulders. Then, the front falls open. Her grip loosens and after a moment you realize you’re nuzzling her ample teats. You pull back with a gasp. 
 
    And stare. Riveted. 
 
    Her naked breasts are on full display in all their glory. So big. So firm yet soft. Her nipples are a delicate pink contrasting her pale breasts. As you watch, a dribble of warm cream teases from her hardened nipple. 
 
    “Sweet girl,” Maribelle says. “Don’t you want a taste? A taste wouldn’t hurt. Mommy would never hurt you. She just wants you to be happy. To be all you can be. A taste wouldn’t be so bad. Would it?” 
 
    Would it? You can’t look away, regardless of the answer. Your mouth is so dry. Parched. Like you’ve never known the refreshing taste of water before. Your tongue glides over your glistening lips. It’s so hard to think. Your head is so heavy. So full of thoughts and conflicting desires. Maybe… maybe a sip wouldn’t hurt. Just a taste. Just to know. 
 
    The idea brings a degree of clarity, and you no longer hesitate. You lean in, your soft lips parting, taking that firm nipple between them. And suck. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan as warm ambrosia spills onto your tongue. Into your mouth. You tremble in white hot desire as you drink down her milk. As you suckle from her plump breast. Every mouthful more delicious, more soothing, more wonderful than the last. 
 
    You feel your thoughts grow sluggish. Heavy as if lost in a white fog. You moan pathetically, weakly as you rub yourself against Maribelle, your juices trickling down your curvy thigh. But that’s not the only discomfort. Your shirt was tight around your new breasts before, but now it feels even tighter. 
 
    “Oh, my poor baby girl. Is your shirt too tight? Here. Let’s fix that.” 
 
    The laces of your leather jerkin give way under her dexterous fingers. When at last it opens you lift your lips from her nipple to give a gasp of relief. You glance down at your full breasts, naked to the air. Were they… that big after you finished the potion? They seem plumper. Fuller. 
 
    Before you have a chance to think overlong about it you find yourself again pressed to Maribelle’s breast. Again suckling and drinking her milk. 
 
    “Such a good girl,” Maribelle coos as she sits down on a nearby boulder, guiding you onto her lap. She flicks open the laces of your pants, tugging them down to bare your new, glistening cunny. “There. You won’t need that. But you do need this, don’t you? You need mommy to play with your pretty new pussy, don’t you?” 
 
    You whine in need as her finger glides along your slick cunt, gently teasing you. Oh fuck. Fuck you do. More than anything. More than freedom. More than independence. You need her to touch you and stroke you while you drink her. 
 
    “Mmm. Good girl,” mommy says, and slides a finger inside you. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan, arching as pure, electric pleasure races through you. Your naked breasts bounce as you rock to her stroking fingers. Panting and gasping as she uses you like her personal pleasure doll. And you love it. You can’t get enough of it. You just have to keep drinking her. Keep riding her. Keep doing absolutely anything she says. She’s so smart. So clever. Such a wonderful, pleasuring mommy mistress. 
 
    “Mmmoooooo!” you cry out as you cum, a cry of such purest ecstasy you can’t even find the words for it. You sag against her, your face nestled between her buxom tits. Your chest heaving from the effort of absorbing such a height of pleasure. 
 
    Mommy giggles and tugs you against her. “Good girl. Was that nice?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan. 
 
    “Mm. Good. And I bet such a good girl can’t wait for her mommy to take her back to the barn and get her all hooked up, can she?” 
 
    “No, mommy,” you say, looking up at her with rapt adoration. 
 
    “You’ll be a good cow for me, won’t you?” she asks. 
 
    “C-cow?” 
 
    “Of course,” mommy giggles. She fills her hand with one of your plump breasts, her massaging touch turning your brain to mush and legs to rubber. “A good girl needs to be milked every day, like all her sister cows. Otherwise she’d be just a brainless bimbo. Wouldn’t she?” 
 
    You moan as she toys with your teat. You feel a bead of moisture grow on your nipple, dampen her palm. You smile up at her blissfully, your mouth still enriched with the taste of her glorious cream. “Yes, mommy. I’ll be a good cow.” 
 
    “Of course you will, sweetie,” mommy croons, smiling as she nestles you again between her breasts. “Of course you will…” 
 
      
 
    Dairy Cow 
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    You step out of the portal, nearly slipping as smooth sand gives way under your feet. You straighten and take in your new surroundings. Morgana has really upped the effort in the higher floors. In all directions extend an endless desert of rolling dunes and blazing heat. Every moment you stand in the scorching sunlight you feel the heaviness of your leathers and sweat dampening your brow. 
 
    “This doesn’t look encouraging,” you say. 
 
    “Right on the money.” 
 
    You turn to find the old woman by the portal, standing out of the featureless desert like a mirage, which is basically what she is, come to think of it. 
 
    “What am I up against?” you ask her. 
 
    “So quick to the point. Not even a hello?” 
 
    “It’s really hot out here,” you say. 
 
    “Hm. I wouldn’t know,” the old woman says, her wrinkled face parting in a teasing smile. “Quite mild at the tower base.” 
 
    “Can you just get on with it? I’m cooking in these things,” you say, gesturing at your leather armour. 
 
    “Fine. Have it your way.” She clears her throat and gestures grandly. “Welcome to the home of Sassina the serpent. The lamia, once queen of a desert kingdom, now confined to this tower and her paltry palace within.” 
 
    “Oh lovely,” you groan. A lamia. Terrific! Nothing like a giant snake woman to make things difficult. 
 
    The crone nods. “She is indeed. Artists and poets have written in her homeland of her beauty and the sibilant music of her voice. How she is good and kind and the loveliest in all the kingdoms of the world.” 
 
    “She sounds nice,” you say, recalling your own mother, the queen. You’re pretty sure the best she got was a bawdy song at the pub until she’d ordered every bard found playing it to have their fingers cut off. 
 
    “Yes,” the old woman says with a look. “She does, doesn’t she? But it’s far from true. Yes, Sassina’s scattered oasis kingdom needs a firm, brutal hand. But she is no paragon of mercy or justice. Yet the bards didn’t lie. Oh, they believe their songs and stories. But only after they look into her eyes, and feel her will ensnare their own. Turning them into little more than obedient thralls. Slaves to the softest whisper of her voice.” 
 
    “Hypnotism?” you say. 
 
    “Just so. And you’d be wise to be careful when you face her, and not look into her eyes, lest you find your weak will ensnared in her own, and reducing you to just another harem slave for her pleasure.” 
 
    “I think I have a stronger will than that,” you huff. 
 
    “Hmm. We shall see. Won’t we,” the old woman says, pointing to the east. “There is an oasis not far, living under the shadow of her temple. In that city, many merchants have come and gone in the endless routes, for Morgana finds use in their trade, and has established gateways through the tower to these markets. Sassina rules it for her mistress, keeping the merchants in line, and extracting any treasures the witch might find useful from them.” 
 
    “Oddly pragmatic of her,” you say. 
 
    “Morgana is a bitch, but she is clever. Best of luck.” 
 
    “Thanks,” you say. “Same to you.” 
 
    You turn your back on the portal and start off through the desert. It takes you a bit before you find your feet among the sliding dunes, but soon enough you’re making good time. Which is fortunate because thanks to the blistering heat, you’ll need it. 
 
    You can’t voice the relief when at last you crest a particular slope of sand, and below stretches out the oasis town, and above it the palace of the lamia. 
 
    It’s an impressive edifice you have to say. Marble columns enclose towers and a vast complex of tropical trees and sprinkling fountains you can spot even from a distance. By comparison, the oasis town of tents and rude, sandstone buildings are almost pathetic. Or, perhaps are kept that way in order to make the palace look even more impressive. 
 
    “Wouldn’t surprise me,” you say to yourself as you descend the hill and head off towards the waiting town. 
 
    As you get closer you make out more details. The town is built around a massive market, with all the trappings of such. Sounds of music war with the shouts of merchants and the grunts of animals. The smell of spices is so overpowering you almost can’t smell the filth as you make your way among the brightly coloured tents and people. Not just men, either. But women and almost as many inhuman residents and shoppers. You spot a minotaur, a lizardman, another stranger monster you’ve never even heard of, and even an elf. 
 
    “Prince Arthur Vale?” 
 
    You freeze, turn slowly. A lizardman stands not far. He wears the robes of a desert warrior, the bandolier across his chest loaded with daggers and a scimitar at his waist. His long, scaly neck stretches the mouth of his hood wide open, his reptilian eyes watching you closely. 
 
    “…Who wants to know?” you ask. 
 
    The lizardman bows a little. “My master wishes to speak with you. And bids you come to his tent.” 
 
    “His?” you say. “Your master isn’t a twenty-foot-tall snake woman?” 
 
    The lizardman hisses in what might be laughter. “No. But he requests your honorable presence, and offers refreshments from your trek through the desert.” 
 
    That gets your attention. You smack your lips, tasting the dryness. You are feeling the heat, that’s for sure. And walking into the lair of a hypnotic monster girl while suffering from heat stroke is probably not the smartest move. At last you nod and let the lizardman guide you from the more boisterous parts of the market. 
 
    The crude stone buildings grow around you; their shadows cool as you walk. You finger your sword as the quiet of the alleys swallow you, suddenly reconsidering. The lizardman leads you past them and into a walled section of the town, where a large, glittery tent rises from the sands. Your guide tugs open the flap of the tent and bows you in. 
 
    Silks drape the interior in decadent crimson. Light filters in through the tent fabric weakly, enhancing a gloom scented with the spices of incense. Luxurious carpets drape the floor and boxes and crates are carefully piled in various parts of the tent. 
 
    At the far end rests a throne of pillows, sporting amid their finery the fattest monster you’ve ever seen. 
 
    He’s a goblin, but not like any you’ve seen before. Instead of the rich green skin like Meeda’s, his is a sandier hue of mottled brown and yellow. His long, knife shaped ears look ragged like something chewed on them, and slump under the massive turban he wears like a deflated muffin top. His gut swells well beyond his embroidered jacket’s ability to hold it in, and only a pair of puffy pantaloons save you from witnessing his warty little cock. 
 
    You feel a prickle on the back of your neck and glance back to find a pair of hulking lizardmen guards standing at attention behind you. Dressed in nothing bit loincloths, their muscles, scaled chests are on full display, their arms crossed and curving swords sheathed at their sides. Their expressionless eyes watch you closely as you step deeper towards the reclining merchant. 
 
    The goblin grins lazily and gestures. “Welcome, human prince. Welcome. I Greedo, merchant prince of Saadar. I welcome you. Please! Drink. Eat.” 
 
    “Uh, thanks,” you say, talking a seat on the pillow before him. From somewhere in the tent a servant in simple white appears and delivers a golden plate loaded with a large bottle of water and some strange fruit you’ve never seen. Taking the more familiar bottle, you sniff the rim but, not smelling any poison and being just fantastically thirsty, you take a long draw. 
 
    Greedo watches, smiling the oily smile of all merchants as he watches you drink. “No need fear poison. I not want you sick. In fact, I want help you.” 
 
    You finish your drink, wiping your mouth. “Help me, huh? You do seem to know a lot about me.” 
 
    The goblin titters, waving a knobby hand aglitter with rings. “It pay to know. And I know much. I have many informers in tower, and so know you come to defeat Sassina.” 
 
    “Uh huh. And who are you?” 
 
    “Me? Me Sassina’s servant.” 
 
    Your sword hisses as it leaves its scabbard. You’re on your feet, the guards behind you seconds before Greedo raises a hand, forestalling his servants. “Me understand you not trust. But me want help you.” 
 
    You shake off the hard grasp of one of the lizardmen guards. “Help me how?” 
 
    “Me not happy with Sassina rule,” Greedo says, sniffing. “Me merchant, wander through long ago. But no sooner me come, than Sassina take me and make me her servant. Force me govern city. It seem nice, but now, won’t let Greedo leave. Keep in city, watching over merchants, making sure I help her keep order.” 
 
    “I see,” you say. And you do. If you were dragooned into such a post, you’d be pissed too. “But what does that have to do with me?” 
 
    Greedo smiles again that deeply unpleasant smile. “Me have way to defeat Sassina. Way to overcome eyes.” 
 
    That gets your attention. “Oh?” you say. “And what is that?” 
 
    “Ah!” the sand goblin says, raising a finger. “Not yet. Me know way, but me not give for nothing.” 
 
    “If I beat her, then you’ll have your freedom,” you observe. 
 
    Greedo titters. “And if you fail, Greedo get nothing. So, I propose trade. I give tool to defeat eyes. And you drink potion.” 
 
    The goblin points at the pink potion at your side. You stare at him, then realization dawns on you. “What!” 
 
    “Sassina so cruel to Greedo,” the goblin moans, lolling on his throne like a fat toad. “She claim Greedo harem and keep in palace. She not let him cum in. She keeps all Greedo sluts to herself, and leave me with nothing. And me so lonely. Me miss harem. And it not bad trade. Me give tool, and you make Greedo cum. Why not?” 
 
    “How the hell do you even know about the potion?” you demand. 
 
    Greedo titters again, his eyes shrewd. Shrewder than you like. “Like me say. Me know many things. So, what prince’s decision? Me enjoy as princess? Or you try fight Sassina without help?” 
 
      
 
    Slake Greedo’s Lusts 
 
    Fuck That! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Farm Boy 
 
      
 
    You lean on the hoe and wipe some sweat from your eyes. It’s hard work on the farm, but you feel a certain pride as you look on the field of freshly turned soil. Your mistresses always say you’re far too weak to do the work needed on the farm, but you want to prove to them you can do more to help the place run. 
 
    Sighing, you turn around, hoe on your bare shoulder. You wear nothing but a pair of overalls, your chest bared to the warm sun, your slender frame not quite filling the clothes. You were once stronger. Bigger. But mommy prefers you like this. A little smaller. A little weaker. And you could never resist mommy. Never resist her milk. 
 
    “Oh Arthur!” 
 
    That sweet voice makes you pause midstride and turn. Vona is striding across the farmyard, the mocha skinned beauty waving at you, beaming. She’s naked, as all the cows are, and your eyes are instantly arrested by her bouncing, full breasts. Even from here you can see milk beading her teats, rolling down the curves of her swelling breasts. Instantly your cock hardens. Your mouth goes dry. 
 
    “V-Vona,” you say. “What do you need?” 
 
    Vona giggles and musses your hair, making you flush hotly. “Arthur, you’re so funny sometimes. What else could I need from my handsome little milker boy?” 
 
    You feel again the hotness of humiliation, and the hardness of your cock. “I…I was just finished with the field. I was gonna go tell mommy…” 
 
    “Oh?” she says, pouting theatrically. “I’m sorry, Arthur. It’s just, I’m so very stuffed with milk,” she moans, crossing her arms beneath her breasts, hefting them demonstratively. “And I was so hoping I could have a nice, eager farm boy help me out. After all, I’m just a silly cow. And I knew how much you love to just… suckle…” 
 
    You’re trembling with need as you stare at those plush tits. You’re hard as steel and already feel your resolve melting. “M-maybe just… I could a little bit…” 
 
    Vona giggles, her knowing eyes looking down at you as she pushes you down onto the grass. She easily strips you down of your overalls, tut tutting. “Honestly, Arthur. Why do you insist on wearing clothes? Milker boys don’t need them.” 
 
    “I just… I want to,” you say. 
 
    She giggles. “That’s so cute,” she says, pinching your cheek as she at last strips away your overalls. She straddles you, leaning over you, her pussy hovering over your twitching cock. That at least hasn’t shrunk in any way. Mommy was quite pleased by it, in fact. Then Vona is leaning forward, dangling her plump breast above you, and the sweet, deep haze of submissive bliss takes you over and you start to suck. 
 
    Her breast fills your world. The milk flows so smooth, so sweet. You moan, suckling, massaging her plump tit flesh like a good boy does. A good, milking slut. Vona moans, shuddering in bliss as you massage her massive breasts, your hands gently mashing her teats together, rubbing them, bouncing them. You know what she likes. You know what all the mistresses of the farm like. You’ve been trained every day to serve them. To milk them. To pleasure them. No matter how hard you try you can’t resist their call. Their requests. You just need to serve them so badly. So eagerly. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Vona moans as you milk her. “Oh Arthur, yes! Ah! Nnnn! Suck it. Suck my milk my pretty farm boy. Oh goddess yes! Mnnn! Ooooh, your hands are so soft. You’re just so pretty and soft and silly, my little farm boy.” 
 
    Your cheeks are flaming with humiliation at her words, and yet you couldn’t be harder. Evidenced when at last her hips lower, and you are buried beneath her shapely thighs, and within the warm depths of her pussy. 
 
    Vona’s moan grows higher. Her hips start working, bouncing atop you, fucking you into the ground. “Oooooh yessssss!” Vona moans. “Yesssss! Milk me! Fuck me! Oh goddess yes! Yes! Oh my pretty farm boy! My handsome milker. Yesssssss!” 
 
    You moan beneath her, buried beneath her brown curves. Fucked into the ground and drowning in her milk. When Vona finally plants herself down atop you, crying out in bliss as she cums, you can’t resist her. Can’t resist those rippling curves and her sucking pussy. With a moan of surrender you cum, pumping your hot seed into her plump pussy. 
 
    Panting, Vona lifts herself off you, giggling at the sight of your panting form. “Mm. Thanks, farm boy.” She leans down and gives you a kiss on the cheek. “Have fun. I think mommy is looking for you near the barn.” 
 
    “I… um… Wh-what?” 
 
    Vona giggles again, turns, tossing your overalls over her shoulder as she strides away. 
 
    It takes you a minute or two to stand, and when you do, realize she took your only clothes. You blush hotly, but there’s nothing for it. The cows do love to tease you, don’t they? You shake your head with irritation, but know you can’t be mad at them. How could you? After all, they’re only giving you what a silly, bimbo farm boy wants. And it’s your duty to milk your wonderful mistresses whenever they ask you to. You just wish they didn’t ask you so often… 
 
    Your stomach warm with fresh milk, you make your way towards the barn. You have to tell mommy what you did today. You have to prove to her you can do more around the farm than just be the cow’s bimbo milker. “Mommy?” you call as you wander into the barn. 
 
    “Farm boy!” Jenni giggles, the buxom blonde sitting placidly milking chair. “What a surprise!” 
 
    You stop. From the look in her eyes you can tell it’s anything but. “J-Jenni? But… I was…” 
 
    “What good timing! I was just about to fire up the milker,” she says, giving one of the cups adhering to her plump teat a loving stroke. “But they’re just so impersonal. And then here you come along, my favorite farm boy. And I know how much you love my milk.” 
 
    You try and turn away, but the moment she pulls off those cups and reveals her plump, needy nipples, damp with her cream you feel again that familiar hunger. Resistance seems so unimportant when presented with such a bounty. 
 
    “C’mon, farm boy,” Jenni giggles, hefting her creamy tits. “Milk your pretty cow.” 
 
    There’s no denying the invitation. And you don’t really want to. No. You want to – need to bury your face between those bouncing breasts. Suck and milk and serve the wonderful, beautiful woman awaiting you. 
 
    So you do. Straddling her lap, you lift her breasts and begin to suck on her fat nipples, the slightly nutty taste of her rich milk flowing into your mouth so wonderfully. You shudder, moaning weakly as you massage her teats beneath your hands, kneading and stroking them in the way you know Jenni adores. You’ve had plenty of practice to get it right, and by her gasps and moans you know you’re doing her proud. 
 
    “Oh goddess yessss,” Jenni moans, rocking beneath you, grinding her slick cunny against your leg. “Oh yes! Milk me, farm boy. Milk your pretty cow. Goddess yes! M-milk me. Milk… m-moooooooo!” 
 
    Her lowing cry rises with ecstasy as she cums, bucking beneath you in helpless pleasure. You moan, barely noticing as you milk her ample tits, switching to her second stubby nipple when the first at last runs dry. 
 
    At last you lift your lips from Jenni’s breast, both her ample teats dry. She giggles and gives you a squeezing hug. “Awww, thank you, farm boy! You’re the best milker a girl could ask for.” 
 
    She kisses you, her tongue probing your mouth, swirling within before she breaks the kiss, leaving you panting and dazed. Giggling, she rises, setting you down in the milking chair before swaying out of the barn, hips swinging, arresting your eyes. 
 
    Eventually, you recover enough to stand, making your way back outside. You feel heavy and torpid. Stuffed with the warm milk of the cow girls, you force yourself to walk. Mommy has to be somewhere around here. 
 
    Unfortunately, you spend the rest of the day failing to find her. You do however manage to run into the farm’s other cows. Jamella catches you next, which is always a problem as she doesn’t really need you to milk her. But she does so love to ride your face as she squeezes her tits together, screaming in ecstasy as you tongue her pussy while milk jets from her ample tits in great squirts. 
 
    By the time Cynthia gets her hands on you you’re a sopping mess of female juices, milk and sweat. She coos and strokes you, guiding you into the house with soft words and nibbling kisses. Presses you down onto the bed and drapes herself atop you, giggling as you suckle from her milky tit, her sweeter cream so warm and her soft words so soothing you find yourself slipping away into a heavy slumber. 
 
    You awake with your head upon a pair of pillows far softer than those you first slept on. You look back and find that you are lying atop your beloved mommy. The loveliest, prettiest, curviest holstaur that has ever graced the world. She’s naked as you are, her eyes filled with warm love as she smiles and pets your head. 
 
    “My farm boy. Have you been playing with the cows again?” 
 
    You blush hotly. “Mommy,” you moan, wriggling against her. “I tried to work the farm. I hoed the back yard to show you I can help out more. But when I went to find you, the cows… they um… they got me and… um…” 
 
    “Shhhh,” mommy soothes. “It’s okay. Oh my pretty boy. It’s all okay. You don’t need to worry about the farm work. You know that. You only have one task. And that’s being the prettiest farm boy around, and making sure the cows are all nice and happy.” 
 
    “I know,” you say, soothed despite yourself. “It’s just…” 
 
    “Shhh,” she murmurs. “You must be exhausted. Just relax. Just rest. Just let mommy take care of you.” 
 
    Her words fill you like warm ambrosia. Her presence soothing all your worries. All your fears. Warm lethargy oozes through you, and you sigh, settling atop her two glorious tits, smiling up at her like the obedient puppy you are. 
 
    She sees it in your eyes, and smiles. “Here,” she says, lifting one of her glorious breasts to you. “Have a drink, my sweet farm boy.” 
 
    Happily and lovingly, you latch onto her nipple and give a needy suckle. There’s no comparing her milk to the cow’s. Hers is like liquid gold. It flows into your hungry mouth and over your tongue. Down your throat and through your body in sweetest ease. In loveliest surrender. That’s right. It doesn’t matter if you’re just the milk boy of the farm. It doesn’t matter if the cows tease you and fuck you and use you like the milking machine you are. It’s all okay, because mommy is here. And as you look into the holstaur’s warm eyes, you smile adoringly, and suck again at her plump, milky tit. Because this is your life, now. 
 
    And everything is just… right… 
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    Dairy Cow 
 
      
 
    The thrum of the pumps can almost be heard over your moans. You lean back in the milking chair, cradling your breasts as the cups suck away at your bouncing tits, your milky cream gushing into them, down the tubes, splashing into the waiting bottles that line the pump. 
 
    “Oh yessssssss!” you scream, cumming as you knead your bouncing breasts, squeeze them into the massaging cups, your mind going white from the intensity of the pleasure. 
 
    You collapse atop the chair, panting, your head spinning, your lips whimpering as the pumps keeps going. The cups keep teasing and massaging your plump, perky nipples. Your toes curl with the glorious afterglow, your head perfectly empty. 
 
    You hear a click and the milker whines down. 
 
    “My pretty cow. Were you milking yourself again?” 
 
    You slowly open your eyes, panting as your mistress steps into view. Maribelle looks down at you with amusement, her arms crossed beneath her massive breasts. You catch yourself staring at those perfect, flawless orbs, fairly drooling before you can force your attention back to her face. 
 
    “Y-yes, mommy mistress,” you moan. “I’m sorry. I just… just needed it so bad…” 
 
    “And the other cows weren’t enough?” she asks. 
 
    You blush. “They did milk me earlier,” you say. 
 
    Mommy laughs and rumples your hair fondly. “Oh, my poor pretty cow. I know how hard it is for you. You just have so much milk, don’t you?” 
 
    You blush hotly, but with a tinge pride. It’s true. You have the most milk of all your sisters, bested only by Maribelle herself. It’s a point of envy for the other girls, and they just love to bully you over it. Milking your big breasts, sucking your fat nipples while they finger you until you cum, moaning and panting. Making you lick them to orgasm before they milk you. Teasing you and playing with your breasts until you’re a moaning, panting, horny mess. 
 
    And you love it. As shameful as it is you love their bullying. It thrills you beyond belief when they use you like their personal milk slut and tease you to orgasm. You’ve never said this, but they know. And that just makes them torment you more. 
 
    Maribelle smiles down at you and pulls you from the chair, nestling your face against her breasts. “My good girl,” she coos, hugging you against those firm, milky orbs. “I’m so proud of you.” 
 
    You flush, now with pleasure at her praise and nuzzle her ample breasts. She’s so much taller than you. So much greater. Every day you count your blessings that you were able to come and live on the farm with her as her good milk cow. A feeling further reinforced as her hands glide down you, one cupping your generous teat, another sliding down to slide a finger up your damp slit. 
 
    “Oh?” Maribelle coos as your teat drools some more milk. “Still not empty? My sweet cow. We must fix that, mustn’t we?” 
 
    “Mmmm… Yessss…” you moan, surrendering to her touch. Putty in her hands. And they are such wonderful hands. You gasp, panting, moaning as your hips rock against her finger. Whimpering as your sweet milk drools from your plump teat, splashing amid the straw on the ground. 
 
    “That’s it. What a lovely cow you are. Give me it all. Just let it all come. That’s a good girl. What a lovely cow. A pretty, milky cow slut. Ooooh, look at that. All that wonderful milk. Yes. Give it to me, my sweet cow. Give me all you’ve got.” 
 
    “Y-yes! M-moooooooo!” you moan, pressing against her, humping her finger as your milk stains the front of her overalls. Your moans grow louder. Louder. Your pleasure building until at last you peak, crying out, cumming as you spurt the last dregs of your milk. 
 
    Maribelle chuckles as you sag in her arms, spent and exhausted from your repeated milkings. “Good girl,” she croons, stroking your hair. “And now,” she says, easing you down onto the floor. “I believe it’s time for you to repay me…” 
 
    Your lashes flutter at her words, and you smile adoringly as her thighs envelop you, her muff pressing down on your face. Lovingly, you get to work eating out your mistress. Your goddess. Your milky mommy. Because that’s what good milk cows do. 
 
    And you’re gonna be the best cow ever. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Go with Maribelle as Her Champion 
 
      
 
    You admire the jaw dropping curves of the milky holstaur, her offer turning slowly over in your brain. Would it… really be so bad? After all, Maribelle does need protection, that much is clear. And her cowgirls do too. Even if only to their temple. Back home. Can you really deny her that? 
 
    That’s what you tell yourself, but you know the real reason. And it doesn’t bother you in the least. 
 
    “I suppose I could go with you. In service of the goddess,” you say. 
 
    Maribelle beams. “You’ve made a wise decision,” she says, taking your hand. “And know that the goddess rewards those who follow her. And serve her.” 
 
    “Is that right?” you say, growing warm as her fingers stroke your palm. 
 
    “Very,” she breathes, her ample breasts filling your view. “But come. Let us tell my daughters. They will be thrilled to know we can continue our journey, under the protection of so mighty a champion.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. We should certainly do that,” you say. 
 
    “They will be glad to begin our pilgrimage again tomorrow.” 
 
    “Tomorrow?” you ask as she pulls you towards the barn and farm house. 
 
    “Mmm. Yes,” Maribelle says, flashing you a smile. “For tonight, we must celebrate our freedom. And when the children of Heffana celebrate, it is a thing you’ll never forget.” 
 
      
 
    Champion of Heffana 
 
    

  

 
   
    Fuck That! 
 
      
 
    “I’ll take my chances with the lamia,” you say. 
 
    The sand goblin pouts his thin lips. “You are sure?” he says, stroking his swelling belly. 
 
    “Oh yes,” you say, backing up. “One hundred percent positive.” You turn and find your way barred by the two reptilian guards. You glare at them, your shining sword a comfortable weight in your hand. “Move,” you growl. 
 
    “Let pass,” Greedo calls from behind. “If defeats Sassina, all better. If not, we lose nothing.” 
 
    You glance over your shoulder at the torpid goblin as the two guards step aside. “Thanks for the vote of confidence,” you tell the hedonistic little monster. 
 
    Greedo shrugs and you leave him to whatever pleasures he indulges in, throwing aside the flap of the tent and striding back through the shadowed streets. Well, if nothing else, your meeting with the sand goblin got you out of the sun and slaked your thirst. You feel more ready to face the lamia queen than you did on entering the oasis, but as the ivory towers once more come into view, so high they pierce the sky, you wonder if you could ever really be ready to face this foe. 
 
    No guards stand at the gates, which is concerning in its own way, but you’re committed to this path now, and you only have one option left. Your sword glowing, you step through the arching doorway and into the gardens. 
 
    Where the desert was barren the gardens are lush. Fountains sprinkle into the air and flowers bob in the gentle breeze. Here and there strange birds flutter and sing from the high branches of palm trees. No wind comes past the tall walls. The air is scented with the perfume of the flowers and the clearness of the waters. Even the sun seems less intense within. 
 
    Laughter sings out and you turn your head to spot several women lounging near the fountains. Filmy silks clad their bodies, revealing their gentle curves and tanned, golden forms. Veils hide two of their faces, while the third has hers down, lying between the others so that they might feed her grapes. 
 
    You clear your throat and they look to you. You start, taking a step back, for lovely though the girls may be, their pupils are surrounded by spinning purple and blues. 
 
    “Yes?” they chime. 
 
    “Um, hi. I’m here to see Sassina. Where is she?” 
 
    “Oh! Mistress is there,” one of the girls say, pointing towards the grandest structure in the palace grounds. A vast, domed building as pale as a pearl and nearly as shiny in the sunlight. “What are you here for?” 
 
    “Oh, this and that,” you say. 
 
    The girls giggle, but have already forgotten you, resuming their cooing, giggling game of feeding their third fruit. You walk slowly across the garden towards the towering palace. More women pepper the ground, all in the same mode of dress. All lounging or playing flirty, silly games that don’t seem to have any purpose or reason. Aside from a few whom you pass and are engaged in eagerly stroking, kissing, or licking one another to cooing orgasm. You don’t interfere, or even join in. Not after seeing how all their eyes spiral and shimmer with the gloss of servitude. Bound in the illusions of the lamia’s hypnotic control. A fate you too might soon face, which isn’t a helpful thought at all. 
 
    Soon the inner palace looms ahead, reached by a path crossing between two arching fountains. Whereas the virgin white stone of the palace shines like the sun, the darkness lurking through the open doors is as suffocating as doom. You step into the palace, your footsteps echoing weirdly in the cavernous space. Braziers burn among pillars, washing the stone trunks in flickering shadows, dancing and swaying tantalizingly. 
 
    “Who comessss into my home?” 
 
    The voice slithers from the dark. You turn slowly, sword raised, listening to the soft susurrations of scales on stone. 
 
    “Sassina?” you say. 
 
    “Oh, and the sssssilly little man even knowssss my name. Yet still he hassss entered my home. How brave. How stupid. Or, perhapssss, how willing…” 
 
    You hear a thump behind you and you turn. The coils of the lamia pool on the floor, her purple scales shining in the firelight, the patterns up and down her body dizzying spirals and rings. Up, up your eyes travel, past her swelling breasts, up to a face as beautiful as sin, framed like a cobra’s by a hood of scales. You just catch yourself and glance down before you can look into her eyes, but catch a glimpse of spiralling blues and purples. The same hues that dance in the eyes of her harem of playthings in the gardens beyond. 
 
    “Why do you look away, little champion?” the serpent woman hisses teasingly, the scraping of her scales on the floor crawling down your spine in tingles as she slowly circles you, darting among the pillars, around and around. Surrounding you. “Why do you not look me in the eye? Surely you are not ssssso cowardly assssss to fight me without looking at me firssssst? Surely not…” 
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    Drink Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    You have no illusions about trying to match that hammer in hand to hand combat. At least, as you are. But you have options in that respect, don’t you? 
 
    Your hand flies to your belt and grasps the swirling green potion. Maribelle raises her brows in surprise as you pop the cap and down the potion in a single swig. 
 
    You expected pain. But not this much. You groan, dropping your sword, grasping your stomach as the potion burns through your veins. Through your muscles. You feel your chest and arms bulge with new strength, tearing through the leathers that once clothed you. Maribelle gasps, takes a step back as you grow. Grow. Towering over the once statuesque cow woman. Horns split your brow and curl upward. Dark fur bristles across your body. 
 
    You bellow, a minotaur, powerful. Virile. Mighty. You look down at the stunned holstaur and snort. 
 
    “Oh,” Maribellle gasps, her ample breasts heaving, her eyes shining as she takes you in from head to toe, her eyes lingering on the thick, flaring bull cock that hangs between your legs. “Oh…” 
 
    Your nostrils flare, inhaling her scent. Sweet and pungent, and so terribly aroused. You snort, grinning, your long, thick cock swelling with lust for the fertile cow maiden before you. 
 
    Maribelle’s eyes widen at the sight of your cock. “Oh goddess,” she breathes, her breath coming in short, hot pants. Her knees quacking with the heat of her desire. It barely takes a touch of your hand atop her head to push her to her knees, level with the thick bitchbreaker that is your manhood. Her hands shake a little as they rise and touch you. Stroke you, feeling your girthy inches. 
 
    “Oh goddess,” she says, her voice coming short and hot. Her fingers moving over your length with awe. She steals a glance at your face, and sees in your dark eyes what you want. She can’t help herself. Can’t help but submit to you. Her lips open, and take the head of your cock. 
 
    You let your head fall back, weighed by your horns as you groan in purest pleasure. Her lips are like nothing you’ve known before. Soft and plush, they glide up and down your meaty cock with adoration. Her ass sways slowly, rocking to her pleasured sucking. Her throaty moans vibrating up your shaft. She can’t fit all of you in her mouth, but she puts her hands to work, stroking the rest of your cock, rubbing her saliva up and down your mighty shaft adoringly. 
 
    You reach down, grasping her horns, thrusting into her mouth like she were your personal glory hole. Not that she’s complaining. Maribelle’s eyes roll with delight, her moans rising with every beat of your cock, coating her mouth in your thick musk. 
 
    “Mmm. Mmm. Mmmmmm!” Maribelle groans, quivering in pleasure as you use her. As you fuck her. As you take her. “Mn! Mmmmm!” 
 
    You groan with bestial pleasure as you cum, pumping what feels like gallons of your virile seed into her mouth. Every drop Maribelle lovingly swallows, her throat working frantically to take your full load, her breath steaming from her nose. At last her lips pop off the head of your cock, her chest heaving for air, her mouth coated in your cum. 
 
    But that was only the warm up. You tear her clothes from her with contempt, stripping her to her ample curves. She gasps, then moans as you take a seat on the nearby boulder, lifting her onto your lap, teasing her slick cunt with your bestial shaft. 
 
    “Oh goddess,” the holstaur moans as you tease her flush lips with the flaring tip of your cock. “Yes. Goddess yes! Give it to me!” 
 
    You don’t need further encouragement. With a bellowing groan you lower her, spear her, impale her on inch after inch of your glorious cock. Feel her twitch, her thighs tighten and breasts shudder with purest pleasure. 
 
    “Moooooooooore!” she moans. 
 
    You give her more. You don’t stop feeding her your cock until she hilts on your mighty shaft, her plump rump settling atop you. You growl, tighten your hold on her hips, and begin to bounce her atop your cock. 
 
    “Ah!” Maribelle gasps as your cock slides in and out of her tight cunt. Stuffing her fertile, tender depths more than anything she had known before. “Oh g-goddess. Goddess! Yes! Fuck me! Fill me! Goddess yes! Fill me up! Stuff me! Oh goddess. Goddess! M-moooooooooore!” 
 
    You give her all she could want. All she could need. Again and again your cock hilts within her. Stuffs her. Fucks her. She’s soon a babbling mess. Moaning and panting and whimpering with the impossible pleasure. Milk drools from her breasts. Your leathery hands abandon her hips, for she needs no more encouragement to ride your manhood. Instead you grasp her volumous breasts, squeeze those plush, bouncing orbs. 
 
    “Moooooooo!” Maribelle moans, shuddering in ecstasy as milk fountains from her fat nipples. As her inner walls clamp down on your plunging cock with sweetest orgasm. “Moooooo!” 
 
    You can’t hold back, so don’t even try. As you hilt her, spear her, you cum. Your bellow is deafening as your thick cum pumps into her clutching pussy. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Maribelle moans as your seed spurts from around the joining of your cock and her cunt. “Yesss! Breed me my mate! Breeeeed meeeee!” 
 
    She cries out, a second orgasm following her first, the clutching of her cunt squeezing your massive fuck stick within her. You groan in the throes of sweet pleasure, easing back upon the rock, barrel chest heaving with the exertion of breeding your fertile cow slut. 
 
    As Maribelle settles against you, her generous breasts filling your leathery palms, she glances back, beaming up at your bestial face. “My mate,” she moans, reaching up, stroking your chin. “Thank you. Oh thank you so much. I’ll be the best cow slut you’ve ever wanted.” 
 
    You snort, smirking down at her. You give her breasts another teasing squeeze. “Be good slut,” you say. 
 
    “Oh I will!” she pants, her lashes fluttering as she lifts herself up, unsheathes herself from your cock. Your cum spills down her shapely thighs as she turns about and settles on your lap, her plump breasts mashed against your chest, her hands wandering over you, admiring your muscled form. “And my cows will be so pleased to meet their new master! They’ve been waiting so long for a male powerful enough to claim them. To breed them.” 
 
    You think about that. Was… was there another reason you came here? A reason beyond breeding and milking every cow slut you can find on this farm? You think there might be, but that memory is distant. Drifting like a mirage in the hazy clouds of your more straightforward needs. To fight. To fuck. 
 
    You shrug, banishing the strange memories from your mind. Probably not important. Certainly not as important as the eager cow slut rubbing her ass against your meaty cock. You grin down at Maribelle, filling your hands with her plush rear. “Yeah,” you grunt, thrusting your cock against the swells of her bottom, pleasuring yourself with her curvy ass. “Bring me them. I breed.” 
 
    Maribelle giggles, gasps as your meaty cock thickens against her ass. “Mmmm. Of course, my bull,” she breathes, her eyes filled with adoration. “Of course!” 
 
      
 
    Farm Bull 
 
    

  

 
   
    Champion of Heffana 
 
      
 
    Your broadsword slices through the orc like he was made of butter. The monster falls in two halves and you turn to the remainder of the warband. Not that any do remain. The surviving orcs flee from you and back towards the safety of the woods, their bellows and cries ringing among the trees. Few escape. It took them time to understand that they were falling. That they couldn’t win. That the lone man, clad in only a leather kilt and armoured strap across his chest and shoulder like some gladiator of old could slaughter their entire band. 
 
    They should have known better when they came closer. When they saw how tall you were. How muscular. How you towered a head above even their largest. How you wielded a sword as tall as a man like it weighed as much as a feather. 
 
    Well, they learned. And they’ll spread anew the tales of the Temple of Heffana, and the guardian of its springs. 
 
    You crack your neck, turning about and heading back up the lone trail. It winds up through jagged cliffs and to the glorious temple. Grecian pillars line the way, restored to their glory through donations to the cult. An arch awaits you, the sole entrance into the slender valley where the temple awaits, spreading out before you in a lush paradise. 
 
    Gardens spread across the grounds, interspersed with the ivory stone of the temple structures. Baths and fountains rise out from among meadows and fields, and around them move the daughters of Hefffana live and work. Human women and girls, the loveliest conceived, made even lovelier by the goddess’s blessing. The senior sisters are easily picked out from the acolytes due to how they wear only white skirts, their generous, milky breasts on full display. The sign of the goddess’s blessing upon them. Little wonder orcs and slavers and crueler creatures seek to destroy this peace. A peace that you safeguard. 
 
    The daughters see you and wave, smiling gaily, the blood splattered across your chest a sure sign of your victory over those who would disrupt this peace. You smirk and nod to them, the girls blushing in delight. 
 
    The main temple soon rises before you. Through a marble arch you walk into the acropolis. Sunlight filters through the arches, illuminating the baths, where girls and women laugh and move amid the steam like phantoms. You feel your cock stirring, but push your lusts aside, knowing you must first report to the high priestess. Then, perhaps, you will slake your lusts. 
 
    She awaits at the rear of the temple, instructing several new acolytes in the works of the goddess. The young women, all just turned of age, turn as you enter, their cheeks reddening at the sight of your powerful frame. 
 
    Maribelle pauses in her lecture, her toga never quite hiding her jaw-dropping curves. Especially with one heavy, milky breast forever on full display. She smiles and sets down the banana she’d been using in her lesson. 
 
    “Our champion returns,” the holstaur says. Her eyes move up and down your bloodied form. “In triumph, I see.” 
 
    You laugh. “The orcs are broken. The few who survived won’t be coming to bother the temple or its grounds for a long time.” 
 
    Maribelle’s smile widens. “Champion, you truly are a blessing to the goddess. And the goddess always sees her servants well rewarded.” She claps her hands. “Daughters! It is time. Please, bathe our champion of the filth of battle, and bring him to me when he is done.” 
 
    Four senior sisters appear seemingly from nowhere and guide you away to one of the steaming pools. You strip away your leather kilt and strap, leaving you utterly naked. It’s not only your body that has grown since joining the cult. Your cock hangs thick and hard between your legs, the head a little blunted from the changes which have overtaken you. You’re not sure what exactly the changes you’re undergoing will result in, but you’re rather looking forward to it. 
 
    The warm waters of the bath soothe the aches of battle. While the senior sisters lovingly wash the blood from your chest and arms, you catch sight of acolytes sneaking peaks from around the pillars at you. You wink at them, sending the novices giggling and racing away with delight. You can’t help but notice the particular attention the senior sisters attend to your heavy balls and girthy cock, stroking you to full length. Not that you mind. And the service hardly ends there. kneeling at the rim of the pool, a curvy senior sister with her dark hair in long braids smiles adoringly at you, and offers up her heavy breast. And it would be rude not to take a needy nipple between your lips, nibbling and tonguing it until the poor girl is reduced to a moaning wreck, her sweet cream flowing freely into your hungry mouth. 
 
    You leave the sisters, two of whom assist the one you’ve milked in cumming by massaging her breasts further and kneeling between her thighs, licking her out. Under normal circumstances you would have lingered and pleasured the woman yourself, taking her like a cow deserves. But the high priestess wants to reward you, and you cannot disobey her. 
 
    Her personal chambers adjoins the main building, the entrance behind the glorious temple of Heffana. The round room is dusky from curtains rustling all around. A divan loaded with pillows sits atop a platform raised like an offering to the gods. And there Maribelle awaits, her toga gone, revealing all of her naked glory. She smiles as you enter, stretching her arms, rumpling her lush hair around her cow horns. 
 
    “My champion,” she breathes. “You’ve won a victory again for the goddess.” 
 
    “It was my pleasure to serve,” you say as you slowly climb the steps to her platform. 
 
    Maribelle’s smile deepens. Her eyes grow lidded as she shifts, revealing her shaved cunny, her breasts shifting on her chest. “I know, my champion. And it is my pleasure to reward you for your work. For keeping safe the children of the goddess. An island of peace in this chaotic world.” She stretches out her arms to you, parts her shapely thighs. “Come,” she breathes. “Take your reward.” 
 
    “As you command, high priestess,” you breathe. 
 
    You move over her, planting your arms on either side of her. Her hands move over your glistening form, stroking your chest. Your waist. Your arms. She shivers in naked desire as you lean down and kiss her, her moan rising as she surrenders to the press of your lips. Thrusts out her chest, rubbing her plump nipples against your steely abs until they leave long streaks of her warm milk. 
 
    Her hips rise, pressing her pussy against you, rubbing your shaft against the slick gusset of her quim. “My champion,” she breathes. 
 
    “My love,” you moan, and thrust into her. 
 
    Maribelle’s lips part, a gasp escaping her as you feed your cock into her. She’s so spacious, but you’re so large you fill her utterly. She’s the only one in all the temple able to fully take your manhood, a fact you never forget. She moans, her voice rising in a treble of purest pleasure as you begin to thrust Begin to pump into her. You try to be slow, but she’s so willing. So eager. So soft and hungry and lovely that soon you’re fucking her hard. Pumping your cock into her rippling cunt. Moaning with her. 
 
    “Oh goddess,” she pants, rocking against you. “Yes. Yes! Take me, my beloved. Take me! Take your reward!” 
 
    “Maribelle,” you moan. “Maribelle.” 
 
    She silences you with another kiss. And when she breaks it, you move down, capturing the nipple of a bouncing breast in your lips, and suck. 
 
    Nothing compares to the taste of her milk. That thickness. That smoothness. She tastes of something dusky and heavy, and with every swallow your head grows heavier and heavier with her milk. With her essence. 
 
    Your thrusts grow ragged. You pant against her breast, feel her fingers in your hair, holding you to her generous teat as she moans, “Oh goddess yes. Yes! Oh my beloved! Yes. Fuck me. Take me. Fill me. Milk me. M-more. Mooooooooore!” 
 
    You give her more. All she can take. All she could want. You claim her with all the hunger and pent up lust you’ve known for so long. And she’s so very willing. So very eager. Her panting and moaning and rocking beneath you driving you closer. Closer… 
 
    “Cum with me,” she gasps. “Cum with me, my champion. Cum with your cow. Your priestess. Oh goddess. Oh my beloved. Yes. Yes! Mooooooooo!” 
 
    You groan as you cum, your cock pumping her full of your thick, virile cum. She joins you in your cry, her voice rising with purest pleasure as her orgasm sweeps through her as well. Wrapping you both in the sweetest ecstasy of pure, carnal pleasure. 
 
    Slowly, you come down from that height. Your head descends from the clouds of holy pleasure. Maribelle smiles at you, kisses you, tasting her milk on your tongue and mouth. 
 
    “Mmm, my champion,” she croons, running her fingers through your hair, her fingers stroking the sensitive horns now peaking from your scalp. “Ah, they’re coming in so wonderfully. Another few sessions, and you will have the horns of a true minotaur.” 
 
    “I already have the cock for one,” you chuckle, moving your hips again, sloshing your cock in her overstuffed pussy. 
 
    Maribelle moans, giggling. “You’re insatiable,” she laughs. “I know you’ve been enjoying the other girls.” 
 
    “Do you disprove?” you say, smirking. 
 
    She returns the look. “No,” she says, her lips an inch from yours. “In fact, I insist.” 
 
    Again your lips are locked, and again you’re thrusting in her. The night is long, after all, and you can’t think of a better place to spend it. Wrapped in the arms and curves of your high priestess, worshipping Heffana with pleasure. A life you never considered when your adventure began. But surely an end you’re happy to enjoy. 
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    Slake Greedo’s Lusts 
 
      
 
    You’re really not sold on this. But, on the other hand, you don’t relish facing off with a hypnotic lamia with nothing but your wits and a sword an old woman blessed. Having a trick in your back pocket would be useful. And… well, you suppose you’ve done strange things in this tower. Not by much, though. 
 
    You reach for the bottle and take it out. Greedo’s eyes light up, his thin lips widening like a toad’s as you pop the stopper and take a drink. 
 
    The change flows through you in a rush. You moan as heat blossoms in your chest and core. As your muscles ebb and your curves peak. Your leather armour straining around a pair of plump, curvy breasts. Your pants stretched against a soft bubble butt and your cock inverting, parting your mons to form a perfect, glistening pussy. 
 
    “Yessss,” Greedo breathes as you change into the soft, kissable woman of his dreams. “Yes. So lovely. Strip her. Show me beauty.” 
 
    You whimper as the rough hands of the guards strip away your leathers, revealing your gentle curves and ample tits. You’re blushing. Hot. Confused. The warmth of the potion not ebbing. If anything, it grows stronger as you bare your female form to the sand goblin’s eyes. Your cheeks are cherry red as you look up at the fat monster, a strange stirring tingling in your mons. 
 
    “Good. Good. Now, come,” the sand goblin crows, beckoning you near. “Serve your master.” 
 
    “M-my master?” 
 
    “I am master until you done,” the goblin croons. “You come this far. Now,” he says, grasping his pantaloons and opening them. “You must pleasure.” 
 
    You take in the fat, hideous goblin with shock, his warty cock rising into the open, twitching, already dripping his oily pre. It’s small. Maybe as big as your pinky, but you’re not in a place to judge. You’ve never taken a man’s cock, and the prospect is both frightening, and yet strangely tantalizing. 
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    Farm Bull 
 
      
 
    Juliet breathed a sigh of relief when she saw the farmhouse and barn at the bottom of the hill. 
 
    It had been a tough couple of days. She’d been riding along the king’s highway to deliver a message when something like a huge bird had appeared in the sky. Her scream had been smothered in dark wings, and when she awoke, she’d been at the edge of a spacious meadow surrounded by bobbing flowers and fields of golden wheat. The young messenger hiked her letter bag over her shoulder and hastened towards the house. Finally, she might get some answers as to where she was. 
 
    As she approached the home, however, a different sound reached her. A woman’s screams from the barn, accompanied by a bellowing. She hesitated, but she couldn’t just abandon another person in distress. 
 
    Reluctantly she turned from the farm house and slowly made her way to the barn. The sounds grew stronger the nearer she came. And… and was it just her? Or did it not sound so much like distress anymore. If anything, the woman sounded almost… rapturous? 
 
    The barn doors were wide open, but Juliet decided to approach from the side, out of sight. As she snuck along the side of the barn, she became aware of a strange scent in the air. A thick, mustiness that seemed both familiar and strange. A scent that made her heart quicken and her breasts ache. 
 
    She reached the door, and back against the wall, peeked inside. 
 
    The sight stunned her, her jaw falling slack. A woman was within, and what a woman! Her breasts were almost as big as Juliet’s head, her thighs thick and shapely. Her face was slack with glorious pleasure, her eyelids lowered, her lips parted in sharp, gasping moans. Sounds of pleasure Juliet had first mistaken for cries of pain. 
 
    The cause of these sounds was the massive, dark furred minotaur between the shapely slut’s thighs, thrusting his massive cock into the sloshing pussy of his living cocksleeve, pounding her into a strange chair backed against a massive machine. The machine was thumping, and two hoses looped from the machine and latched onto the woman’s breasts, capping her nipples and sucking hungrily at her teats. 
 
    “Yes!” the woman screamed; head thrown back with ecstasy. “Yes! Goddess! Goddess! Yessss! Fuck me! Fuck me! My bull! Ah! M-master! Milk meeeeeee!” 
 
    She came with that wailing cry, but the minotaur was far from done. He bellowed as her quim tightened around his manhood, pumping his seed into her greedy pussy, so much it squirted from her rippling cunt, spilling onto the floor and joining an already expansive puddle. 
 
    Juliet’s heart was beating fast. Her core was hot and she realized she was nibbling her lower lip hungrily. She shakily pulled back from the barn and backed into something hard, aside from the two orbs that cushioned her head. 
 
    “Oops! Goodness, are you okay?” 
 
    Juliet spun around and stared. The woman who stood behind her was statuesque, with curves the envy of a fertility goddess. The two cushions she’d pressed against were a pair of breasts so firm and so curvy they were as big as her head. A matronly smile graced the holstaur’s face and a pair of stubby cow horns her head. She was near naked. Only a bra that was more a sling held back the glory of her breasts from the world, and a simple skirt so high it was a wonder she bothered wearing it at all. 
 
    The holstaur glanced past Juliet and sighed. “Oh my. Looks like master is enjoying the cows again.” 
 
    “M-master?” 
 
    The holstaur giggled. “What else would you call such a specimen of a male?” 
 
    Juliet didn’t know how to answer that. Her knees still felt weak after watching the brutal fucking of the cow by the male. Her breasts came in short gasps, only now a different scent spiced the air. Something warm and nutty. Something that made her head spin and her breasts tingle. 
 
    The holstaur was looking at her again, and still that smile. That warm, soothing, motherly smile. She gently took Juliet’s shoulder, turning the young messenger towards the house. “Goodness you look just exhausted. Come. You can have a seat inside. I’ll get you a nice warm glass of milk to help soothe those worries from your head.” 
 
    “M-milk?” Juliet gasped. “But um. I…” 
 
    The holstaur chuckled, tucking Juliet against her side, the young woman’s face squished against an ample teat. The scent she’d noticed before washed over her like a wave. Juliet groaned, her resistance draining from her like water through a hole in a barrel. 
 
    “Just relax, darling. Just let me take care of you. Later you can meet the master of the house. But we have to prepare you first. Why, as you are, he’s liable to just overwhelm you. Just take you. Just crush you.” 
 
    “Uh…uh huh?” she whimpered softly. 
 
    “Mmm. Yes. And we wouldn’t want that. But a nice drink of milk will get you ready for him. Won’t that be nice?” 
 
    Juliet looked up at the holstaur, and somehow, she couldn’t say no to that smile. A shy smile teased across Juliet’s lips. “Um… yeah. That does sound… sound nice…” 
 
    The holstaur giggled, and guides Juliet into the farmhouse, and from the barn, another lowing cry came as the cow was taken by the bull once more. 
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    Fuck Greedo with Your Mouth 
 
      
 
    His warty little cock fills your vision. Your heart begins to hammer. You lick your lips and slowly crawl between the fat goblin’s legs. Greedo watches you, his piggy eyes bright as your soft lips part. As you lean forward, his sour smell assaulting your nose. It should turn you off, but oddly it only makes your pussy damper. Only urges your lips forward, to close on his warty little prick and give it an adoring suck. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Greedo moans atop his throne of pillows as your soft lips move up and down his warty cock. Your face burns with humiliation. Not only for what you’re doing. But for how easy it comes to you. How you seem to know instinctively how to swirl your tongue around his rancid little prick, tasting the bumps of his warty shaft. You’re disgusted. Fascinated. And you just can’t seem to stop. 
 
    You whimper as the goblin grips your short cut hair, pushing you up and down faster on his cock. Humiliation sears you, tingling in your mons and core. Your ass quivers, your breasts swaying as you suck him. Your whole body moving. 
 
    “Yesssss,” Greedo moans. “Suck cock. Taste shaft. You do good. You suck like good slut. Yes. Mnnnnn! Yessssss! Serve master! Serve Greedo with mouth. Use tongue on shank. Ooooooh!” 
 
    You can feel the eyes of the guards on your naked form. Judging you in silent amusement. But you can’t help it. You have to suck his puny little cock. Moan and wiggle your plump bum as you swirl your tongue around his knobby root. Moan and pant as you taste his unwashed little cock. 
 
    You don’t even realize what you’re doing until your hand has slid between your legs. Until your finger has touched your slick pussy, making you gasp. Twitch. But even when you know, you can’t stop yourself. Can’t keep your fingers from sliding along the gusset of your cunny. Stroking yourself as you suck this disgusting monster’s tiny cock. Moaning as you pleasure yourself even as you pleasure him. Your wide hips working atop your fingers, driving you towards the most shameful and most wonderful orgasm of your life. 
 
    You feel him getting close, his cock throbbing between your lips. You pant and moan, sucking harder. Faster. More eagerly with every movement of your lips. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Greedo moans. “Yes! Suck shank! Suck… mnnnnnn!” 
 
    He cums, spurting his oily seed into your mouth. You gag, try and pull back, but his hands keep you there, force you to swallow his cum as he pumps it into your mouth. You swallow it all, feeling it gather in a heavy weight within your belly, your fingers working furiously within your quivering pussy. 
 
    “Mmm. Mmm! Mmmph!” you moan around his cock, hips trembling as you cum, squirting onto the steps of his throne, your hips twitching shamefully with your orgasm. 
 
    You gasp, pulling back and off his cock, panting as you stare up at the sand goblin. Greedo exhales hotly. “Good,” the goblin moans. “So good. But you want more, hm? You want shank in pussy, no? You want me cum in womb and make pregnant. You want stay as Greedo slave and breeder. Hm?” 
 
    You stare at him, panting, tasting his oily seed on your tongue. The rush of your orgasm has yet to fade. You feel needy. Weak. Wanting more. More pleasure. You look again at his warty cock, imagining it within you. Filling you. Fucking you. Would you really… 
 
      
 
    Refuse his Cock 
 
    Welcome Your Breeding 
 
    

  

 
   
    Refuse His Cock 
 
      
 
    “N-no,” you gasp. “No, Greedo. We had a deal, and I’ve fulfilled my part of it.” 
 
    Greedo pouts. For a moment you’re afraid he might force the issue, but the sand goblin merely sighs, lolling atop his throne. “Very well.” He gestures towards a curtained part of the tent. “There bath. You clean, and I get treasure to defeat Sassina.” 
 
    You stumble awkwardly to your feet, your quim still so desperately warm and eager for pleasure. You gather up your scattered clothes and make your way behind the curtain. A silver basin filled with warm water and some scattered towels await, and you hastily clean yourself of the evidence of your sinful little tryst. As you do so, you feel the changes of the potion ease. Your breasts shrink and your cock swells from what had been your clit. Your arms and chest expand with familiar muscles and strength. As you dress, you look back on the experience and shudder. Not for what you’ve done, but for what you nearly had. You almost took the goblin up on his offer and let him seed you, and you somehow doubt that once he’d done so you’d be able to change back into a man. 
 
    Armoured and armed once more, you step out from behind the curtain and confront Greedo. The fat goblin doesn’t bother hiding his disappointment at your masculine form and gestures to the slave from before, who smiles and produces a silver handheld mirror. 
 
    “Sassina eyes very powerful. But only if you look into. If reflect back with mirror, she have no power over prince. And maybe prince even have power over her.” 
 
    You take the mirror, looking at your reflection thoughtfully. “I see,” you say, tucking the mirror into a pouch on your belt. “Thanks.” 
 
    “No. Me thank you,” the goblin titters. 
 
    You cringe at the obese creature. Especially when you recall the lust the potion inspired in you. You turn sharply and leave the tent, the guards not impeding you in the slightest as you make your way back into the bazaar. You feel more ready to face the lamia queen than you did on entering the oasis, but as the ivory towers once more come into view, so high they pierce the sky, you wonder if you could ever really be ready to face this foe. 
 
    No guards stand at the gates, which is concerning in its own way, but you’re committed to this path now, and you only have one option left. Your sword glowing, you step through the arching doorway and into the garden. 
 
    Where the desert was barren the gardens are lush. Fountains sprinkle into the air and flowers bob in the gentle breeze. Here and there strange birds flutter and sing from the high branches of palm trees. Little wind comes past the tall walls. The air is scented with the perfume of the flowers and the clearness of the waters. Even the sun seems less intense within. 
 
    Laughter sings out and you turn your head to spot several women lounging near the fountains. Filmy silks clad their bodies, revealing their gentle curves and tanned, golden forms. Veils hide two of their faces, while the third has hers down, lying between the others so that they might feed her grapes. 
 
    You clear your throat and they look to you. You start, taking a step back, for lovely though the girls may be, their pupils are surrounded by spinning purple and blues. 
 
    “Yes?” they chime. 
 
    “Um, hi. I’m here to see Sassina. Where is she?” 
 
    “Oh! Mistress is there,” one of the girls say, pointing towards the grandest structure in the palace grounds. A vast, domed building as pale as a pearl and nearly as shiny in the sunlight. “What are you here for?” 
 
    “Oh, this and that,” you say. 
 
    The girls giggle, but have already forgotten you, resuming their cooing, giggling game of feeding their third fruit. You walk slowly across the garden towards the towering palace. More women pepper the ground, all in the same mode of dress. All lounging or playing flirty, silly games that don’t seem to have any purpose or reason. Aside from a few whom you pass and are engaged in eagerly stroking, kissing, or licking one another to cooing orgasm. You don’t interfere, or even join in. Not after seeing how all their eyes spiral and shimmer with the gloss of servitude. Bound in the thrall of the lamia’s hypnotic power. 
 
    Soon the inner palace looms ahead, reached by a path crossing between two arching fountains. Whereas the virgin white stone of the palace shines like the sun, the darkness lurking through the open doors is as suffocating as doom. You step into the palace, your footsteps echoing weirdly in the cavernous space. Braziers burn among pillars, washing the stone trunks in flickering shadows, dancing and swaying tantalizingly. 
 
    “Who comessss into my home?” 
 
    The voice slithers from the dark. You turn slowly, sword raised, listening to the soft susurrations of scales on stone. 
 
    “Sassina?” you say. 
 
    “Oh, and the sssssilly little man even knowssss my name. Yet still he hassss entered my home. How brave. How stupid. Or, perhapssss, how willing…” 
 
    You hear a thump behind you and you turn. The coils of the lamia pool on the floor, her purple scales shining in the firelight, the patterns up and down her body dizzying spirals and rings. Up, up your eyes travel, past her swelling breasts, up to a face as beautiful as sin, framed like a cobra’s by a hood of scales. You just catch yourself and glance down before you can look into her eyes, but catch a glimpse of spiralling blues and purples. The same hues that dance in the eyes of her harem of playthings in the gardens beyond. 
 
    “Why do you look away, little champion?” the serpent woman hisses teasingly, the scraping of her scales on the floor crawling down your spine in tingles as she slowly circles you, darting among the pillars, around and around. Surrounding you. “Why do you not look me in the eye? Surely you are not ssssso cowardly assssss to fight me without looking at me firssssst? Surely not…” 
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    Fuck Greedo with Your Ass 
 
      
 
    Your body seems to move on its own. Drawn to the goblin. You know he’s disgusting. Hideous. A pathetic excuse for a male and a monster. And yet you can’t look away from him. Can’t help but straddle his meaty thighs, look down into his beady eyes, your hands balancing yourself atop his swollen gut as you dangle yourself above his warty cock. 
 
    Only a last-minute hesitation saves you from taking him in your newly made quim. Only that has you shift so your soft bum instead takes his warty little cock. 
 
    But the sensation can’t be compared. 
 
    You gasp as his oily, warty shank slides into your plump bottom. The bumps up and down his cock rubbing your tender inner walls in a way you never dreamed was possible. “O-oooooh!” you moan, your hips beginning to work. Beginning to bounce you atop his tiny cock. Fucking you on him with growing eagerness. 
 
    “Yessss!’ Greedo moans. “Take shank! Fuck! Yessss!” 
 
    “Greedo!” you moan, bouncing atop his warty little cock, moaning in naked lust as you take him to his root. “Oh fuck yes! Greedo! Fuck meeee!” 
 
    The goblin tugs you down and captures on of your bouncing breasts in his hands. He fondles you, making your thighs tremble and blood warm like it’s filled with mulled wine. And that’s nothing compared to when his mouth opens and takes a nubby nipple between his lips, and starts sucking. 
 
    “Ohhhh fuuuuuuck!” you cry as his teeth nibble on the sensitive bud of flesh. You quake as you cum, unable to hold back, twitching as your orgasm surges through you like a flood. “Oh gods yes! Greedo yesssssssss!” 
 
    You keep riding him. Keep panting. Keep moaning as your ass schlurps at his shaft, his oily pre easing the way into your tight backdoor. Filling you like nothing you’ve ever dreamed. “Greedo. Please! Please! Cum! Cum in me! Need you… ah… need you to cum in me. Please. Oh please. Please! Pleaaaaase!” 
 
    Greedo moans, pulling his lips from your teat, his fat stomach heaving beneath you like a hyperventilating man’s bag. “Yes. Yessss! Me cum! Me cum nooooooow!” 
 
    He howls with pleasure as at last he cums, his tiny cock pumping your ass full of his oily cum. The feel of his hot spooge in your virgin backdoor is too much. With a scream of pure lust you cum again, drooling your juices onto his lap in a flood of female pleasure. 
 
    You sag atop him, breathing hot and heavy, your head spinning from the intensity of your orgasm. Your hips shift, and his cock slides free from your tight backdoor, his oily cum oozing down your crack and dripping from your mons. 
 
    “That good,” Greedo moans. “That so good.” 
 
    “Th-thanks,” you pant, not sure what else there is to say. It was good. So good. Your muscles feel like jelly. Your core a ball of tight lust just beneath your stomach. 
 
    The sand goblin grins, lazily cupping your teats, making you gasp and moan. “G-Greedo. Our… our deal.” 
 
    “Mmm. Maybe princess want new deal?” the goblin croons. “Maybe she want to take goblin shank in pussy? Maybe she want me breed? Me keep as harem slut?” 
 
    You quiver, whimpering as his hands massage your teats, his thumb and index finger teasing your stubby nipples. How is he so good at that? “G-Greedo… I… I…” 
 
    “Say yes,” the fat goblin croons. “Say yes.” 
 
      
 
    Welcome Your Breeding 
 
    Refuse His Cock 
 
    

  

 
   
    Attack 
 
      
 
    Victory goes to he who strikes first, and strike you do. With a shout you leap towards the serpent woman, swinging your blessed blade wide, even as you try to keep from looking at her eyes. 
 
    Your sword hits something hard, digs in deep. You grin. 
 
    “Oh,” Sassina’s voice croons. “Ssssssuch a misssstake.” 
 
    You blink and look at what you’ve hit. It’s one of the pillars, and now your sword is stuck deep inside the stone. In a panic you yank at the hilt, but your blow has wedged it fast. 
 
    Coils like steel wrap around your legs. You yelp as you’re wrenched from your blade, lifted into the air. You try and struggle but the serpent’s body wraps around you, trapping your arms against your sides, binding you helplessly against her. As you glimpse her leaning in you hastily squeeze your eyes shut. 
 
    “Oh. What’ssss the matter?” she croons. “Why are you closssssing your eyesss?” 
 
    “That’s a stupid question,” you say. 
 
    “Mmm. Not that it matterssss. You are sssso completely in my clutchesssss, aren’t you? Trapped within my grassssp. No way out, my ssssilly little intruder.” 
 
    You tighten your lips, refusing to admit the truth. You struggle, but her coils are like steel cables, wrapping around, you, slithering against you in a way that’s utterly securing, and alarmingly enjoyable. You bit your lip, your cock stiffening from the sensation of her scales rubbing against it and, let’s be honest, the feeling of being helplessly bound by such a beautiful specimen. Something she doesn’t fail to notice. 
 
    “Oh,” the lamia coos. “What’sssss thissss? It sssseeemsss ssssomeone issss enjoying himsssself. Hmmm?” 
 
    “N-no!” you say, flushing hotly at the almost childish denial. 
 
    “Oh?” she purrs, leaning so close you can feel her forked tongue flick the air with her enunciations. “Then, perhapsssss we should find out…” 
 
    “H-hey!” you squeak as her coils part, just enough for her fingers to unlace your pants, and draw out your chubby cock. “Stop it!” 
 
    “Do you want me to? Then, why not open your eyesssss…” 
 
    You lean away, the intensity of her hypnotic gaze like the sun against your face. “N-no!” 
 
    “Well, if you are to be uncooperative, then I ssssee no reasssson to comply…” 
 
    You want to argue, but Sassina chooses that moment for her coils to squeeze your cock between them, and then they start moving. Stroking you between her almost impossibly smooth scales. 
 
    “Nnnnnn!” you moan, quivering with pleasure. 
 
    “Do you like that, my sssssilly intruder?” 
 
    “I… uh… N-no!” 
 
    “Oh? Then, I sssssupposssse that it wouldn’t matter if I did… thisssss?” 
 
    You cry out as her fingers start teasing the head of your cock, stroking the sensitive tip while her coils stroke the rest of your shaft. Your breath comes in short, desperate gasps. You moan and buck between them, whimpering with helpless pleasure. Oh fuck Ohhhh fuuuuck! You’re gonna cum. You can’t… you… 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan as you cum, your cock spurting into the air. You whimper, sagging with the defeat of your resistence. With the loss of your control. 
 
    “Open your eyes.” 
 
    So wrapped in post orgasmic bliss, you forget yourself, and your eyes open. 
 
    And stare into the swirling colours of her own. 
 
    You stare, jaw growing slack. Muscles loosening as your mind, softened with your orgasm, surrenders utterly to her hypnotic gaze. 
 
    “Good boy,” Sassina coos, her praise singing through you, making you whimper with delight. “That’ssss it. Jusssst look into my eyesssss. Jusssst ssssurrender to my gaze. Issssn’t it eaaaassssy? Issssssn’t it loooooovely.” 
 
    “Yes,” you moan, unable to turn away. Unable to resist. Unable to do anything at all but obey. 
 
    “That’ssss it. Jussssst let your mind empty. Jussssst let all thossssse bad thoughtsssss drift out of you. Jussssst ssssstare deeper, ssssilly little male. Jusssssst sssssurrenderrrrrr.” 
 
    You moan, sagging in her grasp, her coils resuming their movement around your oh so sensitive cock. Any attempt to gather your will is lost to that insidious pleasure. Drowned in the pools of her eyes. You can’t look away. Can’t resist. Can’t do anything but obey. 
 
    Obey. 
 
    Obey… 
 
    Sassina giggles as she slowly lifts you to her chest. Presses her breasts against your face. “Worship me, ssssslave.” 
 
    “Yes Sassina,” you moan, obediently kissing her breasts, never breaking contact with her eyes, your own mirroring the spirals as you sink deeper and deeper under her control. 
 
    “Mmm. You will ssssserve me, won’t you, sssslave?” 
 
    “Yes, Sassina,” you whisper adoringly. 
 
    “You love me, don’t you, ssssslave?” 
 
    “More than life, Sassina,” you moan, trembling with how much you adore your mistress. Your goddess. Your queen. 
 
     She laughs cupping your cheeks in her hands squeezing your face with delight. “Of courssssse you do. What a wissssse sssslave. And I have jusssst the tassssk for you. And you’ll do it sssso happily, won’t you, sssslave?” 
 
    “Yes, Sassina,” you say, and know that you will. That no matter what she asks you, you will accomplish it. You will obey. For you are her slave now. Now, and forever. 
 
      
 
    Slave of the Serpent 
 
    

  

 
   
    Welcome Your Breeding 
 
      
 
    Maybe it’s the potion. Maybe it’s something else. It doesn’t matter. As you look into the eyes of the fat goblin, his words settling in you, you realize you want it. You want to be this fat creature’s breeding pet. His eager bitch. His slave. Anything he wants, so long as he keeps fucking you. As long as he keeps giving you that wonderful cock. 
 
    “Please. Please! Master, I… I want it. I need it! Breed me.” 
 
    Greedo titters in delight. “Mmm. Good slut. Me know you submit soon. Mount lap.” 
 
    You’re quivering with naked desire and terrible lust. You can barely stand your legs feel so weak. But you must. You must obey. You must serve your new master. You climb into his lap and press your hands onto his fat stomach for balance. Your quim hovers over his cock, the heat of your pussy almost drawing that warty prick into you like a magnet. You look into Greedo’s eyes, smile, and kiss him submissively. 
 
    Only then do you lower your hips, and take his warty cock to the root. 
 
    “Mnnnnnn!” you moan as his warty, puny shaft stuffs your fertile pussy. You moan, your hips rolling, fucking you atop the sand goblin, ass twitching with naked delight as you feel him within you. Fucking you. 
 
    Greedo kisses you hungrily, his long tongue thrusting into your mouth, swirling around. His hands grab your bouncing breasts, squeezing those sensitive orbs, rubbing your tender nipples with his thumbs. You moan anew, panting, rocking faster atop him, his tiny cock sloshing out of your soaking cunt. 
 
    “Oh master. Master! Oh sweet gods, master!” 
 
    “Ooooh! Princess cunt so good!” Greedo moans. “You so good!” 
 
    “Not… not princess, master,” you pant. “Slave. Greedo’s slave. Please. Please! Oh master. Master! Give it to me! Cum in me! Breed my pussy. Your slave needs it so bad. She needs you to breed her. Oh master. Master! I beg you! Please! Please please please!” 
 
    You’re begging, pleading, humiliating yourself before this grotesque monster, and yet you can’t stop. You’ll do anything he wants. Anything he commands so long as he fills you with cum. So long as he slakes this thirst within you for his seed. To be bred by him. To grow fat with his pups and milky with cream. Anything. Anything he wants. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Greedo moans beneath you, laughing in cruel triumph as you give yourself to him. “Slave cum. Slave cum with me! Slave mine! My breeding cow! Ooooooh!” 
 
    His voice rises as you drop down a final time, and he cums. You throw back your head, eyes flying open as bliss sweeps through you. Your lips part in a moan of purest pleasure as he cums in you, pumping his oily seed into your fertile womb. You cry out in pleasure as you feel his seed take hold. The feeling of your change becoming permanent a wave of heat sweeping through you. 
 
    “Yesssssss!” you scream. “Master! Oh gods! Masterrrrrr!” 
 
    You shudder with aftershocks of your pleasure, your thrusting hips slowing, subsiding as you finally surrender to your bliss. Greedo relaxes beneath you, watching your ample tits rise and fall with your calming breaths. 
 
    You feel smooth leather around your throat as one of the guards secures a jeweled collar to you. You look down at the diamond it nestles in the valley of your breasts, smiling happily. “It’s beautiful,” you breathe, touching the cool gemstone, already warming from contact with your body. “Thank you, master.” 
 
    Greedo waves off your thanks. “Me harem slut not go around looking cheap. You Greedo’s now. But, if want thank, me know way.” 
 
    You giggle at the goblin’s licentious suggestion. “Of course, master.” You dismount off his cock, tightening your inner muscles in order to not let any of his cum leak from you as you kneel before him, pushing up between his meaty thighs in order to bathe his heavy balls with your tongue, tasting the sourness of his sweat and cum. And yet, that taste merely makes you quiver anew with the aftershocks of your greatest orgasm. Your loveliest surrender. After all, this is where a slave belongs, and you are so very ready to be the goblin’s breeding slut. 
 
      
 
    Harem Slave 
 
    

  

 
   
    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “Frankly,” you say. “It seems to me like you’re the coward.” 
 
    The serpent’s coils still. A chill rushes through the temple like all the air was just sucked out of it, and by the tight hiss of the lamia, likely right into her, swelling the serpent with anger. “What. Wassss. That?” 
 
    “I mean,” you say, angling your sword just so, carefully keeping yourself from actually looking into the lamia’s eyes. “It just seems to me that the real coward is the one hiding behind Morgana.” 
 
    “You think I hide behind that hag?” 
 
    “Don’t you?” you say. “Being her slave and all.” 
 
    “I am no one’ssss ssssslave!” 
 
    “Oh, sorry,” you say quickly. “I just figured, since you bear her mark, you must be her slave. After all, aren’t slaves the only ones that get branded? And isn’t the reason you have to live in this small, pathetic little temple because she took you from your bigger one? It just seems like you’ve gotten a raw deal from this, and you aren’t doing anything to rectify it.” 
 
    “That issss… that isssss not the ssssame thing at all!” she hisses. 
 
    “Really? How’s it different?” 
 
    “It… it jusssst issssss!” she snarls. 
 
    “Hey,” you say. “Look. I’m on your side here. One hundred percent. It just seems like you got a raw deal, being branded and all.” 
 
    “I am not branded!” 
 
    “Then,” you say, pointing your sword at the juncture where her human half ends and serpent half begins. “Is that not a mark of thorns and dark wings?” 
 
    “It… well… Ssssso what?” 
 
    “It just seems to me that if anyone saw that, they would automatically assume you were Morgana’s slave. That’s all.” 
 
    “Abssssurd,” she hisses, but she seems doubtful. Just a bit. 
 
    “You know…” you say, running your thumb along your silver sword. “I could take care of that.” 
 
    “Oh could you now?” she snarls. 
 
    “Well, unless you wanted to walk around, letting everyone think you’re Morgana’s slave.” 
 
    “No one thinks that!” 
 
    “Are you sure?” you say. 
 
    Sassina hesitates. “I… Well… Sssstill! I won’t let you carve it off me.” 
 
    “Not in the least! Just a poke of the sword. It clears up all those misapprehensions people might have. Real simple. Just a poke.” 
 
    “And what if you’re lying?” 
 
    “Really,” you say. “Do you really think I could hurt you, the great Sassina, queen of the eternal deserts, with this little thing?” 
 
    Her pride alternatively prickled and puffed, Sassina seems unsure, to judge by the way she sways atop her serpentine coils. Time to take a gamble. Possibly the last of your life. “Here, if you don’t believe me, try it yourself,” you say, tossing her the blade. 
 
    Sassina fumbles the sword at first, but manages to get it by the hilt. She holds it uncertainly, the blade like a dagger in her hand, which means she needs a final push. 
 
    “Only slaves fear the blade,” you say. 
 
    Even without seeing her eyes you can feel their fury. “I am no sssslave!” she snarls, reverses the blade, and plunges it into her chest. Which surely would have been fatal and amazingly stupid with any other sword, although it was quite dramatic. Fortunately, your blessed blade slides into her chest, no more harmful than a beam of light. She gasps, her jaw falling open, the mark above her mons dissipating into black smoke like a fire burning out. She drops the blade, and you hastily dash forward and pick it up, straightening just in time to see the serpent queen sway among the shadowed pillars, a hand to her brow. And more importantly, her eyes no longer spiralling with their hypnotic power. 
 
    “Uh, you okay there?” you ask her. 
 
    “Y-yesssss,” Sassina breathes, her eyes blinking slowly. “Yesss. For the firsssst time in a very long while, I think I am.” 
 
    “Oh, great! Glad to help.” 
 
    “Yesssss,” the serpent woman says, her eyes taking you in with renewed interest, the gold that drapes her sparkling as her eyes slowly change hues. “You have been… quite helpful.” 
 
    “Ummm… what are you doing?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” the lamia queen purrs as the colours deepen in her eyes. Blues and purples radiating outward. “What am I doing?” 
 
    “It… looks like you’re trying to hypnotize me. Again,” you say. 
 
    “Issss that sssso wrong?” she says. “Do forgive me if ssssso. But I am jussssst ssssso grateful. And you are sssssuch an impressssive sssspecimen.” 
 
    “Uh, thanks. I do work out,” you say. 
 
    “No. Not like that. Although I musssst ssssay you are impressive there assss well. No. I mean, to climb ssssso high thissss tower, to overcome me, that isssss sssstrength worthy of praisssse. Ssssuch sssstrength I would rejoicsssse to have at my sssside.” 
 
    “Meaning…?” 
 
    She lowers herself, her coils shifting behind her, rippling with all the colours of her myriad scales, leaving them to flicker amongst each other like an endless ouroboros of patterns and hues. “I have been looking sssssso long for a male worthy to share my throne. One I could rely upon to rule at my sssside. My kingdom issss sssso large. I would be sssssimply delighted for it to be you.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Think of it,” she says, slithering forward. Her eyes swirling with colours, her tongue flicking from between her fangs. Her face so enticing. So beautiful. So dangerous. “A ssssultan of the sssandssss. The women of the hundred sssities of ssspicessss in your harem. I am not a jealoussss woman. For I know you would love only me. Don’t you love me already, my king?” she asks, and the way she says it, the way her eyes pulse, the way her scales shift and shimmer and surround you both in shifting hues, it’s a question with only one answer. 
 
      
 
    Yes 
 
    No 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You’ve never faced a lamia before, which means you’re not sure what to expect. You decide it safest to let her take the first move, lifting your sword in a guard and careful not to look at her eyes. 
 
    But did you just see a smirk? 
 
    “What’sss the matter?” Sassina purrs. “Don’t you want to look into my eyessss?” 
 
    “I’d rather not,” you say. 
 
    “I don’t mind. My eyessss are sssso lovely. But… ssssso are my breasssstsss…” 
 
    She cups her firm breasts. Not nearly as large as Maribelle’s to be sure, but still quite shapely and expansive. Golden caps adhere to her nipples, shining and flickering in the light of the braziers. 
 
    “Aren’t they nissssse?” she purrs, her voice lilting. Soft. Suggestive. 
 
    “Yeah,” you say warily. 
 
    “Mmm. I think ssssso too. Poetsssss have written of their lovelinesssss. Of their ssssoftnesssss. Of how eassssy it isssss to sssstare at them. To admire them. To watch as they bounce.” 
 
    She gives them a little bounce. You watch them. Watch the light flicker off the golden caps. 
 
    “It’ssssss ssssso nissssse to watch them bounssssse. Issssn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah,” you say. It is nice to watch. No shame in admitting that. No harm… 
 
    “Sssssooooo eassssssy to watch…” 
 
    “Uh huh…” 
 
    “Jussssst… ssssstare…” 
 
    It is easy. So easy. So easy and soothing and calming to watch her soft breasts bounce. To see the gold glimmer warm and flash as you stare. To watch as her coils move about her, the patterns on her scales shimmering. Drawing your attention further to her chest. As she leans in. Bouncing. Bouncing. Bouncing… 
 
    “Are you relaxed?” she coos. 
 
    “Yeah…” 
 
    “Sssssooooo relaxed…” 
 
    “Ssssso relaxed,” you murmur, your eyes growing heavy, lidded, but not closing. Can’t close. If you closed them, you’d miss her bouncing breasts. Missed how close they are. Almost close enough to lick. To taste. But you have to keep focusing on them. Must watch them. Mustn’t look away. Why? Oh, there was… um… some reason. Um. You just have to. Have to keep watching. 
 
    You hear a faint clang as you drop your sword. Was…was there something important about that? You can’t remember. But you can remember that you have to watch her lovely breasts bounce and bounce. Can’t look away, even as you feel her coils wrap around your legs. Your chest. Binding your arms against you. 
 
    Should… should you be worried about that? 
 
    “What’ssss wrong?” she asks. 
 
    “I uh… this is… I…” 
 
    “Don’t you like looking at my breasssstssss?” she purrs. 
 
    “Um. I do. But… hold on. You…” 
 
    “Issss there ssssome problem?” 
 
    Is there? You think there might be. But it’s so hard to think. It feels like you’re trying to swim through tapioca. Your head hurts so much from worrying. But… but… 
 
    “If you don’t like looking at me breassstssss… why not… look at my… eyesssss…” 
 
    Her eyes. 
 
    Her eyes… 
 
    You lift your head and stare into the swirling hues of her serpentine eyes. The intensity of those colours washes over you, sweeps away all your thoughts like a wave, leaving you empty, hollow, waiting to be filled. Your jaw goes slack. Your pupils begin to pulse as colour washes and swirls in your eyes. 
 
    “Oh,” you breathe. 
 
    Sassina giggles. “Goooood boy,” she breathes, her forked tongue flicking as she leans over you, drilling you with her gaze. “What a sssssilly boy, sssstaring at my breassstsss sssso long. What a ssssilly… weak… bimbo…” 
 
    You smile as her warm words seep into you. You giggle. Oh gosh. You were silly. So dumb and stupid. You’re not sure why, but if mistress says so it must be true. 
 
    “Tell me, sssslave. What are you?” 
 
    Oh! You know this one. “I’m a… a silly, stupid bimbo!” you say happily. 
 
    Sassina laughs. You laugh with her, because something must be super funny! “Ssssuch a good boy,” she says. “Now, ssssilence.” 
 
    Instantly your mouth shuts. You stare anew into her eyes as she leans in closer. “Sssstare into my eyesssss, sssslave. And be mine.” 
 
    You do. You stare into those swirling hues with utter fixation, letting yourself be swept into the whirlpools of purples and blues. Surrendering. Drowning. Submitting to the colours of your mistress’s eyes. She is all that matters. She is all there is. And as you feel yourself fill with submission, with love, with adoration for your perfect, wonderful, beautiful serpent queen, you know everything is going to be alright. The world is going to make sense. 
 
    Because mistress told you so. 
 
      
 
    Slave of the Serpent 
 
    

  

 
   
    No 
 
      
 
    You raise a finger, letting it hover before your face. You wag it as you gather yourself. “I… don’t think so.” 
 
    Sassina frowns. “Are you ssssssure?” she says. 
 
    The first refusal was tough, but the second comes more easily to you. “No. Sassina. I think that would be a bad idea. Don’t get me wrong, I absolutely appreciate the offer, but I can’t.” 
 
    She draws herself up, chin tilted back, looking down at you imperiously. “And why not? Am I not beautiful?” she asks, gesturing to her serpentine form. “Am I not lovely? Have I not promised you thingssss no mortal man would ever know in all hissss life? To be a ssssultan. A lord of the ssssandssss. Wedded to the loveliesssst woman in all the world?” 
 
    Wow, the space between cursed and not is razor thin with her. Which might explain why it was so easy to overcome her. “Sassina, please! Don’t get me wrong. It is an amazing offer. I’d be a fool to refuse it.” 
 
    “And yet you do,” she observes, pulsing eyes narrowing, lips peeling back to reveal her fangs. 
 
    “Um, yes. But only to better protect you.” 
 
    That gives her pause. “…What?” 
 
    Your mind is working at a mile a minute, only a step before your tongue. “Sassina. Think about it. If I go with you, then nothing is stopping Morgana from kidnapping you again.” 
 
    Her coils hiss as they rub against each other. “Thissss… issss sssso…” 
 
    “And if that happens,” you continue. “What are the odds another man will be able to defeat you? You know how powerful and glorious you are. They would be putty in your hands, and Morgana would keep her claws in you forever.” 
 
    Sassina frowns. “That isssss true,” she says. “No other male hassss been able to resssissst me…” 
 
    “Exactly,” you say, relaxing a little. “So, if I want to serve you, I have to finish climbing this tower. I have to defeat Morgana. It’s the only way you can enjoy the freedom you so richly deserve.” 
 
    The lamia frowns with thought, her scales hissing as her tail brushes the stone floor. At last, she looks down on you and smiles, and much to your relief the pulsing colours in her eyes have faded. 
 
    “You make an exssssellent point, my beloved.” 
 
    “Glad you think so,” you say, relaxing. 
 
    “Indeed. It would be sssssuch a shame if I were to be captured again. And ssssince it issss you, who knowssss! Perhapssss you shall defeat Morgana.” 
 
    “Exactly. Now, there’s usually a portal somewhere to the next floor…” 
 
    “Ah, of courssssse. Come.” 
 
    She beckons you, and you follow her deeper into her personal palace. At the far end is an archway veiled in silk. Sassina pushes aside the curtain and you enter a small chamber, evidently Sassina’s bedroom to judge by the copious number of pillows, treasures and foodstuffs scattered everywhere. But the true focal point is the swirling blue gateway clasped in thorns of black. 
 
    “Here it issss, my beloved.” 
 
    “Much obliged.” 
 
    “One thing.” 
 
    You turn just in time for Sassina to grab your face, and press a kiss against your lips. Your eyes fly open as her soft lips move against yours, her tongue sliding teasingly against your lips. 
 
    She breaks the kiss, leaving you swaying with the intensity of it. She smirks at you, her eyes gleaming in the light of the portal. 
 
    “A tasssste, my beloved, for the future. Besssst of luck in the tower. When you have sssslain the witch, find me in the dessertsssss. I go to raise my kingdom onsssse again, and build a throne for you to sssssit at my ssssside.” 
 
    “Um, yeah… Th-thanks,” you say, still somewhat addled by her sweet kiss. You turn and stumble towards the swirling gate, practically falling through the swirling blue, and into the next level of the tower. 
 
      
 
    Level Seven 
 
    

  

 
   
    Seduce 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that’s simple. I didn’t come to fight you at all.” 
 
    “Hmm?” the lamia hums. “Issss that ssssso? Then tell me, little warrior, what did you come for?” 
 
    “What else?” you say, keeping your eyes firmly arrested to her chest. “Bards sing of the beauty of Sassina. And I so wanted to experience it for myself, after all.” 
 
    “Isssss that ssssso? And you think you are worthy of… worshipping me?” 
 
    “I’m certainly willing to try,” you say. 
 
    “Hmm. An interesssssting notion. But, it sssseemssss to me you will have difficulty with that ssssword.” 
 
    “Right you are,” you say, trying to hide your wince as you toss away the blessed blade, hearing it clang to the stones not far. “So, shall we hrrrrrk!” 
 
    You don’t even get to finish your sentence before her coils have wrapped around you, tightened around you. Squeezed the breath from you. 
 
    “Fool,” Sassina hisses, twisting before her. “Do you think I am ssssso sssstupid assss to fall for that? You have far too high an opinion of yoursssself. And I cannot ssssstand sssssuch idiotsssss.” 
 
    “I-“ 
 
    “Look into my eyes!” 
 
    You don’t want to, but she’s pissed now and not taking no as an answer. Her coils tighten around you, squeezing you until it feels like your eyes are going to pop out of your skull. Which makes opening them wide a foregone conclusion. 
 
    And forcing you to stare directly into her swirling eyes. 
 
    The intensity of her domination dashes your thoughts away. Your jaw grows slack, drooling a bit as you stare into those pulsing orbs, your mind blanking. Your body relaxing like the rabbit in an adder’s gaze. 
 
    “Look into my eyessssss,” she hisses. 
 
    You can’t look away. The world recedes. All you can see are those swirling colours. You don’t even register when her jaw unhinges. When she lifts you towards her, into her mouth. The hot cavern of her throat works, slick and smooth as she pulls you down. Deeper. Deeper. 
 
    It will take your hours to recover from the first glance of her eyes. And by then, you’ll be reduced to nothing but bones within the lamia. A victim of your own hubris and a serpent’s temper. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
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    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    You act fast. Grabbing the pink potion on your belt, you uncork it and down the sweet mixture. 
 
    “Oooh,” you groan as you drop the bottle, distantly hearing it shatter on the stones. 
 
    Sassina rears back, her spiralling eyes widening as you change. As your chest expands in a pair of bouncing, plush breasts. As your hips swell outwards along with your ass, stretching the formerly loose leather pants you wore. As you moan, shuddering as your cock inverts, flesh parting in a pair of slick pussy lips and your manhood shrinking to a plump, teasing clit. 
 
    “Oh how grand!” Sassina giggles. 
 
    You raise your sword. “N-now! Time to-“ 
 
    Her tail flicks out. The tip slaps the flat of your sword with enough force to send the blade spinning, flashing through the firelight before it clatters and skids across the floor. You turn to dash towards it, but her tail again moves like a whip, wrapping around your legs. You yelp as you fall, hitting the ground heavily. 
 
    “Now now,” the lamia coos, her coils twisting around you, gathering you amid her scales, dragging you back towards her. “Do not run, lovely little one. Not when all you’ve wanted isssss before your very eyesssss.” 
 
    Her coils lift you towards her. You try and wriggled free from the grasp of her scales, but she’s got your arms pinioned to your sides, your legs trembling uselessly. Even if you were as strong as you were before, you doubt you’d be able to break free from those binding coils. So you do the only thing you can, squeezing your eyes shut against her spiralling gaze. 
 
    “Ohhhh. What’ssss wrong? Don’t you want to look in my eyessss?” 
 
    “N-no! No I don’t!” you say. 
 
    “Mmm. A pity, to be sssssure. You’ll change your mind in due time. But, until then, I sssssupposessse I’ll just have to invesssstigate thesssse lovely changessss…” 
 
    You squeak as you feel her fingers play with the laces doing up your leather jacket, undoing them one by one. Her coils shift, squeezing your plush breasts up and out of their grasp, nestling your newly grown boobs atop her scales. 
 
    “Oh yesssss,” the lamia coos as she tugs open your shirt, your breasts bouncing into the open. “Lovely. Mammalssss have ssssuch… lovely asssssetsssss.” 
 
    “Nnnn!” you gasp as her hands begin to massage your plush tits. Squeeze them and stroke them. Her thumbs teasing your budding nipples. Gods! Why did it have to feel soooooo gooooood! 
 
    “Ssssso lovely,” Sassina purrs as she plays with you. “Ssssso kind of you to become sssssuch a lovely girl. I do sssssso love them. I’ve alwayssss had a weaknessss for pretty thingssss. And you’re sssssso very pretty, aren’t you? Sssssso very lovely. Ssssso very sssssoft and ssssssilly.” 
 
    “N-no! I… I’m not… not… ooooooh…” 
 
    You’re interrupted by a throaty moan as the lamia kisses your breasts, her long, forked tongue lapping at your tender nipples, making your hips twitch amid her prison of coils, your quim so wet you’re soaking your pants. You’re blushing. Hot. Humiliated. Aroused. Oh gods. Gods! 
 
    “You mussst be,” she whispers, the flicking of her tongue against your breast making you whine. “Why elsssse would you drink that potion? You sssssaw my loveliessss in the garden. You wanted be among them. Be a lovely, pretty, ssssilly little sssslave…” 
 
    “I… I don’t… I don’t…” 
 
    “Don’t what?” the lamia teases, her voice a sibilant whisper tickling your ear. “Don’t want… to cum?” 
 
    Cum. 
 
    Cum. 
 
    The word shocks you. Tingles through you. Thrills you. Your breath shortens. Deepens with needy pants. You moan, thighs rubbing together, so slick with your juices. So needy to peak with that sweet climax. 
 
    “Do you want to?” the lamia croons, her hands toying with your breasts, spreading sparks of pleasure through your every nerve. “Do you want to cum for me, my pretty pet?” 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan, unable to agree, unable to refuse. 
 
    “I know you do. I can feel how sssssslick you are between my coilssss. But only good petssss get to cum. And good petssss open their eyesssss… Jussssst open them, pet. Jusssst ssssubmit.” 
 
    You can’t. You won’t. You must. You try to resist. Try to escape. But that promised orgasm dangles before you like meat before a dog. You’re panting, gasping. Whining. 
 
    And little by little, your eyes begin to open. 
 
    The lamia is before you. Beautiful. Terrible. Wonderful. Her eyes pulse, catching your own, and your resistance, worn so raw by your desire, cracked with your need to cum, is blasted away. You gasp, eyes widening, staring into her swirling eyes. Feeling your head empty. But… but… you can fight back. You can… you can… 
 
    “Cum,” she breathes. 
 
    The floodgates are open. You scream in joy. In ecstasy. In pathetic submission as you quiver with your orgasm, cumming your brains out in a most literal way. The spiralling colours of her eyes fill your mind. Stuff it to the brim. Drown out every other thought. Every other idea. Swirling you around and around as you twitch and moan and cum and cum. 
 
    “Good girl,” the lamia coos. “Good ssssslave.” 
 
    Those words soothe you. You whimper, relaxing, easing amid her coils as you submit yourself to her control. Give over all you are. All you have left. 
 
    Mistress smirks. “My sssslave,” she breathes. 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” you say, smiling adoringly up at her, your head blissfully empty but for the ever-swirling hues of her eyes and your love for her. 
 
    She giggles, her coils loosening around your curvy frame. She sets you down on the floor, and immediately you miss the firm, controlling grasp of her. You stand, quivering at attention, waiting for orders as Mistress lazily lies down amid the pillars. She smirks and lets a finger run teasingly down her stomach, to the joining of human and serpent, where her scaly folds part, revealing her glorious cunny. 
 
    “Sssserve your missstressss…” 
 
    Nothing could bring you greater joy. Adoringly you get on your knees before her. Lovingly you touch her, bracing yourself against her immense form. And with worship your tongue slips from between your soft lips, and begins to lick her. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Sassina purrs, her fingers winding in your hair as you lap at her lovely cunny, tasting the exoticism of her slit. “Yesss. What a good girl,” the lamia purrs, her eyes pulsing, purple and blues mirrored in your own eyes as you stare up at her adoringly. “Ssssuch a good ssssslave…” 
 
      
 
    Harem of the Lamia 
 
    

  

 
   
    Yes 
 
      
 
    “Sultan, huh?” you say, stroking your chin. “That does sound nice…” 
 
    “Much more impressssive than a mere prinsssse, yesss?” 
 
    “There is that,” you say. “Will I have to live in a drafty castle that smells like wet dog and potato?” 
 
    Sassina laughs musically. “Ssssweet sssssandssss no! My palasssse issss a jewel in the crown of the dessssert. Itssss hallssss are marble and air ssssscented with flower and thyme. My sssservantsss bring delicaciessss from all over the world for ussss to enjoy. My rooms are warmed by the ssssun and cooled by the sssstarssss.” 
 
    “You really did listen to those poets you seduced, didn’t you?” you say, smirking. 
 
    Sassina returns the grin. “Mmm. Perhapssss…” 
 
    You shrug. You’re not sure how much of an influence her eyes are having on your decision. In particular, why you came to this tower to the first place. Was it to rescue her? Makes sense. Why else would you come here. “Alright. Let’s go, Sassina. Your kingdom awaits.” 
 
    “Our kingdom,” she says, slithering in beside you, her arm looping around your shoulders, tugging you against her sinuous form. She nuzzles your hair. “Mm. Our kingdom, my beloved. Yesss. Let ussss return to it. There may be ssssome issuesssss with reclaiming it entirely. No doubt my abssssenssse hasss prompted ssssome foolssss to ssssubvert me.” 
 
    “We’ll take care of them,” you say, looking up at her fondly. “After all, who could resist you?” 
 
    “Yessss,” the lamia purrs, her eyes pulsing with power. “Who indeed…” 
 
      
 
    King of the Sands 
 
    

  

 
   
    Harem Slave 
 
      
 
    The silks rub against you wonderfully as you move against your master, reaching past him and plucking up the grapes for his meal. Greedo smirks as you coo, draping yourself against the fat goblin, your plush breasts resting against his side, your wonderfully pregnant belly moving against him. Smiling, fluttering your lashes above your filmy veil, you pluck a grape from the stem and feed it to his open mouth. The goblin’s lips snap shut like a trap, capturing your fingers, hungrily sucking on them and making you giggle. 
 
    “Master, please!” you say. 
 
    “Mmm… Is breeding slut not liking?” he asks. 
 
    You blush hotly behind your veil. “Oh, master. I do. But… I do have to feed you too.” 
 
    “Mmm,” the sand goblin hums, his mottled hand moving up, rubbing your plump breast through your transparent bra. “Maybe me want something… sweeter?” 
 
    You moan in delight, wriggling as he palms your plump teat and strokes your budding nipple. A droplet of your milk is teased from your heavy breast, staining the silk. “Ohhhhhh master. Gods yes.” 
 
    You move against him, straddling his fat waist. His cock tents his pantaloons, pressing against your soft bottom, your hips wider than before to accommodate your frequent pregnancies. No sooner have you birthed a clutch of your master’s pups he’s eager to stuff you with cum once more, breeding you anew. Your tribe has already grown numerous, your sons filling the oasis as the guards and enforcers of your beloved master’s rule. All in Sassina’s name, of course. 
 
    You lift your breasts, tugging aside the bra, the fabric parting easily. It was made to, after all. In truth, you’d like to go naked everywhere, to show the world the prize your master claimed. But Greedo insists on the silks. It amuses him, he says, and you would do anything to make your sultan happy. 
 
    You press and mold your generous tits together, moaning as you feel the pressure of your milk grow within your plush teats. “Oh masterrrrr. I’m so very full. Please. Please, I need… need your lips. Need you to milk your pretty breeding slut. Will you?” you beg, looking down at him with hot, eager eyes. “Pleeeease? I need it so baaaaad…” 
 
    Greedo chortles. “Of course, slut. Me happy to milk.” 
 
    Joy blooms in you, even though you knew he’d agree. But there’s always that fear. Fear that one day he might say no. Might leave you, panting, needy, filled with oh so much milk. You dread that day, and so with love you plant your arms beside his head, dangling your full, heavy breasts above his face. Moaning as his hands take your plush orb, his mouth opens, and he captures a nipple in his thin lips. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan as his lips suckle at your breast. Your thighs shake, tighten with delight as he begins to milk you. His fingers sinking into your breasts and kneading them. Gods above. You don’t know how you lived as a man. If you knew of this wonderful pleasure, you’d have gotten Reuben to make one for you the moment you came of age. It’s strange remembering your past life as a prince. All the dangers. All the trials and tribulations. You realize why you weren’t happy, now. You never wanted to be a prince. You always wanted to be a princess. A lovely girl who could be sold to a great sultan like Greedo. Who could be stripped and bedded and bred and milked like the proper sow you are. 
 
    It does feel good to remember who you used to be when Greedo is fucking you. A triumph of your master over the pathetic pride you once had. And it’s so wonderful to remember how you gave it all up. Your kingdom. Your gender. All for this. All for your master’s cock. To love him and serve him. 
 
    You realize you’re rubbing yourself against the goblin’s bulge, but you don’t care. You feel your master stiffening, and you work your hips more eagerly. Panting. Whining. Whimpering in naked glee as he sucks your voluptuous breasts, his hands squeezing and massaging you in that way that just makes you gush. 
 
    “Masterrrrrr,” you moan wantonly, humping his lap with ever greater lust, your arms trembling to hold you up as he milks you. “Oh gods. Gods! Master! Please! I… I’m gonna… gonna… mnnnnnn!” 
 
    Your cry climbs as you cum, hips twitching as your breasts pump into his greedy mouth, your master moaning as you surrender yourself to him. To his pleasures. 
 
    Panting, you sag atop your goblin sultan, whimpering with lingering bliss as he continues to milk your soft breasts. He lifts his lips from your pert nipple, giving it a last flick of his tongue. “You cum,” he informs you. 
 
    “Forgive me, master,” you pant, blushing hotly. “I just… I couldn’t resist. So good. I… I…” 
 
    “Shhh. It okay,” the goblin says, touching your lips with a milk stained finger. “You just brood slut. I not expect you not fuck if can.” 
 
    You blush hotly, batting your lashes. “Thank you, master, for your understanding,” you coo. 
 
    “Me kind master. And me see that you in rut. So, me willing to be generous, and let you have cock.” 
 
    Your heart hammers with joy. “Oh, master is too kind,” you coo, sliding off his lap, kneeling between his comically small legs as you unlace his billowy pants. You fairly drool as you pull them down, his warty cock springing to attention. With loving devotion, you lean forward and begin to lap at his knobby prick, moaning in delight as you taste his sour cum and oily pre. 
 
    This is where your adventure has brought you. Where your weakness has led you. Down the swirling pink potion, sucking on the cock of monster while your stomach swells with his spawn. It’s almost ironic that the potion given to you by a goblin has brought you to the servitude of another, but such things don’t bother you. For as you climb atop him once more, moaning as you take his warty little prick deep within your spacious pussy, you know that this is the fate you were always meant for. A slave. A slut. A goblin sultan’s eager brood slut, pregnant and milky as you ride your fat master, moaning and wailing as you take his cock deep within your quim. 
 
    Some would consider it a sad fate. But you couldn’t be happier. You were never meant to be a prince, after all. 
 
    No. 
 
    Far better to be the princess. The prize. 
 
    And as you cum, screaming in joy, feeling Greedo’s oily cum stuff your velvety pussy once more, you rejoice in your fate as the goblin’s slave. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
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    Slave of the Serpent 
 
      
 
    You wave the fan slowly, cooling your mistress as she lounges amid the baths. Her serpentine coils shift and slither beneath the surface of the water, lazily cresting intermittently like a sea monster. You can’t take your eyes off her. How her full breasts breach the water, her hood shading her face. Several of her harem girls bathe with her, scrubbing her magnificent scales, anointing her with precious oils as they giggle and gasp, mistress’s coils occasionally wrapping around them, sliding off succulent breasts and tender pussies. 
 
    All are naked to serve your mistress in the bath, as are you, though you are not graced with worshipping mistress’s form. Occasionally she’ll allow you to lick her out, but far more often you are sent to entertain the slaves. Blushing as you kiss their feet and humiliate themselves to their giggling torments. You should hate it, but mistress gave you the task, and you could never hate anything mistress has you do. 
 
    You raise your head as the curtains at the door part and Greedo waddles in. The fat sand goblin sways on his stumpy legs, wringing his hands together. You don’t know why mistress keeps the wretched little creature around. You warm with anger at the way his piggy eyes devour your mistress’s glorious form, glistening in the hot waters of the bath. 
 
    “Greedo,” mistress says. “What have you brought for me?” 
 
    The sand goblin bows as one of his lizardmen bodyguards walks forward, bearing an engraved box. “Many treasures, mistress of sands. Many. Merchants offer great gifts for you.” 
 
    The goblin opens the box and begins to produce diamonds and rubies and emeralds bound in silver like angel hair. 
 
    You can see that mistress grows bored. Gems and jewels have little fascination with her now. She has so much, after all. “Hmm, isssss that ssssso, Greedo?” mistress says. You gasp as her hand idly rises and cups your balls and cock. 
 
    The goblin pauses, watching this. “Y-yes, mistress. It all so far.” 
 
    “How dull,” mistress says as she massages your balls, her thumb stroking the underside of your hard shaft, teasing the skin with slow, lazy strokes. You whimper, teeth clenched against the insidious pleasure, gamely trying to keep fanning her. “Ssssurely you musssst do better.” 
 
    “Me… me promise something very good soon,” the portly goblin says. 
 
    Your mistress answers, but you can’t hear her. Your world has narrowed to a pinprick as her fingers continue to toy with your cock and balls. Teasing you mercilessly. Your balls are tight, aching with their pent up seed. Your cock twitches with desperation to cum, but you can’t. You just can’t. Not without mistress’s permission. Not until she tells you to. That was the first trigger she put on you. A command never to release your paltry seed unless she lets you. 
 
    Your legs shake as your cock throbs in her hand. The leaf rustles as you keep fanning your mistress. Keep serving her no matter how cruelly she teases you. Denies you. 
 
    “I look forward to your future ssssservisssse,” your mistress tells Greedo. 
 
    The goblin bows, his many chins wobbling as he spins about and scampers back out the doors, his servant following at a sedate place. Off to deliver the latest tribute to mistress’s treasure room. 
 
    Mistress smirks with their departure, then casually looks to you. She feigns surprise, the slits of her pupils widening slightly at the sight of you. “Oh my! Whatever am I doing? My poor sssslave. Are you alright?” 
 
    “F-fine! M-mistress!” you whimper, face flushed, bowlegged from the torment of your balls. Their tight, aching, throbbing need to cum. 
 
    “Are you sssssure?” she coos, her thumb flicking the head of your cock, the impact on your painfully sensitive organ almost making you black out. 
 
    “Yessssss,” you whimper. “L-live to serve m-mistress. Must serve…” 
 
    She laughs at your predicament. “Mmm. That you are, my pathetic sssslave. But I am not a cruel missstresss. Jazzina? Give my ssssslave sssssome relief.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” a dusky skinned girl giggles. Her shapely body glistens with the water as she climbs the edge of the pool like a surfacing mermaid. She looks up at you, her eyes mirroring the swirling violets of your mistress’s domination as she smiles, leans forward, and engulfs your cock in her mouth. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you moan as she begins to bob, her tongue swirling about your shaft. Your mistress giggles, removing her hand. “Mmm. Good petsss. Do enjoy yourself.” 
 
    “Yessss mistressss,” you moan. 
 
    “Of course. Oh, that’ssss right. I nearly forgot. Sssslave?” 
 
    “Yes?” you whimper, hips thrusting desperately. 
 
    “You may cum.” 
 
    Her command shoots through you like a gunshot. Your hips buck, burying your cock in Jazzina’s mouth. Your head falls back, your voice rising in a throaty moan as you cum. 
 
    And cum. 
 
    And cum. 
 
    Your orgasm is like a blinding light. A point of white-hot pleasure. You think you might have passed out from the sheer intensity of it. Your cock so tender it’s almost painful to at last release all that pent-up pleasure and seed. 
 
    When consciousness returns to you, you’re lying in the bath house, the ceiling slowly spinning before it resolves itself. You groan and raise your head. 
 
    Jazzina is snuggled up beside you, her dusky curves pressing down on your chest. She’s the only one left. “What…” you pant. “What happened?” 
 
    “Mmm. Mistress grew tired after seeing you cum, and went back to her room, taking her favorites with her,” Jazzina says, slowly rubbing her soft breasts against your chest, lazily shifting her hip, sliding herself atop you. “She said I should wait for you to wake up, and tell you to go to her. She’ll need cooling after she finishes pleasuring herself with her girls.” 
 
    “Oh, then-“ 
 
    “Ah,” Jazzina giggles, pressing a finger to your lips. “She also said that she wants you to reward me for giving you the relief you so deserve. And I know just the way.” 
 
    You whimper as she slides back, lifting her hips in order to grasp your cock and align it with her pussy. She smirks at you as she slowly sheathes you within her, her lips parting in a soft moan as she begins to ride you, bouncing her breasts and hips atop you. 
 
    You thrust into her, desperate to get her to cum. To relieve her pleasure before she manages to turn you into a whimpering, begging mess. The girls love to tease you like this. Love to fuck you and lick you and wank you, knowing you can never cum without permission. By the time you make it to mistress’s room, your cock will be jutting from your waist, your balls aching with need to cum once more. 
 
    But you’ll still pick up the fan, and get to work. Because mistress has commanded you. And you could never resist an order from your mistress. 
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    Drink the Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    No way you’re going to be able to fight her as a man. And as a woman seems even less likely. But as a beast? 
 
    That sounds good. 
 
    You grab the swirling green potion from your belt and pop the cork, downing it without even looking at the towering serpent woman. You drop the bottle, letting it shatter on the stones, groaning as you feel the change begin. As you swell against your armour, tearing through the fabric like it was wet paper. Your muscles swelling. Dark fur bristling over you. Your face lengthening into a feral muzzle. 
 
    You fall to all fours, howling as you become fully the massive worg. You spin about to face the stunned lamia. 
 
    “By the sssandssss,” she hisses. 
 
    You snarl, bunch up to leap. 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    Her eyes fill your awareness. You freeze, held by that gaze. Gone is the human ego that once granted you a degree of resistance to her power. Now there is only the animal, and instinct is nothing to such a gaze. 
 
    Sassina smirks, her scales slithering across the floor as she approaches you. You’re nearly level with her face despite being on all fours, and yet the difference between you and the lamia couldn’t be starker. Your limbs tremble with strength as she looks into your eyes. Banishes your thoughts with the swirling violets and blues. 
 
    “My,” she purrs, stroking your neck. “What an impressssive sssspesssimen you are.” 
 
    You whine. 
 
    “Shhh. Good dog, my good dog.” 
 
    Her words fill the void within you. You pant. Yes. You are her good dog. Her very good dog. 
 
    The lamia smirks as she sees how easily she can command you. A throaty laugh escapes her. “Hmmm. Sssssoooo ssssssimple,” she says, stroking your fur, admiring the strength within your feral frame. “And sssssoooo loyal. Aren’t you? My loyal hound. Sssslave to my whimsssss…” 
 
    Your human mind was battered by the transformation. Now it sinks beneath her dulcet tones. You are her pet. That’s all you’ve ever been. Her loyal hound. Her panting doggy. 
 
    “Sssssit.” 
 
    You sit. 
 
    “Sssspeak.” 
 
    You bark. 
 
    “Sssserve.” 
 
    You serve. 
 
    She laughs in amusement at your failure. At how easily you were broken. And more. At what a valuable tool you will be. A worg of such size, such power, and utterly loyal to her. Unable to doubt. Unable to question. 
 
    You will be her finest pet. A collar of solid gold will be made for you. Slave girls will bathe you and brush your fur until it is sleek and dark as a shadow. Your teeth will be polished to a gleam, and bloodied on her enemies. 
 
    Your quest has failed, but you’ll never know it. Because you’ll never leave your mistress’s side. Sitting proud and menacing beside her. Her pet. Her guardian. Her protector for all time. 
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    Level Seven 
 
      
 
    You step through the portal, and into the badlands. You pause, hesitating. All around you are cruel cliffs and rocky paths. The portal sits at the dead end of a circle of stone, leaving you standing alone and wary. A low mist hangs over everything, obscuring the reach of the cliffs and mountains. Trees and brush rise in wild, untamed bunches, clinging to life where it can be found. The harsh cry of a bird of prey echoes somewhere in the far distance. 
 
    “This is new,” you say. 
 
    “And dangerous.” 
 
    You turn to find the old woman waiting, as ever, her smile amused. 
 
    “Hello,” you say. 
 
    “Greetings. Frankly, I doubted I would ever see you again. I thought for sure Sassina would have you wrapped up in her coils.” 
 
    “Maybe I’m just that good,” you say. 
 
    “Is that right?” she says with an uncomfortably knowing look. “Well, we can only hope. For now, you face an enemy unlike those you fought before.” 
 
    “Oh goody,” you say dryly. “Can’t wait to fight something worse than a giant snake woman.” 
 
    “Yes. Where before your foes used sorcery, seduction, and the like to win you, this will be different. After all, what does Krona of the Rockbreaker orc clan know of such things?” 
 
    You skid back against the cliff wall so fast you could have been on skates. “Krona!” you yelp. “The orc?” 
 
    The old woman gives you a puzzled look. “Well… yes. Her.” 
 
    “Oh no,” you groan, putting your face in your hands. “Oh no no no…” 
 
    The old woman, for the first time, looks uncertain. “Um,” she says. “Are you alright?” 
 
    “No! No, I’m not. Okay, so, tell no one. Especially not my wife. But I have met this orc before.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, cringing. “It was in the swamps. My greatest, ah, ‘triumph’. I was out there with some knights. A clan of orcs had moved in there and were raiding the countryside. We fought them and managed to rout them.” 
 
    “I remember hearing something of this,” the old woman says. “You fought off waves of them, did you not.” 
 
    “Kind of sort of not really,” you admit. 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “Don’t look at me like that!” you say defensively. “Look. There was no way I could take down a whole warband of orc just me and some stupid knights. So I… tricked them. Kinda. I stopped by a tavern and wheeled out a dozen barrels of ale. Real thick stuff. The grunge on the bottom of the barrels after it’s done fermenting. I brought it down and disguised myself as a merchant, let the orcs capture me and… got them really, really drunk. Like, fall down and pass out drunk.” 
 
    “Ah,” she says. 
 
    “But um… here’s the thing. They were being led by Krona. And after a few drinks she was a bit tipsy. She spouted off something and ah, dragged me to her tent. Then…” 
 
    “I can fill in the blanks,” the old woman says. 
 
    “Yes. Well, things happened, some of it involving an inflated bladder on a stick and too much booze. But by then my knights were getting worried. So they charged into the camp. The orcs were in no state to put up a real fight. I ran the hell out of there. Left behind my clothes. Krona was bellowing. Shouting something in orcish I couldn’t understand. So I grabbed a horse and rode like hell! The warband was scattered. Most made their way back to the badlands in the end, but the rest were hunted down and killed. Which, I mean, means I did defeat them. Sort of. I just left out the part about my not wearing pants at the time.” 
 
    “I see,” the old woman says, trying to hide her smile and failing utterly. “I had… snrk… no idea. But ahem, well, now you have a chance to beat her in true one on one combat. Isn’t that good?” 
 
    “No! No it’s not! She could crush a melon with her thighs! The only reason I got away was she was still half soused when she tried to chase me.” 
 
    “Mmm. Unfortunate. But, I’m afraid she guards the next portal. Hence, if you intend to continue to climb the tower…” 
 
    “I know,” you groan. “Ughhhh… Really not looking forward to this one.” 
 
    “I’m sure your wife will appreciate it.” 
 
    “I hope so,” you grunt, drawing your blade and reluctantly starting off the path. “Cannot believe this… gods above…” 
 
    Your irritable grumblings skitter among the jagged stones of the cliffs as you walk down the winding path. A cold breeze rustles through the pine trees, the needles sliding against each other with a hissing sound that raises the hairs on your neck. Fog clings to the upper slopes, rolling down on the chill of the mountains as you peer about the broken landscape. Gods. The mists just keep getting thicker. You can barely see your hand in front of your face. 
 
    Wait. 
 
    That’s not your hand. 
 
    You duck, narrowly avoiding the leathery green mitt. You twist back to your feet just in time to see the hulking shape of an orc warrior stumble past. The brute spins about, facing you, teeth and tusks bared in a snarl. He bellows. 
 
    “Shit!” you gasp, grabbing your sword, drawing the shining steel as more shapes seem to grow from among the rocks, rising from the mists and closing in around you, hemming you in the small mountain tail. You turn about, finding yourself facing off nearly a dozen orcish warriors. They huff, snorting, surrounding you in a circle, closing in. You hold out your sword warily. 
 
    “Alright!” you growl. “Who wants some?” 
 
    One roars, surging forward. You parry a thick club, steel thudding against the wood. You reverse the stroke, slicing the brute across the face. He bellows, falling back, but another takes his place. He too swings a club, which you just manage to block, the impact jarring through your hands and to your toes. You grit your teeth, withstanding the impact. 
 
    But not the second club, which slams into the back of your head. 
 
    Stars explode before your eyes, and the world suddenly fills with darkness… 
 
      
 
    Trial of the Orc Queen 
 
    

  

 
   
    Harem of the Lamia 
 
      
 
    The flowers of the garden tickle your thighs as your hips slowly rock. “Mmmm,” you moan, panting, your veil fluttering with your warm breath. All your clothes are made of transparent pink silk, baring your pert nipples, shapely hips and plump breasts to the eyes of any who wish. Of course, since there’s only you, mistress, and the other harem girls, there isn’t too much worry. After all, in a garden of beautiful flowers, what’s another? 
 
    And, of course, it means you get to stare at the other girls too. 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan, ass twitching as you grind your face into Jazzina’s. The other harem girl moans, swirling eyes lidded as she licks you out, her plump breasts pressing against your shapely bottom with her every heaving breath. “Yes. Yessss! Oh Jazzina. Jazzina! Yes. Yes! Ah! Mnnnn!” 
 
    Your orgasm is sublime, sweeping through you like molten honey. Your head thrown back, your hair tossing in the sunlight as you cum. Eagerly Jazzina licks up every drop, her tongue gliding against your cunny until you’re clean and glistening. 
 
    Breasts shaking with your hot pants, you lift your hips, allowing Jazzina to climb out from under you. 
 
    “Mm. Delicious,” the dusky skinned woman breathes, her veil pushed up, framing her swirling eyes, mirror to your own. 
 
    “Oh? Was it?” 
 
    “Hmm. Why not tell me.” 
 
    Giggling, you and Jazzina kiss, your breasts pressed together, arms wrapped around one another as you kiss her breathlessly, tasting yourself on the other woman’s tongue as she plunders your mouth with her kiss. You moan against her, putty in the hand of the seductress, adoring every minute of it. 
 
    “There you are!” 
 
    You break the kiss, looking up. Fillipa stands before you both, hands on her shapely hips, trying to look stern even as her lips twitch for a smile beneath her veil. 
 
    You and Jazzina exchange a glance and giggle. “Why, where else should we be?” you ask, hand gliding down Jazzina’s loincloth, stroking the gusset of her pussy and making her gasp and giggle with pleasure. 
 
    “Yeah? Where… mnnn… where else…” Jazzina moans. 
 
    Fillipa finally truly smiles. She giggles and shakes her head. “You two. Honestly. But that’ll have to wait. Mistress is asking for you, Aria.” 
 
    You perk up, instantly stilling you stroking finger. “She is?” 
 
    “Yes. In her personal chambers.” 
 
    Instantly you stand. Not much could get you to stop pleasuring one of your sisters, but an order from mistress certainly would. “I go,” you say, then glance down at a whine from Jazzina. “Oh. Fillipa? Could you…” 
 
    The other harem girl laughs. “Oh, absolutely!” 
 
    You smile, leaving Fillipa to tug aside Jazzina’s loincloth and take your place teasing the poor girl to a moaning orgasm. You walk through the gardens, a paradise in the sands, not that you’ve ever been beyond the walls. No. All your life you’ve spent among the fountains and flowers and fruit trees. Days and months lounging in beauty, playing with the other girls, serving your mistress. 
 
    Mistress… 
 
    You feel a quiver of raw lust snake through you at the thought of that glorious goddess. And with it, a glow of pride. For you are one of mistress’s favorites. No girl of the harem has been called to her so often. No girl has been blessed to kiss and worship your mistress so much as you. Your heart throbs with adoration for her. You smile blissfully at the thought of your serpentine mistress, your vision of her always focusing on her magnificent swirling eyes… 
 
    You walk through the main building of the palace, your feet slapping softly off the hard stone floors, your breasts bouncing as you make your way to the rear of the palace. A curtain sways to your touch, and you enter her personal chambers. 
 
    You’ve been in there so often you know every bit of it. The pillows which drape the floors. The tables loaded with sweetmeats. The strange, swirling portal in the corner bound with iron like black thorns. 
 
    And mistress. 
 
    Glorious mistress. 
 
    She lounges among the pillows, her coils draping the cushions in lazy loops. Her arms are propped up on two particular cushions, and as you enter, she smiles, showing her pearly fangs. 
 
    “So this is Aria?” 
 
    The voice comes through the portal. You look towards it, but the swirling blue makes it impossible to make out the figure within. 
 
    “Mmm. It issss. Sssssuch a lovely girl,” mistress says, and you wonder at why she lays such emphasis on ‘girl’, even as the word tingles through you like a touch of an electrode. 
 
    The figure beyond the portal laughs. “Oh that is just precious! The prince a princess. Excellent work, Sassina.” 
 
    “Thank you,” the lamia preens. She smirks at you and cocks a finger. “Come, ssssslave. It issss time to worship your missssstresssss.” 
 
    “Of course,” you breathe, smiling happily as you approach the scaled goddess before you. Your silken garb slips from you like fog, falling in your wake, leaving your plush curves on full display as you reach your mistress. Lovingly you lower yourself to your knees before her, smiling up at her smirking face, shadowed by her hood. You stretch yourself against her, pressing your plush breasts against her scaly length, bracing yourself on the juncture of where her serpent form meets her human half. With utter adoration you lean forward, inhaling the scent of her scaled pussy. You smile with bliss, the scent of her soothing you. Melting you. And you lean forward, and begin to lick. 
 
    “Mmmm,” mistress moans as you begin to service her slick cunny, tasting the sweetness of her juices as your tongue delves into her hot box. Teasing her clit in that way you know she just loves. “Sssssuch a good ssssslave…” 
 
    “Too true!” the cackling voice says from the portal. “Looks like you had him well in hand. It’s almost a pity. I actually expected more from him.” 
 
    Mistress laughs. “You underesssstimate me. No one can resssisssst my glory.” 
 
    You wonder who they’re talking about? But it doesn’t matter. Not to you. Not to mistress’s favorite slave. So long as she’s happy, so are you. Quivering and panting in eager delight as her coils slip beneath you, between your legs and begin to glide back and forth. Back and forth. Stroking your silky pussy. Making you whimper and moan and rock atop her scaly length. 
 
    “Mmmm. Ssssuch a good girl,” mistress coos. 
 
    “Well, looks like you have her well in hand,” the voice says. “I do hope you don’t mind if I borrow her some time. I could use such an eager pussy licker.” 
 
    “Mmm. That could… be arranged,” mistress croons. 
 
    Laughter rings from the portal, slowly fading away. You twitch and moan, wondering at how you feel at being traded from mistress for a time. But then you look up, and into her smirking face, into her swirling eyes, and you relax. Empty. Calm. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    You will do whatever mistress says. Because you love her. And you are her slave. 
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    Trial of the Orc Queen 
 
      
 
    You groan as consciousness comes bleeding back like someone stabbing your brain with a spork. Your face is pressed into the ground and the rest of you is sprawled atop some rather pointy rocks. This alone makes you acutely aware your armour is gone. 
 
    You groan, forcing yourself into a sitting position. You’re in a pen. Stakes are impaled around you, forming a wall of spiky wood. You look down at yourself and see that you are indeed sans armour, and are instead dressed in a loincloth made of animal hide. 
 
    “Oh,” you say, looking back up. “This is serious.” 
 
    You force yourself to your feet, wincing at the aches shooting through you. You swing your arms, feeling the numbness slowly fade as you take in your prison. It’s night, for whatever that matters in this strange realm of the witch’s tower. The glow of torches just reaches the edge of the stakes. Now that you’re more awake, you can hear a distant thumping of drums and guttural growl of brutish voices. You shiver. You know those sounds. It’s the sound of an orc warband preparing for a night of celebration. Of sport. 
 
    And you have a sinking feeling you know who will be providing the entertainment. 
 
    Your worries are confirmed as the crude gate of the pen is wrenched open and two hulking orcs step through. You don’t bother resisting as they grab your arms and drag you out of the pen and into a sea of torches and leering faces. 
 
    Orcs line a path through the dark. They stomp in time to the beating drum, their bellows timed to it. You’re dragged through the lines and to a crude pit dug in the middle of the camp. You’re thrown down to it, landing with an oof. 
 
    “Well. Look who it is.” 
 
    That voice. That undeniably feminine, growling voice. You slowly raise your head out of the dust for the second time in as many minutes, and look up at the edge of the pit. 
 
    Krona Rockbreaker is as lovely and as brutal looking as you remember, and just as pissed. She stands at the lip of the pit, head thrown back, tusked mouth lifted in a sneer of contempt and anger. Her Amazonian frame is barely clad in piecemeal armour, leaving her firm curves on full display. In particular the tattoo of black wings and a ring of thorns just cresting her leather skirt. Her arms are thick with muscle and you remember too well the power in them. Her hair is bound in a long ponytail and her face painted in savage whorls of red. 
 
    “Krona,” you say, slowly standing. “I see you’re… uh, looking well.” 
 
    “Well? Well!” the orcess bellows. “You say I am doing well? I spit on your praise!” 
 
    “You are absolutely entitled to that,” you say. 
 
    “Shut up!” she snarls. She points an accusing finger at you. “When the witch told me you would be coming to her tower, I rejoiced! I have spent years thinking of what you did to me. Planning on how to make you pay for your crimes!” 
 
    “Oh come on!” you say. “This is a bit much just because I got your warband drunk and beat them.” 
 
    “You think that’s what this is about!” 
 
    You’re staggered by the venom in her voice. “Uh… what… else could it be about?” 
 
    Krona’s lips peel back in fury. She slices the air with a hand. “Idiot! Fool! You think I hate you because you deceived my clan? No! I was proud. Proud! For I had never before been bested. Never before or since! I was a queen of orcs. It was war! And I had lost. I accept that. For I am no coward.” 
 
    “Oh,” you say. “Um, then… why all this?” 
 
    “Because you ran!” 
 
    Her foot slams on the ground so hard you can feel it shudder. “Because you fled from my tent. I am a warrior, Arthur! I am a queen among orcs! The one who bests me is worthy of being my mate. When you defeated my warband, I should have been brought before you. I should have kneeled and pledged my clan to you. My life to you! But you robbed me of that! Can you imagine my shame? Rejected by the only one who could best me!” 
 
    You’re flabbergasted. “I… um… Wow. I mean, I had no idea…” 
 
    “No!” Krona snaps. “You didn’t. But you shamed me, and I swore I would make you pay. So here we are!” she roars, raising her fists into the air. “Many are the males who would make me their bride. But I will not accept one weaker than the one who defeated me! So, they shall have their chance. Three champions have come to me. Three will battle you here. Now. And the one who defeats you shall become my mate!” 
 
    “I see,” you say. “And uh… what will happen to me?” 
 
    “You will watch as they claim me, Arthur. Watch and know what you have lost! Only then will you die.” 
 
    “I don’t suppose we could avoid the whole die part…” 
 
    Krona throws back her head again, howls, “Vasinor! Come forth, and prove your mettle!” 
 
    A bellow rips from the crowd. Several of the warriors surrounding the ring are shoved aside as the absolutely biggest orc you’ve ever seen steps forward. He jumps down into the pit, making the earth shudder once more. He rises to his feet, clad in only a loincloth, his body covered in dark whorls of paint and scars as he turns to face you, snarling. A titanic axe that would take two human men to wield rests easily in his hands. 
 
    “Don’t I get a weapon?” you call. 
 
    Krona nods and draws something from her belt. She throws it to you and you catch it, finding yourself holding a wooden practice sword. 
 
    “Oh come on!” you say. 
 
    “Let the bout begin!” Krona bellows. 
 
    Vasinor howls and comes at you, swinging his massive axe. 
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    Use the Mirror 
 
      
 
    “Oh no,” you say, sliding the mirror out of your belt. “I wouldn’t dream of looking such a beauty in the eyes.” 
 
    “Issss that ssssso?” 
 
    “Oh yes. I mean, just look at you!” 
 
    In a flash you’ve raised the mirror, turning it towards her. Sassina freezes, her reflection staring back, and the swirling, spiralling, spinning hues of her own eyes turned on her. 
 
    “A-ah,” Sassina breathes. 
 
    “Yes,” you say. “Aren’t you beautiful? With such wonderful, spinny eyes?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” Sassina says, and there’s something different in her voice now. No longer is it filled with the playful venom of an adder before a mouse. Instead, her voice is lower. Droning. Soft and smooth. “Yesssss. Ssssso sssssspinny…” 
 
    “Why, you could just look into them forever. Couldn’t you?” you say. 
 
    “Foreverrrrrr,” Sassina breathes. 
 
    “Just relax. Just calm. Just sssssssink into the swirling colours,” you croon. 
 
    Sassina hums softly. Swaying back and forth. Back and forth. Staring into the mirror. Staring at her reflection. Unable to look away. 
 
    You peek around the mirror and at the lamia. Oh, she’s in deep. Her entire eyes are rippling with colour as she hypnotizes herself, her jaw slack, drooling ever so slightly. 
 
    You lower the mirror fully, Sassina’s eyes glued to the glass. As you set it on the floor the lamia bends over almost double, never breaking her stare with the shimmering surface. Very slowly you move about it, and carefully poke her with your sword. 
 
    “Ah!” Sassina gasps, lashes fluttering, breaking off her stare with the mirror. Atop her mons, the sign of the wings and the ring of thorns fades, dissolving into sandy smoke that dissipates in the air. 
 
    Sassina’s lashes flutter. She sways, her expression wrapped in bliss. Slowly she blinks, and the shimmering hues of her hypnotic gaze fade. 
 
    She blinks again. Once. Twice. Her jaw closes and she winces, squeezing shut her eyes and pressing a hand against her forehead. 
 
    “Ughhhhh…” 
 
    “You okay?” you ask. 
 
    “I will… be fine. Jussssst assss ssssoon assss the man in my head ssstops banging hissss hammer.” 
 
    You give her a minute. You doubt she’s ever felt the strength of her own hypnosis turned on her before. You wonder if the effect will make her more considerate how she uses those eyes of hers in the future. Buuuuuut you kinda doubt it. 
 
    “Aside from the headache, do you feel anything else?” you ask her. “Like, I don’t know. The urge to obey an evil, wrinkly witch?” 
 
    “Witch?” Sassina says, lifting her head a little, clarity returning to her eyes. She suddenly bares her fangs. “Morgana!” she hisses, her forked tongue lashing the air. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a no,” you say. “In that case, do you know where the next portal is?” 
 
    “Portal?” 
 
    “Yes. The one leading to the next level. I’m trying to climb the tower do defeat Morgana.” 
 
    “Yesssss,” the serpent woman says, her eyes taking you in with interest, the gold that drapes her sparkling as her eyes slowly change hues. “I sssssupposssse you are...” 
 
    You take a wary step back. “Ummm… what are you doing?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” the lamia queen purrs as the colours deepen in her eyes. Blues and purples radiating outward. “What am I doing?” 
 
    “It… looks like you’re trying to hypnotize me. Again,” you say. 
 
    “Issss that sssso wrong?” she says. “Do forgive me if ssssso. But I am jussssst ssssso grateful. And you are sssssuch an impressssive sssspessssimen.” 
 
    “Uh, thanks. I do work out,” you say. 
 
    “No. Not like that. Although I musssst ssssay you are impresssssive there assss well. No. I mean, to climb ssssso high thissss tower, to overcome me, that isssss sssstrength worthy of praisssse. Ssssuch sssstrength I would rejoicsssse to have at my sssside.” 
 
    “Meaning…?” 
 
    She lowers herself, her coils shifting behind her, rippling with all the colours of her myriad scales, leaving them to flicker amongst each other like an endless ouroboros of patterns and hues. “I have been looking sssssso long for a male worthy to share my throne. One I could rely upon to rule at my sssside. My kingdom issss sssso large. I would be sssssimply delighted for it to be you.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Think of it,” she says, slithering forward. Her eyes swirling with colours, her tongue flicking from between her fangs. Her face so enticing. So beautiful. So dangerous. “A ssssultan of the sssandssss. The women of the hundred sssities of ssspicessss in your harem. I am not a jealoussss woman. For I know you would love only me. Don’t you love me already, my king?” she asks, and the way she says it, the way her eyes pulse, the way her scales shift and shimmer and surround you both in shifting hues, it’s a question with only one answer. 
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    Dodge 
 
      
 
    Like hell you’re taking that head on! You throw yourself forward, feeling the edge of his axe swing so close it shaves off the hair on the back of your neck. Vasinor bellows in surprise, awkwardly dancing about as you throw yourself against his leg. Between his momentum and the sudden impact, he loses his balance and falls like a mountain. 
 
    Again the earth shudders under the massive orc’s collapse. You scramble back to your feet and onto his back. As the orc tries to recover from his daze you loop your crappy sword beneath his neck, grab both ends, and pull. 
 
    Vasinor gags. With a sudden swell of strength, he surges back to his feet, but that only serves to pull your sword further against his throat. The orc heaves and tries to grab you as you dangle on his back, but his massive arms, though amazing for splitting his enemies like logs, are less effective at actually reaching behind him. 
 
    You swing about his back like a cape as the massive orc staggers about, trying to breathe and finding it increasingly difficult to. His staggers soon, his legs giving way. He falls to his knees, then to the ground, and there lies still, passed out from lack of air. 
 
    Gingerly you remove your wooden sword from around his neck and step back. You look at the stunned crowd. 
 
    “Well?” you demand. “What?” 
 
    “There!” Krona shouts, gesturing at you. “Now! See the male who must be overcome to bed me?” 
 
    You grimace at her words, though you do feel a slight puffing of pride as three orcs are needed to drag the insensate Vasinor out of the pit. 
 
    “Are we done then?” you ask the orcess. 
 
    She snorts, tossing her head. “Done? Not by a long shot, Arthur. Oh no. You may not have wanted to mate me, but others do. Trifax!” she roars. “It’s your turn!” 
 
    A horned figure moves through the crowd. You take a quick step back as a minotaur steps down into the pit. He’s big. Muscled. Not as obscenely as the orc, but his thick, leathery frame makes you amply aware of how bad an idea it would be to be caught in those massive hands. He snorts, a golden ring jangling in his nose. His musk hits you with the stink of unwashed maleness that makes you gag. 
 
    “Trifax!” Krona calls. “Show him your might. Win my bed, and a place at my side!” 
 
    The minotaur bellows a laugh as he looks down at you. “I crush you,” he says. 
 
    “Can’t I get a better weapon now?” you call. 
 
    “Why? He’s unarmed,” Krona says, smirking. 
 
    “His arms are the size of stovepipes!” 
 
    “Enough talk!” the orcess barks. “Begin!” 
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    Fuck Greedo with Your Pussy 
 
      
 
    You look up at the sand goblin with awe. Your heart throbs. Your pussy dampens with desperate lust. 
 
    You’re not thinking. You’re not reasoning. The potion heats your blood to an inferno. Your body needs something you cannot name, for you’ve never felt such a need before. But others have. Instinct, desire, they coalesce into a single purpose. 
 
    Your thighs shaking, you crawl to the reclining goblin. Greedo raises a brow with interest as you move onto his throne of pillows. He sees the look in your eyes. The need in your face, and you whimper as his greedy smile oozes back. It’s not a smile of pity. Of mercy. He knows what’s happening to you, and he intends to take full advantage. 
 
    You gasp as his hands grasp your soft hips, the sensation shooting through you like electricity. You whimper, helpless as he pulls you further up him, pressing your mons against the swell of his gut. You feel him slowly lower you. Lower. Lower. Lower until your slick pussy lips brush the warty head of his cock, that simple contact enough to make you whine in need. 
 
    “Princess want cock?” the goblin croons. 
 
    “I… Yes,” you moan. 
 
    “She need cock?” 
 
    “Yesssss!” you whine, rubbing your gash against his warty little cock, his grip preventing you from taking it. 
 
    “Beg,” Greedo says. “Beg Greedo let fuck with cock. Beg master.” 
 
    “Please!” you pant, flushing with humiliation, yet unable to resist his touch, holding you above the blessed relief of his miniscule cock. “Master. Please! I n-need you. Need you in me. Need you fucking me. Want… want your cum. Want your seed. Want you… want you…” You blush hotly. “Want you to b-breed me.” 
 
    Greedo laughs. “Silly slut,” the goblin croons. “Then, have wish!” 
 
    He pulls you down. His cock spears you. The impact shocks you. You arch, breasts bouncing, mouth flying open as his warty inches slither into your slick pussy. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you scream in the ecstasy of pleasure. You convulse, cumming on the spot, but that doesn’t stop your hips from rising. Falling. Bouncing you on the sand goblin’s warty prick. You moan in joy, the aftershocks of your orgasm leading in to a steadier pleasure. A joy and tingling delight as your hips rock atop his cock. “Oh g-gods yesssss!” 
 
    Greedo groans in pleasure as your sopping cunny swallows his warty little cock. You gasp as he lifts one of your bouncing breasts to his lips and begins to suckle and tease your budding nipples with his snaking tongue. 
 
    “Ohhhh gooooods!” you moan, cupping your tits, squeezing them together in rapture as you keep bouncing. Bouncing. Fucking. Fucking. You need him. You need more. “Master. Master! Ah. Ah! G-gods! Master! Please. Please c-cum. Please cum! Need… need you to breed me. Need your cum. Need your pups. Please. Oh dear gods please! Fill me! I need it! Need it soooo baaaaad!” 
 
    Greedo chortles, his hips moving lazily, fucking you atop him. And how strange it is that it’s you, a human, one who should find the little goblin appalling that is begging for his seed. Sweating and panting and in raptures while he relaxes beneath you, enjoying your eager ministrations around his nubby prick. 
 
    “You be slave forever?” Greedo asks as you ride his cock. “You bear master’s pups?” 
 
    “Yes!” you cry. All your pride as a man banished by the pleasure of being a woman. “Yessss!” 
 
    “Then me cum. Me take. Me… breeeeeed!” 
 
    The goblin moans as he hilts in you again. As his cock twitches, then spurts ropes of his foul, oily seed. You scream with ecstasy as you feel him fill you. Breed you. Claim you with his cum. You feel it. Feel your womb surrender to his seed. Take his cum. You’re so fertile. So ready. So eager to be his. 
 
    You cry out as you cum again. The death cry of a prince, rising into the scream of the pleasured slave. You sag atop him, quivering in joy, your eyes lidded with your lashes as you stare at the canopy of the tent above you. 
 
    Greedo moans beneath you, shifting his bulk. “Mmm. Good slave,” he says, caressing your full breast. “You make good breeding slut.” 
 
    You giggle breathlessly. “Thank you, master,” you coo, kissing him. 
 
    He kisses you back, and you moan, submitting to his long tongue. Letting him plunder your mouth in a consuming kiss. He breaks it off soon and nods. “You good mouth. Use well. Make ready for second breeding.” 
 
    “But master,” you say, rubbing your trim stomach, already imagining it swelling with your master’s pups. “You already bred me. Why would you need to again?” 
 
    Greedo laughs, stroking your plump teat. “Me never breed slut enough.” 
 
    You giggle, feeling warm with adoration for the fat sand goblin. “Of course, master,” you coo, sinking to your knees before him, tightening your inner muscles so none of his cum leaks from your cunny. Adoringly, you bathe his rancid balls with your delicate pink tongue, eying his glistening cock, still soaked in your juices. Shivering as you imagine it within you once more. Plundering your human cunt. 
 
    And you just can’t wait. 
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    Parry 
 
      
 
    You bring your practice sword up in a desperate parry, in your haste forgetting it’s made of wood. Vasinor’s axe doesn’t, and cleaves through the weapon of wood like it was made of butter. You stare at the stunted remains of your sword until a fist from the orc slams you onto you back. 
 
    You hit the ground. Hard. Breath whooshes out of you as you lay there, struggling to recover. You do, somewhat, which only makes it more painful when Vasinor plants his massive foot on your chest. You hear your ribs creak as he presses down, raising his fists in a roar of triumph. 
 
    “No more, Vasinor!” Krona shouts. 
 
    The orc turns to the amazon. “Hrrr?” 
 
    “No more,” she repeats, stepping down into the ring. With contempt she throws aside her armor, baring her proud, green breasts and coal dark nipples. “Let him live, my mate. Let him see what a true male looks like when he claims what he deserves.” 
 
    Vasinor looks the muscular orcess up and down, grinning wide as he sees her slick cunt, strummed with desire at the sight of you conquered. Humiliated. He lifts his foot off you, which is some relief until two orcs from the audience grab you by the arms and force you up and to your knees. One grabs your head, wrenching it back, and forcing you to watch. 
 
    Vasinor grabs Krona, his large hands enveloping her hip and her breast. She pushes forward, kissing him, locking lips hungrily with the brutal male. The crowd leans in as Vasinor gropes the orcess’s green breast, his breath hot as they separate, both heaving with lust and excitement from the bout. From watching you fall. 
 
    She turns, facing you, pushing back her rear as she parts her green thighs. “Inside of me, Vasinor,” she breathes. “Claim my womb.” 
 
    The muscular orc grunts and yanks aside his loincloth. His thick cock bulges from between his legs, its slightly corkscrew shape making you realize just how meager your own manhood is in comparison. You try and look away, but the grip on your hair is relentless. Krona meets your eyes and reaches down between her legs, stroking the orc’s manhood brazenly. 
 
    “Look at him, human,” she says, smirking. “Look at how big he is. Did you really think you could best him? Could defeat him? So weak,” she laughs, rubbing the orc’s throbbing cock against her slickened pussy lips. “So… soft…” 
 
    You’re anything but. Your shameful erection tents your loincloth obviously. Krona sees it, and her smirk grows wider, her eyes flashing with cruelty. She rubs again Vasinor’s cock against her cunt. 
 
    And slides him home. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” Krona moans as Vasionor’s cock stuffs her tight quim. “Yessssss! Fuck meeeee!” 
 
    Vasinor grunts. “Yes. Fuck! I claim!” 
 
    “Yes!” Krona gasps, thrusting back against his hammering cock, on her hands and knees, surrendering to the manhood of the orc. “Yes! Take me! Fuck me! Claim your prize. Claim me!” 
 
    You can’t look away. Can’t close your eyes to Krona’s rapturous face as she takes the orc’s pounding cock. She holds your stare, her eyes haughty, challenging, showing you what you have been denied. What you were too weak, too pathetic to claim. 
 
    “Yessss!” Krona moan. “Yesss! Cum in me, my mate. Cum in me! Show him… ah… hah… show him how a true male fucks!” 
 
    Vasinor howls in agreement, hilting his pounding cock within the moaning orc queen. Krona howls in pleasure as she cum with him, as Vasionor’s corkscrew cock pumps his thick, virile seed into her fertile womb. “Yessssss!” she screams in rapture. “Yessss! Breeeeed meeeee!” 
 
    You’re so shamefully hard, and it’s obvious for all to see. Your paltry little loincloth does nothing to hide your throbbing cock as it tents the fabric. Panting, Krona lifts herself off Vasinor’s cock, his seed leaking down her thighs. She starts walking towards you. No. She isn’t. She wouldn’t… 
 
    She does. 
 
    She grabs your hair from your captor and shoves your face against her pussy. “Lick me, slave!” she commands. “Taste the seed of a true male!” 
 
    You groan as you’re forced against her green cunt. But you can’t help your tongue from sliding out between your lips and tasting the bitter seed of the one who bested you. Who claimed the orc princess in lieu of you. 
 
    Krona laughs mockingly as your tongue delves into her, licking up the load of her current mate. “Pathetic cur! It’s almost a mercy to kill you. Look at you! You love it, don’t you? You love to taste the cum of a true male. Pathetic!” 
 
    You can only moan in pathetic desire. Yes. It’s true. Everything she said is true. You’re just a pathetic little beta. A useless male. How did you think you could climb the tower? Best Morgana? You can’t even stop licking her until you’ve swallowed every drop of Vasinor’s load. 
 
    Krona shoves your face from her cunt with contempt. “Pathetic. Take this cur and put an end to his misery. My mate needs to give me another load of his seed.” 
 
    You whimper as you’re dragged away for the chopping block, already forgotten by Krona. The last you see of her is Vasinor on the throne of hide and bone, and Krona in his lap, riding his cock again with the ecstasy of real pleasure. 
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    You react on instinct, charging the orc as he surges towards you. Instinct has served you well all your life. 
 
    Not this time. 
 
    You swing your wooden sword only for it to smack off the massive orc’s leathery palm. Before you can pull it back, his thick fingers wrap around it, wrenching it from your grasp. You take a step back, unarmed as Vasinor belts out a mocking laugh. 
 
    Then clocks you in the face. 
 
    The world spins. Your ears ring as you hit the ground. You lie there, your brain bouncing around in your skull before the world returns to some order. In that time, Vasinor has walked up to you, put his foot on your head, and pressed it down into the dirt. The orc warrior raises his fits, soaking in the cheer from the other orcs surrounding the arena. 
 
    “Enough!” Krona shouts, stepping down and into the pit. “Enough! Don’t kill him, Vasinor.” 
 
    “Hrrr? Why not?” the orc warrior demands, putting a bit more pressure on your skull. 
 
    “Because I want him to see,” Krona says, carelessly stripping away her armor. “I want him to see a true male take me!” 
 
    Vasionor’s eyes burn somewhere in the scar tissue he calls a face. The orc grins broadly, lifting his foot off your head. Your relief is short lived, as a moment later two orc warriors grab you, forcing you to your knees. One grabs your hair, wrenching back your head and forcing you to watch what is about to happen. 
 
    Vasinor grabs Krona, his large hands enveloping her hip and her breast. She pushes forward, kissing him, locking lips hungrily with the brutal male. The crowd leans in as Vasinor gropes the orcess’s green breast, his breath hot as they separate, both heaving with lust and excitement from the bout. From watching you fall. 
 
    She turns, facing you, pushing back her rear as she parts her green thighs. “Inside of me, Vasinor,” she breathes. “Claim my womb.” 
 
    The muscular orc grunts and yanks aside his loincloth. His thick cock bulges from between his legs, its slightly corkscrew shape making you realize just how meager your own manhood is in comparison. You try and look away, but the grip on your hair is relentless. Krona meets your eyes and reaches down between his legs, stroking the orc’s manhood brazenly. 
 
    “Look at him, human,” she says, smirking. “Look at how big he is. Did you really think you could best him? Could defeat him? So weak,” she laughs, rubbing the orc’s throbbing cock against her slickened pussy lips. “So… soft…” 
 
    You’re anything but. Your shameful erection tents your loincloth obviously. Krona sees it, and her smirk grows wider, her eyes flashing with cruelty. She rubs again Vasinor’s cock against her cunt. 
 
    And slides him home. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” Krona moans as Vasionor’s cock stuffs her tight quim. “Yessssss! Fuck meeeee!” 
 
    Vasinor grunts. “Yes. Fuck! I claim!” 
 
    “Yes!” Krona gasps, thrusting back against his hammering cock, on her hands and knees, surrendering to the manhood of the orc. “Yes! Take me! Fuck me! Claim your prize. Claim me!” 
 
    You can’t look away. Can’t close your eyes to Krona’s rapturous face as she takes the orc’s pounding cock. She holds your stare, her eyes haughty, challenging, showing you what you have been denied. What you were too weak, too pathetic to claim. 
 
    “Yessss!” Krona moan. “Yesss! Cum in me, my mate. Cum in me! Show him… ah… hah… show him how a true male fucks!” 
 
    Vasinor howls in agreement, hilting his pounding cock within the moaning orc queen. Krona howls in pleasure as she cum with him, as Vasionor’s corkscrew cock pumps his thick, virile seed into her fertile womb. “Yessssss!” she screams in rapture. “Yessss! Breeeeed meeeee!” 
 
    You’re so shamefully hard, and it’s obvious for all to see. Your paltry little loincloth does nothing to hide your throbbing cock as it tents the fabric. Panting, Krona lifts herself off Vasinor’s cock, his seed leaking down her thighs. She starts walking towards you. No. She isn’t. She wouldn’t… 
 
    She does. 
 
    She grabs your hair from your captor and shoves your face against her pussy. “Lick me, slave!” she commands. “Taste the seed of a true male!” 
 
    You groan as you’re forced against her green cunt. But you can’t help your tongue from sliding out between your lips and tasting the bitter seed of the one who bested you. Who claimed the orc queen in lieu of you. 
 
    Krona laughs mockingly as your tongue delves into her, licking up the load of her current mate. “Pathetic cur! It’s almost a mercy to kill you. Look at you! You love it, don’t you? You love to taste the cum of a true male!” 
 
    You can only moan in pathetic desire. Yes. It’s true. Everything she said is true. You’re just a pathetic little beta. A useless male. How did you think you could climb the tower? Best Morgana? You can’t even stop licking Krona out until you’ve swallowed every drop of Vasinor’s load. 
 
    Krona shoves your face from her cunt with contempt. “Pathetic. Take this cur and put an end to his misery. My mate needs to give me another load of his seed.” 
 
    You whimper as you’re dragged away for the chopping block, already forgotten by Krona. The last you see of her is Vasinor on the throne of hide and bone, and Krona in his lap, riding his cock again with the ecstasy of real pleasure. 
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    You’ve fought with and against minotaurs over the course of your career. About as clever as the bulls they resemble, they also possess skill to couple with their strength, and are stunningly fast, putting dodging out of the question, and a parry doesn’t sound likely seeing as he’s not actually carrying a weapon. 
 
    Which leaves you only one option. 
 
    You bellow and charge him. The minotaur roars and lowers his head, barreling towards you like an out of control carriage. And as he gets closer, you swing up your wooden sword. 
 
    And right into his nose. 
 
    “Rooooooooooo!” 
 
    Trifax rears back, clapping his leathery palms over his sensitive nose. Stars are exploding behind the brute’s eyes at the agonizing pain erupting in his head, and you take the opportunity to do him one better, going low this time. Your training sword swing up and between his legs, cracking against his heavy, musky balls. 
 
    Hands that went high now go low. Trifax’s eyes cross, his jaw dropping in the wordless scream of pain. His legs give way, and like a toppling tree the minotaur falls to his knees, then forward in a fetal position of horrible agony. 
 
    Silence wraps the arena. Stunned at this upset. 
 
    All except Krona, who you can’t help but notice, is sporting the barest ghost of a smile. It vanishes a second later, and she slams her axe against the ground, breaking the stunned stillness of the gathered horde. 
 
    “Enough!” Krona bellows. “Trifax has fallen! He has lost this fight against the human. Take him from the ring!” 
 
    You watch as several orcs leap down into the pit and drag the groaning minotaur away. You feel somewhat bad for the massive bull-man, but you can’t help but notice that the orcs give you a certain respectful berth. Anyone who manages, however cheap, to talk down such impressive specimens deserves some respect. 
 
    “Well?” you call up to her. “Who’s next?” 
 
    “Me.” 
 
    You step back as Krona jumps down into the ring, her armour jangling across her powerful frame. She straightens, looking down at you imperiously. But something else smolders in those eyes. Just as you caught the ghost of a smile on her face, now you see the heat of desire burn. 
 
    “Wait, I have to fight you too?” you say incredulously. 
 
    “Yes. You bested me once with deception, Arthur. But now, we will see if you can do so in battle!” 
 
    “But… hold on. You said whoever beats me gets you as their mate. Are you just going to…” 
 
    “Idiot!” she barks, a slight darkening of her cheeks shows her blush at your suggestion. “No! Once you bested me. But once I defeat you, I will claim you!” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “Yes,” the orcess growls, grinning savagely, her eyes flashing hotly. “It will claim you as my personal slave. My walking fuck toy. I will chain you to my bed and fuck you every night. You will breed me. You will serve me. You will be my personal cock toy.” 
 
    You stare at her, stunned at how hungry she is for you. Your cock agrees, though knows how to respond, stiffening at the thought. No! Bad dick! Now is not the time! 
 
    In fact, this might be an opportunity. “Well, can I at least have my gear back?” you say. “Or do you only think you can beat me at my weakest?” 
 
    Krona’s brows lower. She lifts a lip in a snarl, but tosses her head. “Hmph! You make a fair point. You have earned the right to at least face me as best you can.” 
 
    She grabs your belt from where it hangs at her side and tosses it to you. You catch it, hastily looping it around your waist, feeling the hilt of your sword and the two potions. Alright. You’ve now got a chance to best the orcish queen. 
 
    Now, all you need to do is not fuck it up. 
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    You don’t want to be anywhere near those massive minotaur mitts. As the bullman roars and barrels down at you, you fling yourself to the side. 
 
    Which might have worked, if he hadn’t grabbed your arm. 
 
    You yelp as Trifax hauls on you, your momentum practically pulling your shoulder from its socket. The minotaur bellows with laughter as he swings you around, around, around, and suddenly lets you go. 
 
    You fly through the air before smashing into a wall of the pit with bone numbing force. You slump there, groaning as you wait for the stars in your eyes to clear. When it does you find yourself looking up at Trifax looming over you, the bullman smirking as he reaches down, his shovel-sized hands wrapping around your throat. 
 
    And squeezing. 
 
    “Hrk!” you gag, trying to pull his hands off of you. But you may as well be trying to get blood from stone for all the good it does you. Just as consciousness begins to ebb, a voice breaks through like the peal of thunder. 
 
    “Enough!” 
 
    Trifax drops you. You hit the ground again, groaning. The minotaur turns as Krona steps down into the ring, the orcess tilting back her head, proud and imperious. 
 
    “I want him conscious, Trifax. I want him to see,” she says, pulling her armour from her muscular frame, baring arms corded with powerful muscles, legs toned and firm breasts capped with coal dark nipples. She strides forward, proud, beautiful. “I want to see how a real male takes a woman. I want him to know just how pathetic he was. Just what you have bested him for.” 
 
    Trifax snorts, the gold ring in his nose swinging, his thick, flaring cock jutting out hungrily. “I show,” he grunts. 
 
    You don’t want to see that. You also don’t have a choice as a pair of orcs descend to the pit and force you onto your knees. One grabs your head, jerking it back so you can’t look away from the scene about to take place. 
 
    And it is a scene. Trifax has sat down, the pillar of his cock jutting up. Krona stands over his lap, rubbing her glistening cunny against his throbbing tip, her eyes lidded, but looking at you. Watching you as she slowly lowers herself, her breath hitching, her firm, green breasts shuddering as she begins to impale herself on the minotaur’s gargantuan manhood. 
 
    “Ooooh yesssss!” she moans as inch after inch of bull dick pushes inside of her. “Oh gods… gods yes. Yessssss!” 
 
    You swallow thickly, stunned at the length that she’s taking. So much bigger than your own cock. You’ve rarely felt inadequate in that respect, but seeing how huge the minotaur is, you can’t help it. 
 
    Just like you can’t help how painfully hard you are right now. 
 
    “Yessssss!” Krona moans as she takes the minotaur’s cock, his hands on her hips, guiding her down. Her breath comes in short, hot pants. She’s not looking at you anymore. She can’t. All her focus is consumed with the immense cock claiming her velvety green cunt. Her eyes fairly rolling back in joy at it all. “Yesssss! N-need it! Give me… give me your… nnnn!” 
 
    Trifax meets your eyes over her shoulder. He smirks at you, and again you feel that hot wash of shame, even as your cock throbs with desire. 
 
    Then, Krona begins to ride him. 
 
    She hasn’t taken him all. There’s no hope of that. But her cunt schlicks up and down his throbbing shaft. Glides up, slides down. Her breasts bounce, her muscles tightening, relaxing with every roll of her hips. She’s a goddess in green, and she’s taking his cock like nothing you’ve ever seen. 
 
    “Yes Trifax! Trifax! Mnn! Nnnn! Fuck me! Take me! Yes. Yes! Oh gods yes! Yessssss!” 
 
    Her voice rises, wailing with her orgasm as she cums, but still she rides him. Still she takes him. The scent of her mating mixes with the minotaur’s musk, thickening the air with the scent of sex and maleness. Your breath comes in short gasps, your head spinning at the stink. But Krona doesn’t seem to mind. If anything, it drives her. Urges her. Has her ride more eagerly atop his cock. 
 
    “Yesss! Trifax! Mmph! Please. Oh gods yes please! Cum in me! Please! Need your seed! Need you…Need you to breed me. Please! Want… want your cum. Want you to… to… ahhhhhh!” 
 
    Her scream resounds. Again she cums, and this time, she’s not alone. With a bellow Trifax shoves his cock as deep inside her as it can go. His hands tighten on her muscled hips. 
 
    And cums. 
 
    Krona howls in joy as what seems like gallons of hot, minotaur seed pumps into her hot depths. She moans, breasts shuddering with bliss as she takes him deep. So much of his thick, virile cum pumps into her it squirts out of her. Drooling down his shaft and pooling onto his lap. 
 
    Krona collapses against his chest, her breasts heaving, her eyes foggy. Lost. She moans as he captures the globes of her ass in his thick, leathery palms. Whimpers as he massages her firm rear, his cock still impaling her. Her eyes are dim. Lost. You’ve heard what minotaur cum can do. In time, even Krona will become little more than a busty cow. A milky cum dump for her new mate. She must have known. Must have chosen it. 
 
    You pant where you kneel, so hard. So needy. Trifax glances at you and nods to your guards. With a grunt the orcs rise, dragging you away, your cock still shamefully tenting your pants. Krona doesn’t notice. She’s forgotten you. And by the time the axe comes down, taking off your head, she’ll be in her tent, on her knees, her new mate in the throne that was hers, and her lips glued to his cock and balls as she shows him how much she adores a true male. 
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    As the minotaur charges, his hands outstretched, you move quickly, slapping your practice sword against his wrists in an attempt to parry his grasp. The minotaur snarls as the stick bangs off his thick arms, but doesn’t waste time grabbing you with his hands. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    He barrels into you. His arms wrap around you, crushing you to his chest. You wheeze, arms pinned to your sides, breath squeezed from your ribs. Trifax straightens, his muzzle an inch from your face. His hot breath snorting, sending the golden ring clanging as he lifts you off the ground, his arms tightening further. You try and struggle free, but he has a grip of iron, and you haven’t a prayer of besting such a brute in a physical contest. 
 
    Your struggles begin to slow. Your vision swims, flickers. Your head lolls with the beginning of unconsciousness. 
 
    “Enough!” 
 
    Trifax carelessly releases you. You collapse in a heap at his hooves, groaning as your aching ribs throb. The minotaur turns as Krona steps down into the ring, the orcess tilting back her head, proud and imperious. 
 
    “I want him conscious, Trifax. I want him to see,” she says, pulling her armour from her muscular frame, baring arms corded with powerful muscles, legs toned and firm breasts capped with coal dark nipples. She strides forward, proud, beautiful. “I want him to see how a real male takes a woman. I want him to know just how pathetic he was. Just what you have bested him for.” 
 
    Trifax snorts, the gold ring in his nose swinging, his thick, flaring cock jutting out hungrily. “I show,” he grunts. 
 
    You don’t want to see that. You also don’t have a choice as a pair of orcs descend to the pit and force you onto your knees. One grabs your head, jerking it back so you can’t look away from the scene about to take place. 
 
    And it is a scene. Trifax has sat down, the pillar of his cock jutting up. Krona stands over his lap, rubbing her glistening cunny against his throbbing tip, her eyes lidded, but looking at you. Watching you as she slowly lowers herself, her breath hitching, her firm, green breasts shuddering as she begins to impale herself on the minotaur’s gargantuan manhood. 
 
    “Ooooh yesssss!” she moans as inch after inch of bull dick pushes inside of her. “Oh gods… gods yes. Yessssss!” 
 
    You swallow thickly, stunned at the length that she’s taking. So much bigger than your own cock. You’ve rarely felt inadequate in that respect, but seeing how huge the minotaur is, you can’t help it. 
 
    Just like you can’t help how painfully hard you are right now. 
 
    “Yessssss!” Krona moans as she takes the minotaur’s cock, his hands on her hips, guiding her down. Her breath comes in short, hot pants. She’s not looking at you anymore. She can’t. All her focus is consumed with the immense cock claiming her velvety green cunt. Her eyes fairly rolling back in joy at it all. “Yesssss! N-need it! Give me… give me your… nnnn!” 
 
    Trifax meets your eyes over her shoulder. He smirks at you, and again you feel that hot wash of shame, even as your cock throbs with desire. 
 
    Then, Krona begins to ride him. 
 
    She hasn’t taken him all. There’s no hope of that. But her cunt schlicks up and down his throbbing shaft. Glides up, slides down. Her breasts bounce, her muscles tightening, relaxing with every roll of her hips. She’s a goddess in green, and she’s taking his cock like nothing you’ve ever seen. 
 
    “Yes Trifax! Trifax! Mnn! Nnnn! Fuck me! Take me! Yes. Yes! Oh gods yes! Yessssss!” 
 
    Her voice rises, wailing with her orgasm as she cums, but still she rides him. Still she takes him. The scent of her mating mixes with the minotaur’s musk, thickening the air with that medley of sex and maleness. Your breath comes in short gasps, your head spinning at the stink. But Krona doesn’t seem to mind. If anything, it drives her. Urges her. Has her ride more eagerly atop his cock. 
 
    “Yesss! Trifax! Mmph! Please. Oh gods yes please! Cum in me! Please! Need your seed! Need you…Need you to breed me. Please! Want… want your cum. Want you to… to… ahhhhhh!” 
 
    Her scream resounds. Again she cums, and this time, she’s not alone. With a bellow Trifax shoves his cock as deep inside her as it can go. His hands tighten on her muscled hips. 
 
    And cums. 
 
    Krona howls in joy as what seems like gallons of hot, minotaur seed pumps into her hot depths. She moans, breasts shuddering with bliss as she takes him deep. So much of his thick, virile cum pumps into her it squirts out of her. Drooling down his shaft and pooling onto his lap. 
 
    Krona collapses against his chest, her breasts heaving, her eyes foggy. Lost. She moans as he captures the globes of her ass in his thick, leathery palms. Whimpers as he massages her firm rear, his cock still impaling her. Her eyes are dim. Lost. You’ve heard what minotaur cum can do. In time, even Krona will become little more than a busty cow. A milky cum dump for her new mate. She must have known. Must have chosen it. 
 
    You pant where you kneel, so hard. So needy. Trifax glances at you and nods to your guards. With a grunt the orcs rise, dragging you away, your cock still shamefully tenting your pants. Krona doesn’t notice. She’s forgotten you. And by the time the axe comes down, taking off your head, she’ll be in her tent, on her knees, her new mate in the throne that was hers, and her lips glued to his cock and balls as she shows him how much she adores a true male. 
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    “Krona, look. We don’t need to do this. I know I hurt you, but-“ 
 
    “Oh yes,” the orcess growls, stalking towards you, her dark eyes blazing. “You hurt me. But that was nothing compared to what I’m going to do to you.” 
 
    “But I think if we talk about this,” you say, quickly backpedalling from the enraged orc, “we can absolutely find some common ground to-“ 
 
    To what, the world may never know, because in the next second Krona pounces. She grabs you by the shoulders and slams you against the wall of the arena, driving the wind out of you. She grabs your belt and rips it from your waist, and with it all your weapons and tools. 
 
    “You always talked too much, Arthur,” she growls, reaching behind her. “Let’s fix that.” 
 
    Your eyes widen as she pulls out the collar. Something about it turns your stomach. Possibly the flicker of crimson script that dances around its dark length before she swings it onto your throat. The leather connects seamlessly with a hiss like metal joining. As it presses around your throat you cry out, a jolt of crimson magic sparking through you, electrifying your every nerve. Your muscles spasm, and when Krona releases you, nothing stops you from falling to your knees before her, panting and groaning. You touch the collar, but it adheres so perfectly to your neck you can’t get a grip. 
 
    “What… what is-“ 
 
    “Silence!” 
 
    The word shoots through you, compels you. Your mouth snaps shut. You look up at the orcess with startled eyes, and she merely grins back. “What’s wrong, Arthur? Cat got your tongue?” She leans down, shoving her face into yours, grabbing the dangling metal ring that furnishes your collar. “A gift, slave. From our mutual friend, Morgana. When she heard of what you had done to me, she wanted to make sure you never did the same. So she gave me this,” she says, running her thumb along the dark leather. “A perfect collar for a perfect slave. Never will you be able to refuse my command. Never will you be able to run. You’re mine now, my delightful little human. And I intend to make full use of you.” 
 
    “Mph? Mphrm mrph erm?” you manage to mumble. 
 
    “Your words won’t save you this time, Arthur. But your tongue has always been clever. Let’s put it to better work.” 
 
    You wonder what she means. Then she tugs open down her war skirt, baring her green slit, topped with a thatch of dark hair. 
 
    “Lick, slave.” 
 
    Your body moves before you even realize you are, crawling forward and pressing your face up against her muff. Your tongue slides out, running along her slick cunny. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Krona moans. She reached down, grasping your hair and shoving your face up against her pussy. “Yessss. How I’ve dreamed of this! Yess. Lick me, slave. Serve your mistress!” 
 
    You can’t disobey. The collar makes you. And to your humiliation, you don’t dislike it. Already your cock swells, throbbing against your pants as you lovingly lick her pussy like a good slave. A good, obedient, eager orc slut. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Fuck! Mnnnn!” 
 
    Krona cries out in pleasure as she cums, spurting onto your tongue and into your mouth. You eagerly lap up every drop of your chieftain’s juices, moaning in ecstasy as you serve her. 
 
    She shoves your face from her cunt, panting, looking down at you like a wolf at a crippled deer. “Strip,” she growls. 
 
    “Mrph mrphress.” 
 
    She rolls her eyes. “You may speak again.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” you say at once. 
 
    The word shivers up your spine as you automatically pull off your loincloth. It’s such a strange experience. Like looking from the outside at yourself as you obediently strip under Krona’s hungry eyes. And those of the rest of the clan, who are smirking and nodding to one another at the sight of their chieftain’s conquest. 
 
    Soon you’re naked, standing ramrod straight before the powerful orc, ready to obey. Krona smirks and pushes you down, practically tackling you. You grunt as you hit the ground and the solid mass of the orc is atop you, her tusked mouth opened in a grin, her cunny rubbing your cock against your stomach and her. 
 
    “I’m going to enjoy this,” she growled. “And so will you.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” you gasp, the collar glowing. 
 
    She smirks, lifts her hips, and descends onto you. 
 
    Fuck! She’s so tight! You cry out, moaning as she grinds you beneath her, riding you, her powerful thighs lifting and dropping her onto your cock. Hammering you into the cold stone ground. 
 
    “Yessss!” Krona screams. “Yes! Cum for me, slave. Cum for your mistress!” 
 
    You can’t resist. Can’t refuse. Her command shoots through you like a message from the gods. Your orgasm is explosive, racing through you, your cock pumping into her hungry pussy with great spurts of your seed. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan. 
 
    Krona howls in pleasure, cumming with you, her pussy rippling about your cock, stroking you, milking you of all your cum. 
 
    Krona groans, settling atop you, burying your cock deep within her tight pussy. She looks down at your reddened face, smirking, fairly glowing at her triumph. And you can only gaze up at her. Tracing the hard muscles of her frame. The power in the orc’s every limb. She’s bested you. Overcome you. Dominated you with strength and power. You feel the weight of that understanding. The truth of the orcish way. That the weak must obey the strong. And with the collar around your throat, you know you will obey. 
 
    Krona strokes your collar, the runes written in the leather burning red. “My slave,” she says. 
 
    “My mistress,” you moan, and mean every word. 
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    You bring up your sword warily, trying to guess Krona’s first move. You fought her only slightly back in the day, but she probably has some more tricks up her sleeve now. 
 
    Or she could bellow and charge you like an irate bull. 
 
    You leap out of the way of her charge as she barrels past you. She snarls, swinging back around, her axe whistling. You duck, drawing your sword and bringing it up. 
 
    Your blade clashes with her axe with a hail of sparks. The impact nearly bowls you over, but you hold your ground, tilting your sword so her axe scrapes down it. Unbalanced, she stumbles and you swing wide, only for her to duck, roll, and surge back to her feet. 
 
    You and the orcess warily circle, sword and axe at the ready. She growls, but her eyes are alight with lust and excitement. 
 
    “I knew you were worthy of breeding me,” she says. 
 
    “I really wish you would stop saying that,” you mutter. 
 
    She smirks, then suddenly rushes you again. You’d been expecting this, and again your blade clashes with hers, the ring of steel on steel echoing in the hollow of the arena. 
 
    The surrounding orcs begin to roar and bellow, crashing their weapons against each other, fairly foaming at the mouth in excitement at the battle. They doubted a human before, but after your bouts with their champions, and now, facing Krona herself on even footing, their blood is stirred with the sight and their chanting thumps in the air. 
 
    The sound seems to embolden Krona. She looks almost proud that they are so entranced with the battle. You’re not surprised. Orcs love a good fight almost as much as they love fucking and plundering. 
 
    Krona roars again and charges you, her axe swinging. Once more you dodge her blow, only this time your foot lingers behind. Krona turns to try and keep track of you, only for her charge to be checked by your foot. The orcess howls in surprise as she trips, hitting the ground heavily. 
 
    You don’t give her a moment to recover, leaping over her and raising your blade. Her eyes widen in shock as you plunge your blade down into her chest. 
 
    “Ah!” Krona gasps. 
 
    Silence banishes the roars of the orcs. 
 
    Krona stares at the night shrouded sky, her tusked mouth open. She moans, shuddering as the marking of the thorns and wings dissolves from her mound, spiralling away like ash in the wind. 
 
    You unsheathe your blade from her, leaving not a mark. “You okay?” you ask the orcess. 
 
    She looks down uncomprehending at her stomach. Touches it. “I…I’m alive?” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, holding the sword at your side. You offer her a hand back up and she numbly takes it. You pull her to her feet, an action that almost topples you at the unexpected strength in her musclebound arms, but she regains her feet and again touches where the mark had been. 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “Broke Morgana’s curse. Isn’t…isn’t that a good thing?” you say. 
 
    Krona looks at you again, and then grabs your hand. She pulls it up over your head and faces the orcs. 
 
    “The human has won!” she howls. 
 
    Roars and applause thunder down into the hollow as the entire tribe joins in congratulating you on your victory. You smile uneasily, waving at the tusked horde of savage orcs. 
 
    “So uh, does this mean you’re not going to make me your slave?” 
 
    “No!” Krona bellows, turning to you, beaming with delight. “No, Arthur. You have bested me in true combat. No trickery this time. If you wish to leave, then I…I will let you,” she says. 
 
    “That’s very noble-“ 
 
    “Or!” Krona adds quickly, clasping your hand in her own, giving it a squeeze, her eyes bright and eager. “Or, you can remain with me, this time. Remain, and become my mate. And together, we shall lead a horde like none have ever known across the world. Our names shall be spoken of with fear and awe. We shall rule the tribe together as we were meant to! 
 
    “Join me, Arthur. Become chieftain of my tribe, and claim me as your mate!” 
 
    “Human!” one of the orc warriors bellow from around the ring. “Human! Human! Human!” 
 
    The chant is picked up. In moments the whole tribe are chanting for you. You look around yourself in surprise, then back at Krona’s eager face. 
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    Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    You didn’t like your odds fighting her back in the swamps, you sure as hell don’t like them now. Except this time running away isn’t an option. But that doesn’t mean fighting her mano a orco is the only one. 
 
    You grab the green potion at your belt and snap the lid off. Krona’s eyes narrow as you down the virulent potion. 
 
    And change. 
 
    “Hrrrrrr!” you groan, grabbing your chest as you feel your flesh prickle, your armor melding into your body as dark fur explodes down your back. Your throw back your head with a howl as you grow, your muscles and body swelling, your fingers lengthening into brutal claws. 
 
    The watching orcish warriors shout and back up in surprise as you fall to your hands and knees, your bones stretching you into a quadrupedal stance, your face lengthening into a muzzle as you snarl, eyes glowing yellow. 
 
    Krona recovers from her shock, her own eyes narrowing as she takes in your feral change. She slowly lowers herself into a crouch, sheathing her axe and pulling free a long loop of cord. 
 
    “So, you show your true nature. Hm? No more than a savage beast!” 
 
    You snarl, prowling before her, a worg the size of a horse. The power of speech eludes you, your mind sharpening in feral instinct and desires, salivating at the sight of the orcess. 
 
    With a sudden snarl you lunge for her, fangs like swords snapping. But suddenly she’s not there. 
 
    You feel her slide beneath you and you frantically try and turn, but she’s already grabbed your tangled fur and swung herself onto your back. You throw your head about, howling in rage, snapping for her, but she holds on, fisting your fur, her eyes narrowed. She swings about her cord and wraps it around your neck. 
 
    You gag, head forced back as she hauls on the garrote. You stumble, fighting to breathe even as you struggle to dislodge her. But Krona is the chieftain of a wild band. She doesn’t hesitate to hold you tight, riding you into the ground despite all your efforts. 
 
    You topple onto your side, trying to roll and crush her beneath your bulk. Against a man it might have worked, but the orc is so densely muscled all you manage to do is give her a new vantage point to choke you. 
 
    You whimper, pawing at the air, every moment robbing you of your desperate strength. The edges of your vision darken. Your kicking grows weaker, and soon quit completely. 
 
    Krona heaves you off her, rolling you over onto your stomach. You can only whimper as the barbarian queen strides to your head and plants her boot upon your muzzle. She raises her arms, her gaze triumphant. 
 
    The watching orcs roar in celebration of their champion. Their queen! Krona basks in it, and you whimper beneath her. She glances down at you, haughty and commanding. “If you will not serve me as a man,” she says, pulling a collar off her belt. “Then you shall as a beast!” 
 
    You manage a weak growl but a stern glare makes you subside. Krona attaches the collar around your throat, and you moan. The moment that collar is on you, the world seems to have changed in a profound way. You look up at your mistress, tamed by her might. She sees it in your yellow eyes and smirks. With ease she mounts your back, grasping your fur for purchase as you rise. She draws her axe, thrusts it into the air and gives a great roar of triumph. 
 
    Her cry is echoed by the clan, and you join their bellows with a howl. You may have started your adventure as a man, but many more await you as the worg mount of the barbarian queen. Astride you, she will sweep her enemies before her and become a terror in the lands of men. You shall bloody your fangs and claws on her enemies, crushing their bones and destroying all who stand against her. 
 
    Your rewards will be great. Meat raw and bloody, and on occasion, Krona will even let you slake your lusts on the women who have displeased her in some way. 
 
    None of this you know now. You only know you are hers. Loyalty beyond doubt. Already your life as a prince and a man is forgotten in the heady instincts of your new existence. But your life as a worg is only just beginning. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    Hopefully you’ve still got it in you to face down this amazonian goddess of war. Well, you’re about to find out! With a battle cry you rush forward, your glowing swarf drawn. Krona barrels towards you, and you both meet with a clash of steel. 
 
    Immediately you realize your mistake. For though your skill may be equal to the orcess, your strength is not. Almost at once you’re on the back foot, her axe whistling through the air, crashing against your hasty blocks and parries with a sound like thunder. Your arms begin to grow numb from the punishing impacts. 
 
    Then, with a sudden howl, Krona sweeps her weapon wide. You hastily bring yours up to block but the impact smashes your sword from your hands. It pinwheels through the air, landing in the chest of a stunned spectator. The orc looks dumbly at his wound, then topples. 
 
    The rest of the crowd cheers in delight at this bloodletting, and a moment later Krona slams her shoulder into you, sending you to the ground, breath driven from you. 
 
    As you lay there, gasping, Krona sniffs in contempt and yanks her war skirt free, baring her hair thatched pussy, branded just above with Morgana’s mark. Arrogantly she struts over you and straddles your chest, her weight again making you gasp. 
 
    Her fingers twine in your hair and yank you to her cunt. “Lick, cur! You’re mine now, and you will serve!” 
 
    You wriggle, but it’s no use. She’s won, and she’ll have her prize. Her pussy is already slick from her excitement at your defeat at her hands, and nervously your tongue glides along her hot cunt. The orcess moans, pulling you harder against her slit. 
 
    “Yesssss. This is where you belong, Arthur. Beneath me! My slave. My pleasure slut. Lick me, slave. Serve your mistress. Show her you know your place!” 
 
    From the corner of your eye you catch the glint of her axe, and suddenly find a new eagerness in making sure she’s pleased with you. And by the way she moans and her hand tightens in your hair it seems you’re managing that quite handily. 
 
    “Yessss!” Krona moans, riding your tongue, your face, her teeth clenched in pleasure, her eyes lidded and iron thighs tight around your head. “Yesss! Lick me, slave. Serve your… ah… your mistress. Oh fuck yes. Yessss! Right there! Right there! Oh fuck. Fuck! Serve your mistress. Make her cum. Make me cum! Yes! Yes! Ahhhhhhh!” 
 
    Her howl rings about the arena, her orgasm thunderous, her juices flowing freely. Krona’s thighs tighten around your head so tightly it feels like she might crush your skull like she would a melon. 
 
    Mercifully, before she reduces your skull to pudding, she loosens her hold on your head. Bellows and roars of excitement erupt from the watching orcs, many of whom have their green cocks gripped tight, stroking themselves at the sight of your humiliation beneath their warrior queen. Krona casts her eyes about, smirking in triumph before once more looking down at you, broken, beneath her, face glistening with her juices. 
 
    “A good look for you, slave,” she says, bringing out the dark collar. “Let’s complete it.” 
 
    You groan, a sound of final protest, but so weak it matters not as Krona attaches your new collar, red runes glowing along the dark leather band. “Thank your mistress, slave.” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” you say, the words flowing from you without a thought. 
 
    She laughs. “Well done, slave. Now, back to work.” 
 
    You moan adoringly as you are once more tugged against her slit, your tongue once more at work pleasuring your mistress’s cunny. For you are her slave now. 
 
    And the future awaits. 
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    You take in the warrior queen carefully. No way you’ll be able to fight her man to… orc. But then, you have another sword. Don’t you? 
 
    “Krona, we don’t have to fight,” you say. 
 
    “Yes we do,” the orcess says, hefting her wicked axe. 
 
    “No, I mean, we could do… other things. Far more fun things.” 
 
    “You are speaking of fucking?” 
 
    “I ah… well, yes. Yes I am.” 
 
    “Yes,” the orc says. “And that is why we must fight.” 
 
    “Um-“ 
 
    Krona charges like a bull straight for you. You yelp, scrambling for your sword, only managing to get it halfway out of the sheathe before what feels like two tons of orc woman slam into you like a runaway carriage. 
 
    You’re blown off your feet, hitting the ground and driving the wind from you. You lay there, gasping for breath, chest feeling like it’s trapped in a vise. Which isn’t helped when, a moment later, Krona tears your sword from your belt and hurls it away, and then plants her foot on your chest like some primal hunter on her kill. 
 
    “Do you submit?” she demands, teasing the edge of her axe with a thumb, a savage gleam in her eyes. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you gasp. 
 
    The orcess laughs and removes her foot. “Then strip, slave!” 
 
    Crushed by your defeat, you meekly obey the orc. You strip away your loincloth, soon standing before her utterly naked, and to your shame, quite erect. Something Krona doesn’t fail to notice by the widening of her smirk. 
 
    From her belt she removes the black band of the collar and forces it into your hands. “Put it on.” 
 
    You look at the strip of leather, uneasy at the sight of the red runes pulsing down it. “What is it…” 
 
    “You do not ask questions, slave! You obey.” 
 
    You wince, but know she’s right. She was the victor. You are the conquered, and you must obey. Putting on the collar is like surrendering some integral part of you, and when it has been wrapped about your throat, you gasp, stiffening as you feel a pulse of pure, molten pleasure race through you. You jolt straight up, your cock stiff and ready, jutting out towards Krona like a dowsing rod. 
 
    The orcess smirks and saunters towards you. Casually, she tears away her armoured skirt, revealing her hair thatched pussy, the mark of Morgana cresting her slit, already glistening with her excitement at your defeat and collaring. 
 
    “Kneel, cur,” she growls. 
 
    Instantly your body obey, so fast your mind takes a moment to catch up. You look down, startled, then up at her smirking face. 
 
    “To make sure you know your place. A little enchantment,” she says, flicking the ring at the front of your new collar, the runes along the leather pulsing again with unholy compulsion. “A gift from a mutual friend. Morgana was most interested in you at last serving your better.” 
 
    “Morgana? But-“ 
 
    “Silence!” 
 
    Your mouth snaps shut. 
 
    “There is no need for slaves to know. They only need to serve! Now,” she says, pushing out her boot. “Thank me, slave. Show me your devotion.” 
 
    You can’t disobey. And increasingly, you don’t really want to. This is the true nature of things. The strong rule the weak, and you have proven you are weaker than your mistress. You lean forward, and press an obedient kiss to the toe of her boot. 
 
    Howls of derision and amusement echo from the gathered orc warriors. You flush from head to toe, naked, kneeling in the dirt before their warrior queen. But more. A strange warmth of satisfaction at your own humiliation spreads through you. It feels good to do this. To be so subservient to your mistress. It feels right. 
 
    Krona lifts her foot and shoves you in the chest. You topple backwards, gasping. You look up as the orcess looms above you, her eyes glinting, her cunt glistening. “At last,” she breathes, lowering herself, grasping your stiff cock, so sensitive you whimper as she angles it towards her glistening cunny. “At last. You are mine!” 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan as she sheathes you within her. She’s so tight. So hot! You shudder, feeling your orgasm near. 
 
    “Do not cum!” 
 
    And you’re cut off like someone had wrapped a steel band around your shaft. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you groan, half in pain, half in that strange contradiction of pleasure. 
 
    “Do not cum before me, slave,” Krona growls, her powerful legs and hips lifting her up and down, riding your cock. She plants her hands on either sides of your shoulders, her hips working, fucking you into the ground like a piston. “Slaves must please their mistress first!” 
 
    “Yessss!” you moan, denied, your cock throbbing but unable to release. You grasp her hips, frantically fucking up into her tight cunt. “Oh yessss mistresssss!” 
 
    Krona’s triumphant laugh hitches with pleasure as she drives herself down onto your cock, you meeting her thrust for thrust, your cock so tender it’s almost painful. But more. Pleasurable. You want to cum in her. Need to. So you need to make her cum. Need to please her. Pleasure your mistress. You are slave. Slave obeys. Slave fucks even as the urge to cum stretches your fragile sanity with the overwhelming need. Making you moan and pant desperate begging pleas. 
 
    The sounds of your debasement, your surrender, drive Krona over the edge. She slams you into the ground, hilting you in her, and cums, her bellowing scream deafening. Or maybe it’s because your orgasm is so intense you almost black out, crying out, shuddering as your cock at last surrenders every drop of its seed to her, pumping into her pussy with short, sharp bursts of your cum. 
 
    Krona moans, easing atop you. You collapse beneath her, tanned form beaded with sweat, your eyes spinning from the intensity of your orgasm. 
 
    “Good… good slave,” Krona gasps. 
 
    You give her a dazed but happy smile. “Th-thank you mistress.” 
 
    The orcess grins again, and gently pulls out a leash from her belt, attaching it to your collar, the runes pulsing again with power. 
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    Slave of the Orc Queen 
 
      
 
    You await outside the queen’s tent, between the totems topped with the skulls of ogres, looking out across the plains. You wear nothing but your collar and a loincloth, the only garments a slave needs. You’re fortunate that you were given even those. Your queen dislikes seeing you too clothed, but upon leaving the tower of Morgana, your mistress decided it would be best. 
 
    The years since then have been a blur. Always on the move, your queen has brought the clan great plunder from the lands of the eastern kingdoms. Hunted by the knights, she always keeps a step ahead of them. 
 
    You brighten as you see a long, winding black snake moving across the distant plains. Soon enough it’s close enough you can make out the individual orcs of the war party, lead of course by your mistress. Krona rides her horse, arrogant and proud as ever, head thrown back and dark hair fluttering in the wind. As they return the guards left behind bellow in triumph, beating their weapons against shields or fists against chests as the war party mingles with them. 
 
    Only Krona ignores them, giving a few short orders to place the plunder under guard and the slaves in the pens. You feel bad for the women taken, dressed in little more than rags, but you know it’s for the best. Now they will have the chance to become true slaves of the orcs. To bear sons worthy of bringing war to the world beyond. Besides, every woman who mates with an orc quickly comes to love their new master. It’s in the blood. And cum. 
 
    Okay, mainly in the cum. 
 
    “The raid went well, my queen?” you say as Krona swing out of her saddle before her tent. 
 
    She belts out a laugh, swinging an arm about your shoulder and pulling you flush against her side. “What do you think, slave?” she asks, gesturing at her saddle where the heads of several men hang by their hair. 
 
    “Lord Alren’s knights?” 
 
    “Yes! Fool thought to use the village as bait and catch us in a trap. Ha! We showed him. Slaughtered his men to the last and took the spoils!” 
 
    You nod, knowing that she will disseminate the plunder in the feast tonight. Krona is a wise chieftain. She knows she must assert authority to all her warriors, and if it is from her that the plunder is divided, it is but another way she can reinforce her commands. 
 
    All this you know, as she walks you into her tent, for you are her personal slave. She has no secrets from you, and why should she? You are hers as much as her axe is. You have no thought but how to better please your mistress, which you begin by immediately helping her out of her armour. She reeks of sweat and battle, a perfume that instantly hardens your cock until it’s almost shifting aside your loincloth, something your mistress doesn’t fail to notice. 
 
    She smirks. “Oh?” she says, cupping your cock. “And what is this?” 
 
    You gasp, whimpering, hardening at her touch. “Ah. M-mistress…” 
 
    “Is this for me?” she purrs, pressing against you, your chin resting on the firm orbs of her tits as she looks down into your face. 
 
    “Y-yes, mistress,” you moan, looking up at her adoringly. “All for you. Always yours…” 
 
    “Hmm. That’s what I like to hear,” she growls, gently kneading your bulge, making you whimper and stand on your toes. “I think my triumph deserves another kind of reward. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course,” you breathe, practically swooning at her air of command and the heavy scent of her. Sweat and blood and pure, almost animal musk, the same sort that soon has any woman who is captured by an orc his willing brood slave. But she needs no base tricks like that with you. Not with your collar on. You doubt it even compels you anymore. Your own desires and its power have meshed so perfectly in the years since your defeat in the tower she could remove it, and still you would be hers. 
 
    But she doesn’t bother. For she likes to see you collared. Obedient. Hers. 
 
    She yanks off her armour carelessly, revealing her firm green breasts, steel abs and compact muscles. Away goes her skirt, leaving her in nothing but her boots and pauldrons. She flops into her throne, the back bone, the armrests the tusks of a dire boar. At once you fetch her a goblet and pour her some wine. You kneel, presenting the platter to her. She smirks, swiping the goblet up and downing it in a single gulp. 
 
    “Ah,” she gasps, tossing the golden cup to clatter somewhere distant. “A fine thing to return to.” 
 
    “Do you wish for anything more, mistress?” 
 
    You already know her answer, and her tusked smirk merely confirms it. “There is another thing,” she says, her voice a low, husky groan. Her hand curls on your leash and gives it a tug, pulling you atop her. You look down at her, braced on the arms of her throne, and beam. 
 
    “I serve,” you say, sliding down her front, kneeling once more before her, her glistening cunny an inch from your face. You breathe in her musk, letting her thick perfume haze your mind. Smiling, your tongue slides out and up her glistening pussy. 
 
    Krona moans as you service her as a good slave should. Carelessly she tugs at your leash, pulling you firmly against her tender pussy. It’s very familiar territory. When she isn’t having you eat out her ass, Krona generally leads into fucking you by enjoying your tongue within her cunt. Not that you’re complaining. What better service could a slave provide than the pleasure of their mistress? 
 
    That, and there’s just something about your leash pulling you against her, kneeling before her, your tongue servicing her twitching pussy as she moans and rocks her hips, riding your face with all the eager delight that stands testament to your technique. How your tongue first teases her open with adoring strokes, flicks the hood of her clit until it reveals that sweet pearl. Then you lick. 
 
    And suck. 
 
    And do just everything you can to make your glorious mistress cum. 
 
    You succeed in short order, your mistress moaning, riding your face with frantic movements of her hips until she cums, her juices eagerly lapped up by you. 
 
    She hauls on your leash, dragging you up to eye level with her. She admires the shine of her juices on your face, then pulls you in close and kisses you. 
 
    You submit to her hungry lips, moaning, her tongue delving into your mouth. You grasp her breasts, fondling those firm orbs as you slide your cock into her cunt and begin to pump. 
 
    “Mmmm!” Krona moans as you fuck her. Meek. Submissive. Her slave. Her eager slave. Even though she lies beneath you there is no question who is in charge. She sits upon the throne. She holds your leash in hand. She has the power. She has the control. You are hers. A tool to pleasure her above all else. Your eager thrusts are for her. Your mewls and moaning kisses are for her. 
 
    All for her. 
 
    For your mistress. 
 
    For your queen. 
 
    You can’t even cum without her command, but she’ll give it. Once she’s satisfied. But that can take hours. Hours of riding your cock. Your tongue. Letting you kiss her. Lick her slit. Massage her tits. Adore her. Worship her. You’re the finest slave in the camp. Her perfect slut. 
 
    And hers. 
 
    Hers. 
 
    Hers. 
 
    “Cum!” she cries. 
 
    You do, crying out at the blessed release, your aching balls pumping, pleasure of relief and orgasm mingling in you as you cum in her. You collapse atop her, weak. Spent. You don’t know how many times she came before allowing you release, but your queen sighs contentedly, stroking your hair like she would a pet. 
 
    Tonight you will serve her dinner at the feast as she parcels out the plunder from the kingdom of men. The horde shall feast and fuck, and before them all Krona will once more take you under the eyes of all her warriors. 
 
    You relish it. For you are her slave. 
 
    Now and forevermore. 
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    “Tempting, Krona. But I can’t,” you say. “I’m uh… honour bound to defeat Morgana. She defiled my home, kidnapped my bride to be and, well… has just been a general all around bitch, if we’re being honest.” 
 
    Krona winces, her face falling. But she nods after a moment. “I understand,” she says. Then lifts her head proudly. “She is a powerful sorceress, but you were able to defeat me. You can defeat her too. This I believe.” 
 
    “Thanks,” you say, a little awkward at her effusive praise. “I’m certainly going to give it my best shot.” 
 
    “I will show you the portal, Arthur,” she says firmly. “And you shall climb the tower! The male who could best me twice cannot fail!” 
 
    “Let’s hope so,” you say. 
 
    “Yes,” Krona says. “But tonight, we feast!” 
 
    A roar of delight rises from the orcs, and you’re carried along by the horde to their camp proper to celebrate your triumph. A thing long overdue in your opinion, but through all the night of drinking and partying, you can’t forget that tomorrow, the Tower still awaits. 
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    You look about the orcs gathered round, then down to Krona. Powerful. Strong. And more eager than anything to be your warrior queen. A life as a campaigner. No politics. No bullshit. No ruffs and corsets and hose. Just battle. Just war. Just victory and a life living by the sword, leading a band of warriors! 
 
    You realize you’re grinning, skin tingling with excitement. “Yeah,” you say. “That sound perfect!” 
 
    Krona’s face breaks out in a grin. She grabs your arm, lifts it into the air with hers. “My clan!” she bellows. “I give you, your new chief!” 
 
    There is no questioning it. They saw you defeat their champions. Their warrior queen. As Krona whirls you about, you kiss the amazon, her firm body shuddering in pleasure as she eagerly returns your affection. A mighty howl of erupts from the watching orcs. 
 
    “Chief! Chief! Chief! Chief!” the savage brutes chant, pounding their feet on the ground. 
 
    You growl, not wasting a moment more. Your fingers grip Krona’s war skirt and yank it free, baring her glistening pussy for all to see. No longer crested by the witch’s brand, you devour the sight hungrily. 
 
    “Take me,” your war queen moans. 
 
    You push her down onto all fours. She could resist you. Gods know she’s strong enough to break you arm, but she submits to your command obediently. Knowing she is your woman at last. What she has longed for all this time. She tosses aside your loincloth, revealing the hardness of your cock. She steals a glance at your eyes, a smile, and adoringly takes you in her mouth. 
 
    “Oh f-fuck!” you moan as she begins to suck, bobbing adoringly on your manhood, her eyes lidded as her tongue swirls about your length, stroking your cock even as her fingers steal between your thighs and fondle the heavy globes of your balls. 
 
    “Yesssss,” you moan, thrusting into her mouth, her soft lips taking you to the root, the hardness of her tusks hitting your pelvis. “Oh fuck… fuck yes! Suck your chief’s cock. Fondle my balls. Yes. Oh fuck yessss! Just like that. Oh my queen… fuck. Fuck! Yes! Yes! Mnnnn!” 
 
    You roar with pleasure as you cum, her lips a perfect seal, her throat swallowing every drop of your hot load as you pump it into her hungry mouth. She moans, leashes fluttering as she tastes your bitter seed, her ass swaying with delight, her fingers between her thighs and stroking her hot slit. 
 
    She lifts her lips from your cock, panting, her eyes warm and eager. Without prompting she turns about, lifting her ass and her dripping cunt. “Claim me, my chief,” she gasps. 
 
    You grin broadly, stroking your cock back to its full length, not hard given the vision of eager feminine lust before you. You grasp her firm hips, aligning your cock with her slit, and thrust home. 
 
    “Oooooh!” she moans, shuddering in sensual delight as your cock sinks into her. “Yesss! Fuck me, my chief. Breed meeee!” 
 
    “Oh fuuuuck!” you moan, thrusting into her hot depths. “You’re so tight!” 
 
    “For you,” she moans. “Haven’t… ah… taken a male since youuuuu!” 
 
    You’re oddly flattered by that admission. New determination to reward such faithfulness fills you, and with a hunger you adjust your stance and start pounding her, putting all of your strength into the effort to properly fuck this goddess of an orc. To show her what it means to be your bride. 
 
    “Oooooh!” she moans. “Fuck! Yes! Yes! Fuck me my chief. Breed your queen! Use me! Fuck me! Hard! Harder! Please! Oh gods yes! Yes! Haaaardeeeeerrrr!” 
 
    You’re dimly aware of the watching orcs falling to their own devices. Grabbing their warrior women or slave sluts, fucking them both in a sudden swell of an orgy of carnal delights. Sex and sin and brutal rutting surround you as you take their queen. A scene that will repeat often in the days to come. 
 
    You have a sudden presentiment of your future. Of the times that will come as you fuck and breed your queen. Kingdoms will tremble at your name. Your clan will grow, swelling into a mighty horde. With Krona at your side you will ride with impunity. Realms will fall. Castles will burn. A new kingdom will arise from the ashes of men. One ruled by orcs. By you and your queen. 
 
    Your rule will be fair but brutal to those who oppose you. Orcs will gather to your banner as you lead them. You and Krona will forge an empire on the back of horses. Those who surrender will be treated fairly. Those who resist will see their castles burn, their women enslaved, their warriors broken. 
 
    You will be a king. Not like you once would be. A warrior king. A master of the blade. A warleader! With Krona at your side and a horde of orcs at your back, you will be unstoppable. 
 
    With such visions of flame and steel and conquest in your mind, you roar, cumming, seeding Krona with the future. With sons and daughters as mighty as you and as beautiful as their mother. A new kind of ruler for a new world. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Krona wails, feeling the import of your orgasm, and you know she shares your vision. You withdraw from her and she turns over, still leaking your cum. She spreads her legs and looks into your eyes, and in her you see a mirror of your purpose. You laugh and thrust into her again, knowing you’ve found a woman capable of taking your cock. Your ambition. Your might! 
 
    The world will know you soon, but tonight, you and Krona will know only each other. You will mate her to exhaustion, and tomorrow set off from the tower to begin your reign. A reign of blood and steel. 
 
    The reign of the king of the orcs. 
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    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    She’s looking to make the male you a slave. 
 
    Well, no one said you were ever cooperative. 
 
    You grab the pink potion and pop the cork, downing it in a single gulp. You gasp, staggering as the changes take effect. As your chest expands in a pair of plush, bouncy breasts. As your ass swells even as the rest of your legs and waist narrow to form a perfect bubble butt counterpoint to your chest. 
 
    Your face shifts, growing softer. More feminine. Your lips plumping and lashes growing. You groan as your cock shrinks, inverting into your pelvis to form a perfect, glistening cunny. 
 
    You gasp after a moment, standing unsteadily. You lift your sword. “Ah… aha!” 
 
    Krona gapes, but as her mouth closes her brows knit. She straightens, and she’s a bit taller than you now. Your triumphant smile falters, and you suddenly wonder if this was the best choice. 
 
    “Coward!” Krona barks, striding across the battlefield. 
 
    “H-hey! Stay back!” you cry, lifting your sword in a shaking hand. “I’ve got a-“ 
 
    Krona’s axe lashes out almost contemptuously, smashing your blade from your limp hand. You turn to follow its trajectory, the shining blade sheathing itself in the ground like the grave marker of your manhood. 
 
    Your attention is abruptly wrenched back to Krona as she grabs your plump tit, making you gasp and moan as your sensitive orb is roughly grasped in her large hand. The orc queen’s eyes narrow further and she reaches down, tearing away your loincloth, revealing your pussy. 
 
    She snarls. “Useless!” she roars, throwing you to the ground. “So, you would abandon even your manhood before facing me. Coward!” 
 
    “Krona, I-“ 
 
    “Silence!” she barks, planting a foot between your breasts and forcing you to the ground. She looms over you, powerful, feminine, and so angry she might rip your throat out. “You are not the man who bested me. You are merely slut! And you will serve as one. 
 
    “But you bested me once, so I give you choice! Will you serve as clan slut? Or,” she adds, looking to the hulking shapes of her former suitors, both the muscled orc and immense minotaur looking down at your feminine form with undisguised lust. “Will you serve your betters? Vasinor, or Trifax!” 
 
    “What!” you yelp. 
 
    Krona smiles mirthlessly. She leans down, putting more pressure on your chest. “They are worthy suitors. Not worthy of me, but maybe of you, slut! So choose. The slave of the clan,” she says, glancing over the eager orcs assembled. “Or a slave of the champions?” 
 
    You hesitate, but you’re clearly not going to be given a fourth option. You glance between the bulky males, all of them eying your feminine curves with undisguised hunger. 
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    Slave to Trifax 
 
      
 
    Perhaps it’s the effect of the potion, but a mere glance at the looming minotaur makes your face heat and your body tingle with desire. Recalling what it was like to face off with the immense monster. How virile he was. How powerful. And… and you’d always heard tales of a minotaur’s virility. 
 
    And… and maybe you could negotiate with him. Get out of here. He’ll surely be reasonable enough. 
 
    Right? 
 
    “I…I choose Trifax,” you gasp. 
 
    Krona smirks at you. “I had a feeling you would,” she growls. He lifts her head, her eyes resting on the horned figure among the crowd. “Trifax!” she bellows. “Your new slut awaits!” 
 
    The minotaur snorts and pushes free of the crowd. Head and shoulders above the orcs, he strides towards you as you frantically scramble back to your feet, the earth thudding beneath his hooves. 
 
    “T-Trifax,” you gasp, climbing to your feet. “I-“ 
 
    The minotaur grabs your head, shoves you back to your knees. “Sluts kneel,” he says, his voice a low rumble that rolls through you, thudding in your core like jungle drums. “Sluts serve.” 
 
    Your eyes wander down, down, and you swallow thickly at the sight of his loincloth as it moves aside, unable to mask the girth of his bitchbreaker. It looks as big as your arm. A solid, blunt headed mass of bull cock, veins pulsing down his length. His balls hang low and heavy, big as your fists, and the spicy, primal scent of him makes you swoon. 
 
    “T-Trifax… I…” 
 
    “Serve,” he growls, shoving your face against his cock. 
 
    You shudder, his heavy balls resting against your cheek, his manhood smearing pre along your brow. The scent of him is overpowering. Everything about him is. You… you have to do this. Have to… Maybe… maybe he’ll be interested in talking if you make him cum. Maybe… 
 
    Your hands move up, admiring the hard muscles of his legs before you reach the thick orbs of his balls. You shiver, almost able to feel the thick seed that loads them stir at your touch. You barely realize what you’re doing as you lean in, and press a warm kiss to his balls. 
 
    “Hrrrrrr,” Trifax moans as you kiss his testicles, your tongue almost shyly teasing from between your lips before lathing those heavy orbs. Up. Up your tongue goes before finding the root of his cock, and lovingly licking along the underside, glans, and finding that flared tip. 
 
    The taste of him tingles on your tongue. Your head is spinning. Heart pounding. You look up at his horned head, his thick fingers still around your head, and you give that flared tip of his shaft an adoring kiss. 
 
    With devotion you open your mouth as wide as it can go and take the end of his cock in your mouth. You moan, ass twitching in pleasure as your hands stroke the rest of him. He’s far too big to fit all in your mouth, so you must do what you can. You must pleasure him. He is your master now. 
 
    Isn’t he? You slow, uncertain. What… what was it you were thinking? Did you have a plan? You try and recall, but before you can remember he forces you back onto his cock, and every thought is blasted from your mind as his cock knocks against the back of your throat. 
 
    “Suck,” he growls. 
 
    You do. You obey. You have to obey your master. Your bestial owner. Oh fuck his cock tastes so heavy. So thick and wonderfully of maleness. Your new pussy is absolutely dripping onto the sand where you once fought this brute, now little more than his prized cock sucker. You shyly steal a hand from adoring his shaft, nervously touching your parted pussy. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Ohhhhh… 
 
    Your breath grows hot. Heavy. Adoringly you stroke yourself, moaning, eyes rolling back as you service your new master. Your pussy is fairly steaming. It almost seems to suck at your fingers as you stroke yourself. Masturbating never felt like this when you were a man. You’re almost horrified at how dull and passing those orgasms were compared to this full body burning of pleasure. This wonderful, long, heady sense of desire. 
 
    “Yes. Slut stroke self.” 
 
    You do, driving one, two, three fingers in and out of you, your moans reverberating along his cock as your furiously masturbate beneath the eyes of the watching orc clan, desperately frigging yourself as you do, plump ass rocking, full tits bouncing. 
 
    Oh yes. Your tits. Of course. 
 
    You abandon your pussy, grab your breasts, and press them around his cock. Your master groans as your plump breasts mash about his manhood, soon glistening with his pre as you eagerly stroke him with your tits and suck him with your mouth. Oh fuck. If you can make him cum… if he would cum… cum… 
 
    “Mooooooooo!” Trifax bellows, shoving your face onto his shaft, his cock swelling, and pulsing into your open mouth. 
 
    What feels like gallons of bull cum stuffs your mouth in great, heavy bursts of seed. You gag, but can’t escape, and your only hope is to swallow every drop. Your throat works desperately, but there’s always so much. You can’t breathe! You can only swallow again and again his cum, so hot it almost burns you. So thick it oozes like molasses down your throat. 
 
    By the time he unsheathes his cock from your mouth your formerly trim stomach is slightly swollen from the load you took in. You moan, feeling heavy, torpid, and so very, very good. 
 
    But he’s not done. Far from it. Your squeak as Trifax grabs you by the arms. The minotaur takes a seat against the wall of the pit, as glorious as some barbarian king on his throne and pulls you onto his lap, smirking. “I claim now,” he grunts. 
 
    You look down between your thighs, and your eyes widen to see his cock hasn’t softened at all. If anything, it seems even bigger! And… and he wants to stuff you with that. Fuck you with it. 
 
    Fear should fill you. And maybe it does. But far more pressing is a trembling sense of desperate anticipation. Can you take all of him? Oh gods. Oh gods, you want to know. You need to. You have to try. More than anything you have to! 
 
    Gasping, moaning, you let him ease you onto his cock. Spread you with his blunt bitch breaker. Surely you shouldn’t be able to take him. It’s not possible. And yet, you do. His cock slowly slides into you, stuffing you like nothing else. A sense of fullness that you could never dream was possible until this moment. You remember your former cock, and almost laugh at how pitiable it had been. It wasn’t even worthy of being called a cock compared to this! You weren’t worthy of being called a man. Yes. Oh fuck yes! This. This is what you need. What you deserve! What it all was for. 
 
    Dimly, you realize there must have been something in that potion that Meeda gave you at the beginning of your quest. Some hidden ingredient to enable you to take such a manhood. Little surprise, given how small, yet how greedy the goblin was for cock. There’s no other possibility that would enable you to take nearly half of Trifax’s cock. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” you moan, panting, your head spinning. “I’m sorry. Sorry. Sorry. Master. Oh fuck. Oh master. I… I’ll do better. Take… take more… take more next time. Promise. Oh master. Oh fuck. Please. Please. Please…” 
 
    Your babbling makes the massive male smirk. His huge hands envelop your hips, slides you up. 
 
    And down. 
 
    Your eyes shoot wide open. Your mouth falls in a silent scream of pure pleasure as his cock stuffs you anew. “Ooooooh!” you moan as Trifax begins to bounce you. Begins to fuck you in true earnest. 
 
    “Yessss!” you find yourself screaming. “Oh fuck yes! Oh master, master! Yes! Fuck me! Stuff me! Fill me with you… ah… ah… cooooock!” 
 
    Your babbling screams fill the hollow of the arena as you take the minotaur’s cock, your own legs soon joining in the work of fucking you atop him, your breasts bouncing on your chest. You can never go back. Never go back to being a man. Not after this. Not after feeling this! Even if you were offered, being this monster’s cock sleeve is too good. Too wonderful! 
 
    More. 
 
    More! 
 
    “More master!” you scream, all fear, all pride forgotten in the face of such please. “Master! Fuck me! Fill me! Please. Need… ah… need moooore coooooock!” 
 
    Your voice rises in a wail of purest pleasure as you cum, tightening around his cock, massaging his brutal manhood. Trifax bellows in mirth and thrusts more eagerly into you. 
 
    “Look at you!” Krona laughs. “Were you ever a man?” 
 
    “No!” you gasp, hair flying, lashes fluttering as you keep riding your master’s cock. “No! I was… I was a cock hungry slut! Always… ah… ah! Slut! Need cock. Want… fuuuuck!” 
 
    You relish the laughter of the orcess and the rest of the tribe. Their witnessing your breaking only makes it sweeter. Makes you cum again in an orgasm so intense your head spins. But as your pussy squeezes his cock, you feel his shaft twitch. See Trifax’s breath deepening. His eyes narrowing. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Please! Master, please!” you moan. “Cum in me. Give it to me! Give me your cum! Give me your… ah… your… mnnnn! Cuuuuuum!” 
 
    You scream as Trifax bellows, cumming like a fountain, stuffing you with great bursts of his seed, so much of it that it squirts out of your joining, splattering the fur of his hips and groin. You scream, nearly blacking out with the intensity of your own ensuing orgasm. Screaming with mindless pleasure as your master breeds you. 
 
    At last, Trifax softens. The minotaur lifts you off his cock, a whimper of despair escaping you as he sets you on the ground between his legs. You flop against his muscled thigh, so boneless from your fucking you can do little else. You give him an adoring look, crawling closer, beginning once more to lick and clean his cock of your mingled cum, shivering in delight at the slavish position you’ve assumed. Just a slut. His whore. His bitch. 
 
    And you’ll never want for more. 
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    Slave of the Clan 
 
      
 
    You look back at the dozens of orcish warriors gathered around, watching your defeat at the hands of their queen. A strange sensation bubbles up within you. A desire to know true humiliation. True servitude. A side effect of the potion? Or perhaps an intentional one, given Meeda’s personality. You don’t know. 
 
    But you do know what you want. 
 
    “The clan,” you breathe. “I want the clan.” 
 
    Krona smirks down at you. “I thought you might,” she says. She removes her foot, stepping back and addressing the gathered orcs. “Hear me!” Krona bellows, raising her arms. “The slut has decided! She wishes to serve the greatest of males. Behold!” she cries, gesturing to you as you slowly climb to your feet. “The clan whore!” 
 
    You can feel the greedy eyes of the assembled orcs on you, and your nipples harden and pussy moistens with eagerness. 
 
    Krona sees it and steps back, gesturing to you. “Take her to the stocks!” 
 
    A great roar goes up from the orcs and they rush down into the arena. You squeak as you’re swept up in rough hands, carried eagerly through the camp. Many an orc takes the opportunity to brazenly grope you, filling their thick fingers with plush tit or ass. One or two even finger your cunny, making you gasp and whimper, helpless in their hands. 
 
    By the time you reach the stocks you’re flushed and panting, breasts heaving and pussy twitching. A heavy board with three holes padded with leather await, and without preamble the orcs push you down and slam the top half of the stocks down, securing you, bent forward, ass out and exposed. The sense of vulnerability tingles through you with an alien sense of delight, and you cannot help but give your ass a little shake. 
 
    “Please,” you whimper. “Fuck me.” 
 
    Guttural laughter answers this. You feel the hulking presence of an orc warrior behind you. Instinctively you try and turn your head to see who, but only manage to knock your cheek against the stock. You shiver and tense with anticipation as you hear his heavy breathing, whimper as his rough hands grasp your hips, massaging you. 
 
    “Master,” you gasp, wiggling your ass like a bitch in heat. “Please. I… I need your cock. I need you to fuck me. Please. Master. Please, breed me. Breed my human pussy. I need your cum so badly.” 
 
    The orc snorts, but you can sense his approval. Especially when his shaft slides against your pussy, and thrusts home. 
 
    The impact slams you against the stocks. Your gasp, eyes almost rolling back at the sensation of his cock stuffing you. A throaty moan vibrates from deep within you, rising as the orc draws back and thrusts home again. Soon enough his brutal strokes are relentless, slamming into your tender pussy with all the breeding hunger the savage brute can muster. 
 
    “Oh yessssss!” you moan, panting, pushing back to meet his thrusts. “Yes! Oh master. Master! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Don’t stop. Don’t s-stop! Breed my human cunt. Stuff my womb! I need your cum. Please! Master! Please! Give me your seeeeed!” 
 
    You cum, screaming in joy, and the orc cannot hold back. He bellows a roar and hilts within you, pumping you full of his inhuman seed. You cry out in orgasm, riding that high until he’s finished unloading in you. 
 
    A shadow falls over you. You look up and find another orc in front of you. He grins and pushes aside his loincloth, baring his inhuman shaft, its curious corkscrew shape sending a shiver of delight racing down your spine. 
 
    He takes the invitation of your open mouth, grabbing your head and slamming his cock into your mouth. You gag on the stench of him and the length shoved down your throat, but only momentarily. Almost instantly you adjust to the length within your mouth, and are moaning as he ruthlessly fucks your face. 
 
    You feel the cock in your pussy withdraw, but only for a second before another takes its place, the next orc not even as tender as the first, ruthlessly thrusting into your gaping cunt, making you moan as the cum within you sloshes with the sudden invasion of this new manhood, fucked until the two orcs cum, one in your mouth, the other in your cunt. 
 
    It doesn’t stop. No sooner does one orc finish he is replaced by the next. Soon enough your orgasms run together in an endless stream of pleasure. Your mouth and pussy are claimed over and over, cum drooling from your quim and your mouth, your stomach and womb so stuffed with seed they’re slightly distended. Not even your ass is spared, your tight backdoor pounded with orc cock until it’s just another gaping, cum drooling hole. 
 
    A puddle of orc seed forms around your shaking feet, and only the stocks keep you up. It takes you a minute to realize it’s finished, the stocks opening with a clack. Two orcs lifts you out and turn you to face Krona. The orc queen looks down on you in amused contempt, which only makes you hotter than ever. 
 
    “Mooorrrrssssh,” you slur, your jaw so aching you can’t even speak. 
 
    Krona merely laughs. “Well, slut! You’ve survived your first day. And the tribe is very impressed. It’s been some time since they’ve had a whore as good as you to fuck. But don’t worry,” she adds, leaning down and wrapping a collar loosely around your neck. “There will be tomorrow too. And the next day. And the next.” 
 
    You tingle at her prophetic words. But a few short hours ago you could never dream that you would be eagerly awaiting an orcish gangbang. But as your new masters carry you away to receive your brand and tattoos, marking you as the public whore of the clan, you can only shiver, smiling stupidly in anticipation. 
 
    You can’t wait! 
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    Slave of Vasinor 
 
      
 
    You shudder at the thought of taking such a massive cock as the minotaur’s. It’s a prospect only slightly behind becoming the living glory hole of the entire orc tribe. So if you discount option one, or two, that just leaves one more. 
 
    And… and who knows? Maybe Vasinor won’t be a bad master. Recalling your battle with the orc, you can’t help but remember what a virile specimen of masculinity he is. In fact, your new body warms to the idea of the orc. Such a powerful male. So firm and hungry. Even now you can feel the intensity of his eyes tracing your plush curves as you lie beneath the heel of Krona. His arousal at the sight of you, the one who bested him, now little more than another fuck slut waiting to know the glory of his cock. 
 
    “I…I choose Vasinor,” you gasp. 
 
    Krona belts out a laugh. “I always knew you were an orc slut. Just never realized what you really needed was a male. Vasinor!” Krona bellows to the hulking orc. “Come!” she says, gesturing at you. “Claim your new slut!” 
 
    The scarred male grins and shoves his way through the crowd. He jumps down into the pit, the ground shuddering under the impact as he straightens, fixing you with a cocky eye. Krona steps back and off you, and you pull yourself to your hands and knees, panting. 
 
    “Ha ha ha!” the male laughs at the sight of you. “That good! Slut should be kneel. Like bitch!” 
 
    You flush, then yelp as he delivers a stinging smack to your plump bottom. You look over your shoulder, blushing furiously. “You… You can’t just…” 
 
    His eyes narrow, and your words die on your tongue. “Can’t?” Vasinor growls, looming over you. He suddenly cups your shapely rump, and you gasp as his thick finger pushes into your pussy. “You no say what I can’t do. I master! You slave!” 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you groan. Meeda must have put something special in that pink potion, because the feeling of his finger moving inside of your tender pussy makes your legs weak and nipples stiffen to needy points. Your hands tighten to fist, dragging thin lines in the dirt. Oh… oh fuck. Are you… are you really enjoying this?” 
 
    “Answer, slave!” Vasinor barks, his finger curling within you. 
 
    “Nnnnn!” you moan, throwing back your head. “Y-yes, master! I’m just… just orc slut! Master decides all things for me. I’m just master’s cum dump! His slave! His slut! So… nnn… so please, master. Oh gods… Master, please. Give me… give me your big ah… big orc cock. Please. Slave needs it so badly!” 
 
    You even manage to surprise Vasinor with those panting words, but the orc recovers quickly, roaring with laughter. “Good slut!” he barks, withdrawing his finger from your cunny. “Then, I reward!” 
 
    You feel a momentary pang at the loss of his finger within you. Fortunately, that only lasts long enough for him to grip your curvy hips, and shove all of his cock into you. 
 
    “Oooooooh!” you moan, the impact robbing the strength of your arms, forcing you to the ground, your plump tits acting as a cushion as the orc’s hips slam your ass. 
 
    “Yessss!” Vasinor roars, thrusting brutally into your aching cunt, pounding you into the ground, his hips spanking your plush rear with great stinging smacks. A pain that only makes your fucking that much better. 
 
    You lift your head, arching your back and gripping the ground with the intensity of your pleasure. “Yesssss!” you scream, panting. “Yes! Fuck! Fuck me, master! Tame your bitch! Fuck your slut! Please. Oh… oh fuck yes! Master! Please! Fuck me! Fuck deeper! Need… mnnn… need you c-cock! More coooock!” 
 
    “Yes! You take orc cock!” Vasinor bellows. “I breed slut. I fuck full of pups!” 
 
    “Yes!” you cry out. “Fuck me full of your pups! Breed my pathetic human womb! Fuck me full, master. Breed me with your cuuuuum!” 
 
    The words ring with truth, and in a jolt of pure bliss you realize that is what you want. All your battles, all your trials were leading to this point. To this monster and his massive cock. All of it was for you to become an orc breeding sow. The truth of it hits you like a fist, and you cum with joy, moaning with bliss as you forget all about your life as a man, and embrace your existence as an orc slut. 
 
    The tightness of your pussy around him pushes Vasinor over the edge. The hulking orc bellows with pleasure, cumming like a geyser, his corkscrew cock pumping you so full of his virile seed you feel like you’re fit to burst. 
 
    But he’s not done. Oh no. He’s far from done. The orc goes to his knees, wraps his arms around you and pulls you back against his chest. You gasp as he bounces you on his lap, stirring the cum within you into a lather. His brutal hands grab your dirt smeared tits, cruelly mauling them in his hands. 
 
    “Ah! Nnnn! Yes. Oh fuck! Master! Please! Own my tits. Play with my breasts. Make them… ah… make them yours! Oh gods. They’ll be so milky for you. So fat and sweet for your children. Oh fuck yes! Master! Gods yes, master!” 
 
    “Slut good! Slut take cock like good sow!” Vasinor pants. 
 
    His praise makes you glow, and with renewed vigour you ride his pounding cock, moaning whorishly as the rest of the orcs look on, envying the male for you. His trophy. His slut. The realization only makes it all the sweeter. For he is your master. He has taken you. Made you his. You’re his prize, above all else. 
 
    “Yes!” you cry out, cumming again. His and your mingled cum and juices oozing down his green rod to soak his lap. “Oh gods yes! Master! Please! Give me more cum! Breed me mooooore!” 
 
    “Yesssss!” Vasinor howls, plunging you down to the root of his cock. His orgasm feels like it could pop you off again as what feels like gallons of his hot seed blast into your fertile depths. If his first orgasm hadn’t bred you, this one certainly will! 
 
    You scream in joy and surrender as you again take his cum. Your master’s mighty seed. When he pushes you off his cock, you fall to your hands and knees, whimpering as you try and tighten your stretches pussy so as not to leak out more of his cum. 
 
    Vasinor chortles cruelly at your humiliation, and gives your ass an affectionate spank. “Good slave,” he growls. 
 
    You whimper in delight as his fingers linger on your ass cheek, as if admiring where he will put his brand, marking you like a piece of cattle. “Th-thank you, master,” you moan. 
 
    Vasinor smirks, and pulls out a collar and leash. You lift your head to accept the band of leather, shivering in delight as you feel it close and tighten around you. Vasinor gives the leash a tug, and like a good slave you crawl after him and towards the torchlit darkness of the orc camp. Tonight, in his tent, you will serve him again. Tomorrow your nipples will be pierced, your ass branded with his mark, making you his own. 
 
    The life as an orc’s slave and breeding slut await you, and you couldn’t be happier. 
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    King of the Sands 
 
      
 
    The fans of slaves cool you despite the heat of the sun. You sigh, your long white robe lazily open at the front as you recline among a throne of pillows and your bride’s coils. 
 
    Sassina lounges beside you, playing with your earring with a smirk, her shimmering scales and powerful serpentine body shifting beneath you slowly as you sink deeper against her. You stroke the small beard you’ve taken to growing as you observe the veiled young women in transparent silks brought before you, all bowing, hands clasped meekly before them. The merchant who has brought them kneels, prostrate on the shining floor, head pressed against the stone. 
 
    “They are beauties,” you muse. 
 
    “Of course, oh master of the sands,” the merchant babbles. “Bought from the finest markets across the seas and kingdoms. Jewels of every nation, only the finest thought to be worthy of serving you.” 
 
    “Is that right?” You glance at Sassina. “Beloved? What do you think?” 
 
    The serpent woman titters, stroking your cheek lovingly. “I think we shall ssssee who they truly are.” She turns to the girls, her eyes beginning to swirl with colours. “Lift your headsssss.” 
 
    The three flinch, then do as bid. No sooner do they look into the serpent’s eyes than they sag a little, jaws dropping as the blues and violet’s of Sassina’s dominating gaze seizes their thoughts. 
 
    “Why have you come to sssserve?” 
 
    “Because we are slaves,” two intone, but the third offers, “I am an assassin, sent to slay you.” 
 
    You guffaw and the merchant flinches. “Really now,” you say, glancing down at the man. “They must have paid you a lot to try this.” 
 
    The man lifts his head. “M-my lord! Please! I never… I didn’t…” 
 
    “No doubt,” you say, stroking Sassina’s cheek, the lamia humming, a sound like a cat’s contented purr. “You probably brought all three in utter ignorance of the assassin in your very midst.” 
 
    “O-oh b-blessed ones of the s-sands, that is how it was!” 
 
    “Well, then. That settles things. Now you really have to die.” 
 
    “What!” he yelps. 
 
    “We can’t very well afford idiots to serve us, can we, beloved?” you ask Sassina. 
 
    “Ssssertainly not,” the lamia purrs. 
 
    Before the merchant can even move your bride’s tail lashes out, wrapping around him with ease. The three veiled slavegirls watch indifferently as he’s lifted into the air, wrapped tight in shimmering scales. The man’s face turns red as Sassina’s coils tighten like a vice, the serpent woman grinning cruelly as she squeezes him. 
 
    “Look into my eyesssss,” she hisses. 
 
    The merchant’s mouth opens, but not a sound escapes as his face slowly goes slack, drowned in the spinning colours of the lamia’s gaze. 
 
    You watch it all in mild amusement, well familiar with the pattern. Since returning to Sassina’s realm, you and she seized back control with a combination of your military genius, her hypnotic powers, and general ruthless power plays. It’s a dance you’ve grown bored with, but know that Sassina still adores the triumph. And the aftermath. 
 
    “Well done, my beloved,” you tell her. 
 
    She hisses in amusement, leaning in and nuzzling your cheek. “Mmm. Thank you, my sultan. I shall leave you now, I am ever so hungry.” 
 
    “You certainly tenderized your meal,” you say, glancing at the man in her coils. 
 
    She smirks. “Mmm. I do sssso love it when they’re ssstill… sssquirming.” 
 
    You laugh, kissing her. “Well, enjoy.” 
 
    “I shall. But it would be sssssuch a shame if you were to be lonely without me.” She glances idly at the three enthralled women, her eyes pulsing with power. “Sssserve your new masssster.” 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” the slaves, and one former assassin, drone, immediately assuming a dim eyed, eager expression of the eager slut. 
 
    You sigh, easing back among the pillows as Sassina slithers from the chamber with her meal. She knows you dislike watching her feed, not from a moral standpoint but just in general, and she’s ever so accommodating. You moan as your new slaves unlace your pants, the assassin adoringly lathing your cock, the other two draping themselves beside you, stroking your strong chest and kissing you lovingly. 
 
    You’ll reign long as a sultan of the sands. Tales will be sung of you and your bride. The prince and the lamia. The masters of the deserts. It certainly beats living out your days in a dusty old castle, that’s for sure. 
 
      
 
    Good End 
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    The Orc Camp 
 
      
 
    The swirling blue portal is bound up tight in thorns of black steel. It sits at the edge of the orcish camp, surrounded by totems of power and might. You’ve met many such gates since beginning your adventure through Morgana’s tower, the witch who stole your bride on your wedding night. You’ve fought plenty of monster girls since, but you still have more to go. Five more, minimum, if you’re not mistaken. 
 
    “Must you go?” 
 
    You turn back. Krona stands not far, the orc warrior queen tall and broad. Her armour is scattered, little more than some leathers and a few pieces of steel over a shoulder and breasts, leaving much of her muscular green flesh to the discerning eye. When you first came onto this floor of the tower, her face was twisted in hate, but now she looks mournful. Even hopeful. 
 
    “Krona, Morgana has kidnapped my wife. I should really go and deal with that.” 
 
    Krona sighs, then nods and hitches up her belt. “I understand, Arthur.” She looks longingly at the portal. “Would that I could go with you.” 
 
    “I really did appreciate the offer,” you tell her quickly. “But you know what your clan is like. I need you to lead them back to the Sallow Swamp without raping the countryside.” 
 
    “Might we rape it a little?” Krona asks. 
 
    “I would really rather you didn’t,” you say. 
 
    Krona sighs again, shaking her head. “If you were not the man I would make my mate, I would not agree to this.” 
 
    “I know. And like I said, I really do appreciate this.” 
 
    “Will you come see me?” Krona asks, and her brutal face looks disturbingly hopeful at the moment. “I would have you again, my mate. Our children would be the mightiest among all orcs.” 
 
    “Uh, we’ll see,” you say. 
 
    Krona nods, as if satisfied with your answer. Which she probably is. Knowing her, she probably expects you to free Celia, then ride to her before Morgana’s blood is cold. That said, she’s not entirely wrong. You’ve had many women over the years, but few match the raw, powerful femininity that Krona encapsulates. 
 
    You feel a stirring anew, and hastily turn back to the portal. If you linger much longer, you’re bound to fuck the orcess again. And considering how little you know of her culture, that might mean you accept to being her dog, or something. Before you can change your mind, you take a deep breath, and step through the portal, and into the next level of the tower. 
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    Level Eight 
 
      
 
    You step through the portal and into a world of grim silence. You pause, lifting your head and peering about. Darkness shrouds the world around you. You stand in a graveyard, tombstones and crypts rearing through the gloom, the ground at their feet disturbingly well turned. High above, a moon glows, full and waxing. 
 
    In the distance you make out a castle rising out of the dark. Towers and minarets jut from it, the full moon at its back, illuminating the gothic frame. 
 
    “Eery,” you say. 
 
    “You don’t know the half of it.” 
 
    You turn and find the old woman standing beside the portal, her expression unusually somber. She’s been your somewhat sarcastic guide since you began this journey through Morgana’s tower, her bent frame shrouded in a shawl and old gown, her face knotted with wrinkles but eyes alive and still sharp. 
 
    “What am I facing here?” you say. 
 
    The old crone lifts a bony finger and jabs it at the great castle. “That is the home of Elizabeth Reiss. A vampire of unholy power and loveliness.” 
 
    “You don’t say…” 
 
    “Hey,” she says, snapping her fingers. “Focus. Don’t be deceived by her beauty. She is a soulless creature. As cruel and cunning as Morgana. It took the witch and her knight some effort to bind her to her will, and the lady Reiss is something of a sorceress herself. To say nothing of the power of her gaze and other dark magics. She has many servants in her home. Thralls to her will. Slaves she sups on, but she is always looking for more. Often, Morgana will provide them.” 
 
    “Really? How many servants does she need?” 
 
    “She tends to use them up frequently.” 
 
    You register this, then shudder. “Got it.” 
 
    “And be wary of her thralls,” the old woman adds. “Though they may be ensorcelled, they are fanatical in protecting their mistress. If you wish to free them, you must first defeat her. For they will defend their mistress to the death.” 
 
    “Well. Doesn’t she sound like a treat.” 
 
    “Quite,” the old woman says. “So be careful, hero. Lady Reiss is not to be underestimated. You’ve yet to face a creature quite like her.” 
 
    “What about Beatrix?” 
 
    “Well… yes. There are superficial similarities. But the bee queen adored her drones. She was a true queen. Lady Reiss is a true monster.” 
 
    “Right. Got it,” you say. “Defeat the vampire. Save the servants. I’m on it.” 
 
    “Good luck,” the old woman says as she fades away like smoke in the wind. “You’ll need it...” 
 
    Strong words, and they impress on you as you slowly walk through the graveyard and towards the castle on the hill. Rusting iron binds the plots like cages. Skeletal trees claw the sky, swaying in the wind. A thin path climbs the hill to the castle, winding from the graveyard. Meanwhile, mists shroud the moors that sprawl away from the looming edifice. You wonder what would happen if you wandered off into those mists? Where they would take you? 
 
    You shiver at the thought, climbing the steps to the ancient keep. The knocker on the door is a massive brass implement awaiting your touch. You scan the rest of the edifice, your eyes lingering on some ivy that claws up the curtain wall… 
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    Climb the Ivy 
 
      
 
    Yeah. Right. You’re going to knock on the door of a vampire’s castle. Fuck that. You turn from the doors and make your way to the tangled ivy. You grab it, hauling yourself up the wiry greenery. It’s tough going, and every inch has you listening intently for the ripping sound that would signal your rapid descent back to the ground. 
 
    But the ivy has gone untended for a long time indeed, and within moments you manage to scale it, finding yourself atop the battlements that run about the length of the curtain wall. Your peer down into a small garden filled with bloated, strange looking plants. You grimace, but you’re here, and down there you can see the telltale doors leading deeper into the castle. 
 
    But you’re not an idiot. You’ve dealt with this tower too much now to take anything at face value. Not to mention you’ve dealt with deadly gardens before. 
 
    Drawing your sword, you move carefully down the steps and into the garden proper. The strange plants sprawl from their beds. Roots swell and vines crawl in a riot of foliage. You have no idea what kind of plants grow like that. You also have no idea what kind of plants could thrive in such grim surroundings. Somehow, you doubt that sunlight is a very common occurrence in the realm of the vampire queen. 
 
    You freeze when you hear a creak. You turn sharply to spot a greenhouse taking up fully half of the wall, the glass door slowly opening. A woman emerges, dressed in simple overalls, and that’s all. Her breasts swell against the denim, her hair muzzy and tangled, her face smiling in a dim, vague sort of way. 
 
    She carries a small flowerpot, a swollen bulb growing out of it. She sees you and halts immediately, and you can’t help but notice that her eyes have a strange, intensely green colour. 
 
    “Oh,” she says, blinking. “Hello.” 
 
    “Um. Hi,” you say. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “Uhhh…” 
 
    “Are you a guest of the lady?” the woman says, gently petting the leaves of the plant in ther hands 
 
    Rustling hisses around you. Your eyes flick from side to side. Is it just you, or are the plants shifting in their beds? 
 
      
 
    Tell the Truth 
 
    Lie, Idiot! 
 
    

  

 
  
   Knock on the Door 
 
      
 
    Well, you’re here. So you may as well. You grab the massive iron ring that is the knocker and bang it against the door. You can hear the echoes radiate through the cavernous keep, and shift uncomfortable, loosening your sword and holding tight the hilt. 
 
    You step back as the door creaks open with a sound like someone was torturing a cat. A maid stands within, her eyes dull and listless. You’ve met some busty women in your journey through the tower, and though no one is going to beat the holstaur Maribelle in terms of cup size, the maid is certainly in the running. A fact you’re painfully aware of due to the low cut of her black and white dress, the skirt just high enough to grave her shapely hips, her bloodless lips smiling in a vague, subservient way. 
 
    “Yes,” she says. 
 
    “Um. Hi. Is lady of the house… I mean, is Lady Reiss in?” 
 
    The maid blinks slowly, then nods. “Oh. You must be her guest.” 
 
    “Her guest?” 
 
    “Yes. She told us to expect a guest. We’re to make you comfortable until the lady arrives. Please,” she says, stepping back. “I am Bella. And I welcome you to Castle Reiss.” 
 
    Well, this was easy. Which is probably a bad sign. You step through the door, joining the pale maid inside. 
 
    The main hall of the castle is exactly as you imagined it. Some furniture is here and there, mostly covered in dust sheets like funeral shrouds. A staircase winds up to a second floor, the ends of the banisters topped with statuettes of beautiful women in flowing robes reaching for the heavens as if seeking succor. A chandelier hands from the ceiling, not a candle lit, leaving the massive thing of twisting black metal to hang like some instrument of torture in the dark. 
 
    “Follow me,” the maid said, picking up a candelabra from a waiting table, the flames flickering and dancing atop the fingers of wax. “The Mistress shall attend you in the dining room.” 
 
    “Oh,” you say as the maid walks you up the winding steps. “Goody.” 
 
    The hallways she leads you down is lined with portraits of grim aristocrats whose eyes seem to follow your every step. You glare back at them, but the unnerving sensation prickles the hairs at the back of your neck as the maid opens the door and admits you to the dining room. 
 
    “In here, master,” the maid says. 
 
    You enter slowly, peeking about for any hint of a trap. Nothing shows itself immediately, allowing you to walk to the massive table dominating the room. 
 
    “Would master care for anything to eat?” the maid asks. 
 
    “No. I think I’m okay,” you say, slowly taking a seat, but keeping your sword near. “How long is your mistress expected to be?” 
 
    “Not long, master,” the maid says in her listless way. “Would master prefer some entertainment as he waits?” 
 
    “What? Do you juggle or something?” 
 
    “No, master.” 
 
    Your eyebrows shoot up as she delicately touches the straps of her gown and tease the straps holding back the immensity of her breasts. 
 
    “Please. How may I serve you, master,” she says, smiling ever so slightly. 
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    Tell the Truth 
 
      
 
    “Erm, no. No I’m not,” you say. “Actually, I’m here to banish the curse Morgana has put on her.” 
 
    The woman with the green eyes blinks slowly. “Oh,” she says, stroking the leaves of the plant in her hands. “I see. Do you hear that, Ostro? He’s come to defeat Lady Reiss. What a strange man.” 
 
    “Ostro?” you say, looking about warily. “Is that… your name?” 
 
    “This is Ostro,” the woman says, holding out the with a giggle. “My name is Avora. How silly of him, Ostro. He can’t even see you.” 
 
    “The… plant?” 
 
    “Oh! Maybe he isn’t quite as stupid as he looks,” Avora says. 
 
    Ouch. 
 
    “Look. Is there a way to the vampire’s lair?” 
 
    Avora tilts her head slowly. “Mmm. There is. And I suppose I could tell you. Though Lady Reiss is sleeping right now. All alone in that dark coffin of hers. Oh goodness. She would get quite a fright if I told you where she was, and she woke up with you above her, that big sword in your hands.” 
 
    “And that’s… bad?” you say. 
 
    She shrugs, the slim coat she wears rustling. “Mmm. Maybe. Maybe not. It might be a good thing. After all, Ostro and I aren’t here happily. We’re both stuck here. Just slaves to the vampire. The gardener, and her plants. See?” she said, tilting her head. 
 
    You suck in a breath at the sight of the two puncture wounds in the woman’s neck. “Oh shit!” 
 
    “Shit indeed,” she says. “But Ostro and I aren’t so entranced as the maid, Bella. Oh no. Poor Bella. Just a thrall. A lesser vampire, so hungry for essence. But…” she hums, appraising you. “Perhaps I could help the brave slayer. For a price.” 
 
    “What price?” you ask, already knowing you won’t like the answer. 
 
    “Nothing too serious,” she says, again petting the plant in her hands. “I just need a little help harvesting a certain flower in my greenhouse. Such a simple thing.” 
 
    “In my experience, it’s never that simple,” you say. 
 
    Her lips twitch with the ghost of a smile. Her thumb strokes the stamen of her flower. “Mmm. Quite so. Don’t worry. All you have to do is… not grow enchanted by it.” 
 
    “…And if I do this, you’ll show me Lady Reiss’s coffin?” 
 
    “Certainly,” the green-eyed woman says lightly. “I’d never break my word.” 
 
    You wish she hadn’t added that last bit. Because it’s exactly what someone who absolutely intends on breaking their word would add. But what are your choices? And if she is telling he truth, besting the vampire while she rests in her coffin is a damn better option than trying to fight her one on one. 
 
    “Alright,” you say reluctantly. “Where’s this flower?” 
 
    “This way,” Avora says. 
 
    Her white coat whisks about her ankles as she turns and walks back towards the grim, glass edifice of the green house, the shadows of ivy clinging to the glass like tentacled horrors within. Which really does nothing to help motivate you to follow her through the planters, where the soft susurration of shifting vine and foliage send wary tingles up and down your spine. You may not be happy about going into the greenhouse, but it can’t be worse than fighting whatever the hell this woman has in her garden. 
 
    She opens the greenhouse door with a squeak that sets your teeth on edge, and you duck inside after her. 
 
    It’s gloomy within. Ivy and vines claw across the glass, letting in only the barest hints of the moonlight from outside. In the semi-darkness you can just make out the thin path that runs through the sprawling planters and beds. A sickly-sweet scent hangs pungently in the air as you follow Avora, her white coat fairly glowing in the grim darkness. You grip tight your sword, the light of the blade glistening over vines and ivy and thorny branches. 
 
    “Here we are,” she says. 
 
    You freeze in shock. 
 
    The ‘flower’ is a she, and hangs suspended from a sprawling mass of vines. Her ears are pointed marking her as an elf, and her legs are bound up in the twisting vines, a bulbous one slithering inside her slick pussy, slowly twisting within her. Her arms are spread eagle, wrapped up in the curtain of foliage, letting her sag forward, drawn by the heaviness of her breasts. 
 
    And heavy they are. Big as watermelons, her nipples are veined with a strange, green glow. One that seems to pulse. Beneath her is a pool where thick sap collects in a pitcher, shining like silver in the moonlight. 
 
    “Oh, what the fuck!” you gasp. 
 
    “Lady Reiss doesn’t just enjoy blood,” Avora says, smiling at the sight of the elf. “The essence of an elf is so wonderfully sweet. But they are so very weak. One can never drink their blood for long. It’s too potent with life. Often, when a vampire tries, they puff up like a balloon. And if they keep doing it, the poor thing simply… explodes. Boom!” 
 
    She giggles and you turn to her in shock. “You mean, you want me to…” 
 
    “My hands are busy with my beloved Ostro,” she says, showing you again the plant. And now that you look at it, roots appear to crawl out of the base of the pot, wrapping around Avora’s arms and sliding down her sleeves. She smiles blissfully. “We would be ever so grateful if you… harvested her…” 
 
    You follow her glance to a nearby bucket. You swallow thickly. 
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    Lie, Idiot! 
 
      
 
    You’d have to be either insane or stupid not to lie to this clearly evil creature. 
 
    “Oh, well. I’m an invited guest, actually,” you say. 
 
    “Really?” she says. 
 
    “Absolutely. Just… taking in the garden. You know how it is. It can be so stuffy in there.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” she says, stroking the leaves of her potted plant, her green eyes shining in the moonlight. “But, the butler should have shown you around. Where is he?” 
 
    “Oh. The butler. Yeah. He um… had a sudden bout of diarrhea.” 
 
    “Oh gosh!” she gasps. “That’s terrible.” 
 
    “I know,” you say with a sympathetic nod. “Truly tragic. Probably been eating too much bread.” 
 
    “I just don’t see how this can happen.” 
 
    “I know. But some people just have weak bowels.” 
 
    “Oh no, I mean, because the Lady Strauss doesn’t have a butler.” 
 
    Your face falls as her eyes gleam. Your legs are suddenly grabbed, ripped out from under you. 
 
    You hit the ground hard, twist around, and see the ivy crawling from the flower beds, wrapping around your legs. More. More of the clinging greenery hurls itself from the earth to grasp you in their thorns, dragging you towards the flower beds. 
 
    The gardener laughs maniacally, no longer even bothering to hide her mirth. “Idiot! Look at you now?” 
 
    “Help me!” you scream, fumbling for your sword as more and more ivy joins in dragging you away. 
 
    “Of course I will,” she says, cooing over her flower. “I’ll help you be useful for once. My babies could always use some more fertilizer. And I think you’ll do just wonderfully…” 
 
    You scream, clawing at the ground as you’re dragged into the dirt beneath the flowerbeds. For a moment your grasping fingers remain in sight, and then they too are dragged underground, your corpse to grow some simply lovely black roses. Pity you won’t be around to enjoy their beauty. 
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    Serve You With her Breasts 
 
      
 
    You goggle at her tits. Pale as the rest of her, but the nipple are soft, pink nubs. “I cannot help but notice master enjoys my breasts,” she says, slowly kneeling between your legs. 
 
    “Uh, did you?” you say, biting your lower lip as she delicately unlaces your pants. 
 
    “Yes, master,” she says, stroking your bulge. 
 
    You hiss as her finger gently rubs the cloth covered peak of your cock. Again she glances up at you, grabs your underwear, and tugs it down. You gasp as your shaft springs into the open, bouncing, twitching with your arousal. 
 
    “Master is well endowed,” Bella says. 
 
    “Th-thanks,” you gasp. 
 
    “As am I,” she says, a statement of fact. Not of pride, even as she leans forward, burying your cock between her ample tits. 
 
    “Ooooh f-fuck,” you gasp. 
 
    “Does master like my breasts?” Bella asks, glancing up into your eyes as she begins to massage her breasts around your cock. “Does master like how soft and big they are? How they slide up and down and around his big, meaty cock. So thick. So powerful. So full of cum…” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you gasp hotly. 
 
    “Is it for me?” she asks, the head of your cock cresting her creamy tips. She glances up into your eyes, her head dipping just a bit. Her tongue slipping from between her lips and giving the head of your cock a delicate lick. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan. 
 
    “Is it for me, master? May I have your cum?” 
 
    “Y-yeah. Yeah!” 
 
    For the first time she actually smiles. “Oh master,” she breathes. “Thank you.” 
 
    Her tits glide down your cock, her head leans forward, and captures the head of your manhood. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan as her head begins to bob. Her tits stroke. Her whole body rocking to the motions of giving you the sweetest blowjob you’ve ever imagined. Her saliva drools down your cock, lubricating you for the best tit job of your life. You grab the arms of the chair, panting as she sucks you off hungrily. 
 
    Under such an assault, there’s no way you can hold back. Panting, you give a stuttering cry as at last you cum. “Oooooooh!” you moan as your cock pulses, shooting ropes of your hot cum into her warm mouth. Her tongue swirling about your shaft as she eagerly drinks your cum. Your seed. Your warm essence. 
 
    You sag back in your chair, panting. Weak. Weaker than you expected. 
 
    “More,” Bella moans. 
 
    “H-huh?” 
 
    “More,” she purrs, and her tongue wraps around your shaft once more. 
 
    “OOooooooh!” you moan as she resumes blowing you. Sucking you. You’re still hard. So fucking hard. That’s… is that right? You’re… mnn… you’re not… not sure. That… that’s… 
 
    “Fuuuuuuck!” you moan as you cum again, your second load as hungrily devoured as the first. 
 
    “Mooooore,” Bella pants. 
 
    You look down, chest heaving, and into her eyes. Eyes that are glowing. Pulsing a hot red as she resumes her hungry sucking. Alarm flutters in the airy rafters of your brain. You weakly try and push her off, but your hands don’t have the strength. You don’t have the strength. 
 
    Bella giggles. A sound so at odds with her former laconic demeanor. And more importantly, she ignores your feeble efforts to free yourself from her tits and her mouth. She simply sucks harder. More hungrily. 
 
    You cum. 
 
    You cum. 
 
    Helpless between her lips, you can feel your strength drained away with every pulse of your cock. Your skin shrinking against your bones as she drains you of your essence. Only your cock remains rock hard. Eager. Down to the last, pathetic drop. 
 
    With a final gasp you sag, a shrunken husk on the chair. Bella at last rises, her breasts glistening with your cum and her saliva. She delicate wipes her mouth and smiles down at your corpse. 
 
    “Thank you,” she breathes. “Master.” 
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    Serve You by Answering Questions 
 
      
 
    “Actually, Bella, I was hoping to ask you a few questions.” 
 
    The maid actually looks disappointed, though it’s a little hard to tell due to her usual melancholy. “Of course, master. Shall I sit in your lap as you do?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “Mistress enjoy me sitting in her lap, so that she might play with my breasts while informing me what a pathetic, obedient slave I am to her.” 
 
    You feel your cock harden against your pants at that. “Um, no. I don’t think that’s necessary.” 
 
    “Very good, master. What would you like to know?” 
 
    “Does your mistress have a coffin in the castle?” 
 
    “Of course, master.” 
 
    “Ah. I see. And, I suppose you won’t show me where it is, will you?” 
 
    She looks confused. “Why would I, master? The mistress hates to be disturbed.” 
 
    “Oh, well. You know. Reasons.” 
 
    Bella shakes her head. “I cannot show you her coffin master.” 
 
    You sigh. “I suppose it was never going to be that easy. But… what would you do if I got up and… went looking for it?” 
 
    Bella considers this. “I would have to stop you.” 
 
    “Even though I’m a guest?” 
 
    “Yes, master.” 
 
    “Ah, but,” you say, wagging a finger in her direction. “If I was invited into the castle, she’ll be wanting to see me.” 
 
    “That is true.” 
 
    “And so, logically, since I was invited into the castle, she didn’t say where I couldn’t go. Did she?” 
 
    Bella blinks slowly, reminding you of a cow trying to think. “I… I suppose, sir.” 
 
    “But you’re not allowed to show me her coffin.” 
 
    “She has forbidden it.” 
 
    “Must be a nice coffin. But it would be so cold underground. Isn’t it?” 
 
    “Mistress’s bedroom is quite warm.” 
 
    “With a window no doubt. So she can take flight.” 
 
    “A window?” 
 
    “A balcony, really. More dramatic.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. She has a lovely balcony.” 
 
    “Of course she does. So if I don’t go looking for her coffin, there’s no reason to stop me from having a look around the castle.” 
 
    Bella rubs her head, pouty lips pursed. You almost feel bad for her. Lady Reiss probably didn’t leave the poor girl with much in the way of thinking power. It wouldn’t have been necessary for a maid. And you have a feeling Reiss dislikes her servants having the gall to think. 
 
    “I…I am not sure, master.” 
 
    “Well! Best to err on the side of caution, then,” you say, pushing back your chair and rising. 
 
    “Master?” 
 
    “Just going for a quick walk. Be right back.” 
 
    “I… I don’t know…” 
 
    “You just wait here. Be back in a jiff. But if I’m not, Lady Reiss will want to know where I went.” 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “To the privy. Just down the hall, right?” 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “I’ll find it. Bye!” 
 
    You love the confused thrall in the room and carefully close the door behind you. You exhale. Gods. This freaking place. 
 
    But no time to dally. Lady Reiss stuck you in there to wait for her pleasure, which means you don’t have a lot of time until she rises. You’ve got to find her coffin before she wakes up. Thanks to Bella, you know it’s not underground. That’s handy. Which means she must keep it in one of the upper bedrooms of the castle. And if you know anything about the nobility (and gods but you do), she’ll have the biggest bedroom for herself. 
 
    Time is of the essence, so you head off immediately. That being said, it’s not an easy search. The castle is like a labyrinth, and every door you open a dead end. You’re starting to wonder if Bella bullshitted you and the coffin is in the basement. But then, you find yourself in a long hall with a carpet as red as blood. 
 
    You follow the carpet up the hall and to a large wooden door. The hairs on the back of your neck prickle. Some instinct thrums through you. Warning you of what lies beyond. 
 
    With one hand you grip the doorknob. With the other, your grip the hilt of your sword, pulling it free, the blade glowing silver like moonlight as you turn the knob and step inside. 
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    Harvest Her with Your Hands 
 
      
 
    You feel so very awful about doing this. But there is a greater good at stake. At least, that’s what you tell yourself as you get the bucket and walk towards the elf. 
 
    She stirs faintly as you come near, her head tilting. A soft sigh escaping her, though she never opens her eyes. So near, you can see how her juices drip from the vine that slowly twists and fucks her glistening cunny. You hesitantly place the bucket on the floor below her breasts and delicately cup her heavy tits. 
 
    “Ah!” the elf gasps, lips parting as you reflexively snatch your hands back. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Avora giggles. “She’s just ever so sensitive. Do be kind.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Right,” you say. You bring your hands back up to her full breasts and fill your palms with her titflesh. Again she gives the faintest moan, the leaves of the plant rustling as the vines adjust their grip on her.  
 
    Ohhhh this is weird. This is beyond weird. This is weird and horrifying and fuck it if you don’t have the biggest erection as your fingers glide around puffy nipples, teasing those bountiful breasts. The elf whimpers, lashes fluttering but never opening, her hips lazily rocking as she grinds her glistening cunt against the root within her, her ass shifting as a second vine shifts within her ass, drooling sap to lubricate itself. 
 
    You’re breathing hard as she whimpers and moans. Her breasts are so heavy. So firm and full. You rub the warm flesh of her breasts, index finger and thumb stroking her nipples, teasing those hardened buds. Her moans have grown loader. Her rocking against the vines more eager. More frantic. 
 
    “Ah. Ahn! Nnnn! Mnnnnnaaaaaa!” 
 
    The elf cries out with ecstasy as she cums. Her pussy twitches around the vine within her, her breasts quiver as her nipples gush with rich, thick sap. You suck in a breath as her syrupy cream spurts and drools from her whorish nipples and into the bucket below, the metallic ping of high velocity droplets fading for a slow, lazy, but far more regular flow of her milk. 
 
    “Oh, you’re quite good at that,” Avora says. 
 
    “Thanks,” you say awkwardly as you massage the elf’s fat teats in your hands, rolling them up and together, squeezing them like they were the melons they so resembled, draining them of her milk. Again and again softer moans escape form her, her pussy twitching and spurting another gush of orgasmic juices around the vine. The scent if almost overpowering, put you persevere in your efforts. 
 
    By the time her flow lessens the bucket is fairly overflowing. Taking a slow, shaky breath you release her plump teats and take a wary step back. You lift the bucket, grunting at the weight, and turn to face the gardener. 
 
    “There,” you say, heaving the bucket onto a table, sap swirling at the sides with the motion. “All the sap you can drink.” 
 
    “You did very well,” Avora says. “You sure you don’t want to stay and work for me?” 
 
    “Gods no!” you gasp. “Um, I mean. No. Thanks.” 
 
    “Mmm. Pity. Still,” she sighs. “A deal’s a deal.” She nods towards the looming shadow of the castle, just visible through the greenhouse glass where the foliage hasn’t consumed it all. “In the upper floor of the castle lies the lady’s room, at the end of a hallway with a carpet red as blood. Take the stairs to the third floor and begin your search. You’ll find her asleep, but not for much longer.” 
 
    “Thanks,” you say. 
 
    “I’ll be seeing you,” she says. 
 
    “No offence, but I sincerely hope you won’t,” you say earnestly. 
 
    That gets a smile from the pale woman, her eyes gleaming behind her glasses. “Mmm. Don’t be so sure,” she murmurs, stroking her plant anew. “I think you’ll make a handsome ghoul.” 
 
    You shudder and push past her, leaving the greenhouse. The door creaks open and bangs shut behind you, and as you depart you feel a tremor of disgust at yourself for leaving the elf within. But there are more important things at stake. 
 
    You look up to the main body of the castle, its towers and crenellations lit by the moon. Hiking up your belt, you make for the nearest door, the plants of the garden stirring but doing nothing to impede you. 
 
    You enter the castle, flinching as the heavy door booms shut behind you. You’re in. And away from the creeping greenery, you feel a little more confident. But only a little. Recalling Avora’s warning, you hasten your step, speeding up a set of stairs. Paintings line the way, their eyes seeming to follow you. You grip the hilt of your blessed sword tightly as you reach the third floor, your step slowing as you make your way through it. 
 
    It doesn’t take you long to find the hall with the carpet stained red as blood. At its end lies a large door, framed by a pair of burning candelabras. You walk slowly towards it, the hairs on the back of your neck prickle. Some instinct thrums through you. Warning you of what lies beyond. 
 
    With one hand you grip the doorknob. With the other, your grip the hilt of your sword, pulling it free, the blade glowing silver like moonlight as you turn the knob and step inside. 
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    Serve You with Her Pussy 
 
      
 
    You can’t tear your eyes off the buxom slut. True, she has the personality of a wet dishrag, but she’s got the body of a goddess. And not the modern kind who wear mostly robes and harp on about chastity and abstinence. This is a goddess that cavemen sculpted from rocks and beat off to. You’d have to be a eunuch to toss away this chance. 
 
    “There is one way,” you say, turning you chair, easing back so the prominent tent in your pants is more visible. 
 
    Bella blinks slowly. “Oh,” she says, lifting up her skirt. “Of course, master.” 
 
    Your eyes widen as, true to your expectation, she reveals she’s not wearing any panties. Her shaven pussy is a flush pink, contrasting sharply with her pale skin. 
 
    “Does this please you master?” 
 
    “Very much,” you breathe. 
 
    “Thank you,” she says, lazily straddling your lap, making you hiss as her fingers wander down, undoing the laces of your trousers before freeing your throbbing manhood. You groan as she shifts forward, her rump presses down on your bulge. She rests her hands on your shoulders, her plush rump grinding on your cock. “I live to serve, master. And I would be only too happy to see you pleasured.” 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan. “That’s good to heeeear…” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” she says, grasps the front of her uniform, and tugs it down. 
 
    It doesn’t take much to free the melons of her shapely tits. They fairly bounce into the open, as luscious and tantalizing as you dreamed. The nipples pink nubs begging to be teased, the rest of those firm, pale orbs riveting your attention. 
 
    And your face, as a second later she wraps her arms around the back of your head and tugs you down into the valley of her tits. 
 
    You moan as she begins to rub herself atop your cock, stroking your shaft between her curvy asscheeks, your pre lubing her up until you’re twitching with arousal. “Would master like to fuck me?” she murmurs. 
 
    “Mrhmm,” you say into her tits. 
 
    “As master commands.” 
 
    Her hips move a little, allowing your cock to spring back up, tease the flower of her cunt, before she descends, sheathing you within her. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Oh fuck yes! 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan as her hips begin to work, riding her atop your throbbing cock. 
 
    “Ohhhh masterrrr,” she moans, for the first time showing some signs of life. Her arms tighten around your head, smothering you in those glorious orbs of her tits as she bounces on your lap, her velvety pussy massaging your throbbing cock. “Oh yes. Oh master yessss! Yesss! Please. Oh master. Please! Cum in me. Cum in my sweet pussy. Give me your cum. I need it. Oh master. Master! Yesssss!” 
 
    Far be it for you to deny her what she so clearly needs. You groan beneath her, bucking, panting, kissing and nibbling on her breasts and nipples, overcome with lust for this busty slut. Your orgasm is an explosion within you, your cock twitching as you pump your load deep into her squeezing cunt. 
 
    “Yes! Oh master! Yessss!” she screams, her voice ringing among the crystals of the chandelier and the empty spaces of the dining room. 
 
    She pulls your face from her tits. You gasp for air, head spinning from the intensity of your orgasm and the lack of oxygen. You look into her eyes and see them shining. Hungry. Then she pulls your face to hers, and punishes you with a kiss. 
 
    And oh, that is a wonderful kiss. 
 
    You moan beneath her as her hips keep working. Keep fucking you into her. She seems more eager. More alive with every spurt of your cum. You on the other hand are feeling Weaker. More malleable. And you don’t even realize it until you try and push her back, and realize you don’t have the strength. 
 
    You manage to break the kiss, panting, your lips so dry. “Bella. Bella, p-please. I can’t…” 
 
    “The flesh is weak, master,” she says, licking her red lips. Redder than your recall, her cheeks flushed with vitality. “But the spirit is strong.” 
 
    For the first time you see not just eagerness in her eyes, but hunger. The hunger of the predator before the prey. The realization hits you the same time as your latest orgasm, and you moan, again cumming in her. Again devoured by her cunt. Sucked into her depths. 
 
    She kisses you again, and you can’t stop her. Can’t stop her fucking you. Riding you. Feeding on your seed and your strength, your muscles shrinking. Your skin growing thin and papery. 
 
    At last, with a final spurt, you cum your last. You sag on the chair, little more than flesh and bone beneath the shapely maid, her curves even more pronounced, glutted on your lifeforce. Bella leans back, letting out a contented sigh as she feels your withered prick slide from her slickened folds. 
 
    “Oh thank you, master,” she giggles, eyes bright. “Thank you so much…” 
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    You step slowly into a midnight room. The glow of your sword washes over drapes of sable black drawn shut against the windows. Richly appointed furnishing dot the room, all carrying that grim pallor of great age. Closets loom high in corners, and as you move your sword slowly about, it shines off something in one of the chairs. You recoil at the sight of the pale man slumped in a chair, his head tilted back, two puncture wounds in his throat. Dead, but the rictus of an ecstatic end paints his sunken features. 
 
    As you stare at the corpse, you hear a creak, and swing your sword about. 
 
    The glow of your blade washes over a massive postered bed. The curtains are semitransparent, but there doesn’t seem to be anyone inside. No. Instead, the creak came to the right, where a coffin rests on the floor, the lid groaning open. 
 
    You take a step back as what could only be Lady Reiss rises, leisurely climbing into the open air. She’s pale as moonlight and near as beautiful. Hair as black as bat wings cascades over her shoulders. Her lips are painted a deep red, parted just enough to reveal the gleam of pearly fang. Her night clothes are diaphanous white silk that flutters around her like a funeral shroud, and does nothing to hide the well-proportioned breasts and long legs, the gash of her cunny just visible, as is the tattoo of dark wings and thorns. She’s slim rather than shapely, but doesn’t lack for curves, and when her eyes open, they are red as fresh spilled blood. 
 
    “Well well,” Elizabeth Reiss says as she spots you. “And what are you doing here? Not that I really need to ask,” she adds, glancing at your blade. “You do realize you need a stake do kill me, yes?” 
 
    You grip the sword with both hands, feeling your spine tingle from the lyrical purr of her voice. You feel more like you’re facing down a jungle cat than a slim woman in silks. She has all the coiled danger of a predator, and you trust your instincts not to take your eyes off her. 
 
    “I’m… I’m not here to slay you,” you say. 
 
    “Really? That would be a first,” she observes with a haughty smirk. 
 
    “I’m here to destroy the witch’s curse on you.” 
 
    This time she does laugh. “Oh really? With that,” she says, pointing at your blade. “Oh please. I haven’t lived as long as I have by being a fool. I suppose next you’ll say you climbed the tower looking for your lady love?” 
 
    “Well, I mean…” 
 
    “How amusing,” she says, stepping out of her coffin, facing you down with a smirk. “I would love to play with you, little man. But I fear I’ve been sleeping some time, and am simply dying of thirst. And I must say,” she adds, looking you up and down. “You look simply delicious.” 
 
    You feel considerably less keen than her, seeing as she’s eyeing you more like a piece of meat in a bitcher’s window than an opponent. Looks like it’s time to see if you’ve got what it takes to take on the undead. 
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    Harvest Her with Your Mouth 
 
      
 
    That you’re horrified would be an understatement. 
 
    That you’re turned on would also be one. 
 
    You stare at the elf in her flowery bindings, her breasts so swollen with sap you can fairly hear them slosh as she moves in the vines, moaning softly as the one stuffing her slick cunny slowly moves in and out of her. You swallow hard and get the bucket, bringing it to her, setting it in the hollow where the odd droplet of sap leaks down from her budding nipples. 
 
    Your hands tease up to her fat breasts, stroking those plump orbs with feather-light touches. The elf gasps, moans softly, her head rising and lashes fluttering. You shiver at the sight of the vine within her pussy sliding in and out. The vines around her arms slithering tighter about her like the sleeping coils of some great serpent. 
 
    “Mmmnnn,” she moans, softly, her glistening lips shining in the pale moonlight. 
 
    It feels like you stand in another world as you gently pump her tits. Massaging them. Admiring how full they are as your fingers glide over her green tinted orbs, stroking her nipples until she whimpers and moans, leaking her rich cream until it splatters in the bucket. That sap. That wonderful thick sap… 
 
    You catch yourself leaning forward towards those buxom tits, your lips parted, your hot breath grazing her dripping nipples until they twitch and she whimpers. A soft, needy sound that makes you tremble. Oh you shouldn’t. You really shouldn’t. 
 
    And yet, you do. Leaning in closer, and letting your lips delicately close on that bud. 
 
    “Ooooooh,” she moans as you gently suck. 
 
    “Oh my,” Avora says, amusement heavy in her voice. 
 
    You pay her little heed. How could you when the plump nipple fills your lips. As you suck, tasting her rich, thick sap. The taste is bitter at first, but turns sweet swiftly. Warm and heavy, it oozes down your throat and into your stomach, making your ass tighten and cock swell against your pants. 
 
    “Ohhhh,” she moans again, a whimper of blessed relief, her breasts heaving as you suckle. As you drink. As you moan and gasp. 
 
    Warmth fills you. Swells within you. Sweet, heady desire. Your cock hardens further. You can’t think. Can only suck. And suck. And suckle like a needy slut. 
 
    “Well, this is a surprise. But hardly an unpleasant one,” Avora says, her voice so near you flinch. “But maybe it shouldn’t be. After all, what man could resist such a lovely specimen?” 
 
    You whimper as you feel her hand on the front of your pants, stroking your bulge. Her fingers twine in the laces and tug them open, and you gasp as your cock swells free. Oh gods. You feel so heavy. Engorged. You steal a glance down and stare, dumbstruck. 
 
    You’ve always considered yourself well endowed. But right now your cock looks absolutely swollen! The veins that thump along your length seem curiously green, almost glowing. And your balls are absolutely huge. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Avora purrs, her free hand running along your shaft, and just that touch threatens to send you to your knees, your cock so unbelievably sensitive it’s all your shaking legs can do to keep you standing upright. Her thumb teases the tip of your cock, gathering up a dollop of your pre. She rubs it between her thumb and forefinger, feeling the syrupy thickness of your cum. “Such an interesting effect.” 
 
    You gasp. Your head spinning. Confusion thumps through your head and body. But you haven’t stopped sucking. Haven’t stopped drinking from the elf’s fat breasts. And with every suckle of her cream your cock seems to grow bigger. Heavier. Thicker. 
 
    “We’d best take care of that. Shouldn’t we?” Avora murmurs. 
 
    You whimper as the vines around the elf shift. As they stretch down and wrap gently around your arms and waist. You never even think to resist them. Especially when one of those flowers rise up, its pink petals closing around your manhood. 
 
    And suck. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” you moan, thoughts blasted to oblivion by the sweet swell of orgasm. One that never seems to end. You moan and buck, your cock feeding your sweet nectar into the flower. Bulges swelling down the stamen and into the roots as you cum and cum and cum. And endless orgasm far beyond anything you’ve ever known. 
 
    Avora smirks as you’re lifted limply into the tangle of the vines, gathered up next to the elf, she shifted to allow you unrestricted access to her breast as you keep drinking. As the flower keep sucking your swollen cock. 
 
    “I do love botany,” Avora says as you moan, your mind blanking in the sweet fog of endless pleasure, your moans joining the elf in mindless bliss. 
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    Tapping the Sap 
 
      
 
    Pleasure blooms through you. 
 
    But that’s not uncommon. Pleasure is all you’ve ever known. 
 
    But this time it’s different. Sweeter. Stronger. 
 
    “Quite the catch, Avora.” 
 
    Your eyes flutter open just a bit. You look down from your prison among the vines, hanging limp and soft. You look down without comprehension at the floor of the greenhouse, and the two figures there. One is more familiar, her white lab coat distinct, her smirk amused. But the other is different. She stands tall, paler than the moon, her eyes so deep your helpless mind instantly falls into them. Lustrous dark hair frame her face and a ballgown that only seems to emphasize her pale breasts and slender figure draping her. 
 
    “It was amazing really. He simply gave in on his own. Couldn’t quite help himself from enjoying the fruit of the garden.” 
 
    The pale woman smirks, and you see a hint of pearly fangs. Some memory stirs deep within you. A sense of purpose. Of danger. But…but it’s so hard to think with the flower gently sucking you. With your beloved’s nipple in your mouth and nectar drooling onto your palate. 
 
    “So I see. To think he managed to climb this high.” 
 
    Avora shrugs. “Even fools manage something.” 
 
    “Too true.” 
 
    The pale woman approaches, her gown swirling about her. You moan weakly as the flower at your cock pulls away, leaving your swollen member exposed, its colour a livid green. 
 
    The vampire smirks, her finger running along the underside of your cock, making you dribble pre and quiver with desire. “Not bad at all.” 
 
    Her dark eyes meet yours. She smirks, then leans in and takes the tip of your cock between her lips. 
 
    “Oooooooh!” you moan as her soft lips stroke your shaft. You shudder as you cum, pumping your thick sap in a steady stream into her mouth. The vampire moans softly as she drinks you, her hands running up and down your needy cock, your cum flowing freely into her hungry mouth. 
 
    You moan as weakness washes over you in a wave, your vitality sapped by the hunger of the vampire. Even as you weaken, she grows bigger. Stronger. Her breasts swell against the tightness of her corset. Her figure strains within her attire. 
 
    “Madam? You’d best stop, or there won’t be anything left to drink,” Avora says. 
 
    The vampiress suddenly releases your cock, gasping, wiping her lips. “Oh. Yes, good point,” she says. She stands, stepping back from you. You sag in the vines, whimpering and weak. The vampiress looks over herself, lifting her arm and admiring her hands and the strength in her arms. “Remarkable.” 
 
    “Glad you think so,” Avora says. 
 
    “I’m sure you are,” the pale woman chuckles. She glances at you, smirking. “Mmm. Make sure he gets whatever he needs. I think I’ve found my new favorite food.” 
 
    Her tongue slithers over her lips, and you shiver with a strange dread and excitement. But even as you do, the flower attaches itself once more to your cock, and with a throaty moan you sink anew into the blessed fog of pleasure as the flower gently sucks you, drowning your mind once more in pleasure, the trickle of your cum feeding it anew. 
 
    In time, you’ll grow in strength again, but it’ll never be for you, for the vampiress will come often to feed, guzzling your heavy seed, switching out between you and the elf when she wishes. The rest of your existence will be so. Merely a thrall. A tankard of essence to be tapped at your mistress’s demand. 
 
    But your mind is far from such things. Drowned in the pleasure of submission, you’ll never have a chance to regret your fate. All you’ll ever know is pleasure and the greenhouse, for you’ll never leave again. 
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    Try and Free the Flower 
 
      
 
    You look at Avora. “So, I just need to milk her, and you’ll tell me how to reach the vampire?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “I see. Oh, hey! Will you look at that.” 
 
    In the second it took Avora to turn and look back you’ve drawn your sword. She hears the steel clear the scabbard and spins back towards you. She hisses. 
 
    “Should have known you’d be a fool and hey!” she yelps, jumping back as your glowing sword nearly takes her head off. “Asshole!” 
 
    The vines and trees around you whisper and hiss with her agitation. Behind the botanical bitch rise the lurking vines and twisting roots of her plants. Her eyes glow green in the gloom and she jerks her head towards you. 
 
    You don’t like your odds if you give her long enough to summon more of the foliage to her aid. You dash towards her, ducking a swinging vine, slashing through another. You’re an inch from her when a root twists around your arm, yanking you back. You yelp. Swing. Miss her. 
 
    But behead the flower she keeps in her pot. 
 
    The vines freeze in the air. Avora stares at the flower in horror. “No,” she whispers. 
 
    You glance about uncertainly. “Um.” 
 
    “No. Nonononononoooooooo!” Avora screams. Your jaw drops as her skin withers like a leaf in autumn, her skin growing papery and brown. She shrivels into herself, doubling over, the roots crawling up her arms from the pot swelling, pulsing momentarily with a sickly green glow before they too grow brittle. 
 
    You stare at the wrinkled husk that had been the arborist. “…Huh,” you say. 
 
    Vines and leaves rustle as they draw back into themselves, gathering in clumps of foliage, stilling once more. Even the one that held your arm slinks back like a shamefaced snake to hang limply from the tree, whatever spell that animated them as dead as Avora. 
 
    You nudge the wrinkled husk of Avora with a foot, then turn your attention to more immediate problems. The elf still sags from the tree, but the vine fucking her has slowed and stilled. You swallow, more than a little distracted by the ample swells of her breasts as you slowly approach. Your blade flashes as you cut the vines binding her, catching her as she falls from her prison, the vine within her cunt schlurping from her as you pull her back and lay her down on the ground. 
 
    You stand, looking down at the insensate elf. Well… now what? Are you supposed to kiss her? You seem to recall certain stories saying a kiss would awaken a sleeping princess. But you remember some other stories saying she woke up by being fucked by the prince. 
 
    Fortunately, before any questions of consent or the lack thereof can be raised, the elf stirs, moaning softly. Her eyes flutter open and she looks blankly at you. “Wh… what…?” 
 
    “Arthur,” you say, extending a hand. “I saved you.” 
 
    “Saved…” she murmurs, taking your hand and letting you pull her into a sitting position. She looks about the greenhouse blankly, but when she sees the prison of vines you so recently freed her from recognition flickers in her eyes. “Gods,” she breathes, her head twisting about in a sudden panic. “Avora! Where is…” 
 
    “Um, there,” you say, pointing your sword at the withered husk that was the botanist. 
 
    The elf stared at the corpse with grim satisfaction. “Good,” she said. “Ziana Elderwood.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you,” you say, pulling her to her feet. She staggers a bit before straightening, grimacing down at her engorged tits. 
 
    “These may take some getting used to,” she mutters, hefting the swollen orbs of her breasts. 
 
    “Uh…yeah,” you say, flushing a little at her green tinted teats. “Um, do you need a shirt or… something?” 
 
    “No,” she says. “Why?” Her brow knits and she plants her hands on her hips, thrusting out her ample chest, her ludicrous tits bouncing at the motion. “Has what’s been done to me offend you?” 
 
    “No! No, I was just… uh, thinking that you might be shy. You know. Being naked and all.” 
 
    She sniffs in amusement. “You humans and your quaint little prudishness. I have no shame in my body, even if some others might,” she says, crossing her arms under her swollen tits. 
 
    “Um. Okay, gotcha. Well, if uh, you’re gonna be okay, I better get going.” 
 
    “Going? Going where?” she demands. 
 
    “It’s… it’s this whole thing. Gotta find the vampire. Slay her. Climb the tower. That old song and dance.” 
 
    “The vampire?” the elf says, her ears twitching. “You’re here to kill her?” 
 
    “Ideally. But that might be problematic. I don’t know where she is in this forsaken castle…” 
 
    The elf purses her lips. “Perhaps I can help you.” 
 
    “Sorry?” 
 
    She turns, seeming to ignore you as she grabs one of the waiting buckets. She plunks it down, the metal banging on the table. “The vampiress is quick and powerful. You will not be able to best her in a fair fight.” 
 
    “I can do unfair,” you say. 
 
    “Good. Then maybe you are not a complete fool. The creature is a monster, but she hungers always. So you must distract her with something she will want even more than your blood.” 
 
    “There’s such a thing?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” the elf said, hefting her swollen breasts over the bucket. “There is.” 
 
    Your jaw slowly drops as the elf massages her engorged tits together. She moans softly, her fingers teasing along her pale flesh, flicking the budding nubs of her puffy nipples. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” 
 
    “Uh… What are you…” 
 
    “Don’t… ah… just stand there. Help me!” 
 
    You jump, but belatedly hurry to her side and lend a hand. Or, rather, two hands, reaching around her front, cupping her budding tits and massaging those firm, pliable orbs. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” she moans, her breath hitching, tits heaving as you and she work her breasts together, pumping them with a single-minded purpose that makes you very aware of how her ass presses against your lap. 
 
    “Oh. Oh! Yes. Yes! Yesssss!” Ziana cries as thick sap bursts from her nipples, oozing into the bucket like honey. You swallow thickly as you continue to milk her plump tits, the elf moaning, head thrown back, her hair in your face as she grinds her ass against your lap. 
 
    Panting, she pushes your arms off her tits. You snatch your hands away, taking a step back as she recovers. At last, the elf picks up the bucket, and with shaking hands fills a bottle. “H-here,” she says, screwing the sprayer onto the bottle and handing it to you. “Hit her with this, and she’ll be so drunk on the essence of life she’ll be easy prey for your blade.” 
 
    “Huh?” you say, still a little flabbergasted by what just happened. 
 
    The elf sighs, scooting her bum against the table to support her shaking legs. “The vampire has been sucking my essence for years. But she’s needed to dilute it first, or else she’d be utterly overcome with its intensity.” 
 
    You take a look at the spray bottle. “I see… So, if I spray her with this, then…” 
 
    She shrugs. “I don’t know. I’ve never seen her try and drink it directly. Or what effect it might have on her if used like that. But regardless, it will surely give you a better chance than rushing in there with sword drawn.” 
 
    “Speaking of,” you say, holstering the spray bottle on your belt. “Do you know where her chamber is?” 
 
    The elf smiles bitterly. “Only too well,” she says. “I came here to slay the bitch.” 
 
    “Right,” you say, your eyes once more drawn to her swollen tits and gaping pussy. “Guess that didn’t go so well.” 
 
    “No. It did not. So I hope yours has a better result,” the elf says icily. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    She waves a hand. “Forget about it.” She points at the western wall of the greenhouse. “Across the gardens is a door. Through that, you will find a set of stairs. Climb to the third floor. There will be a hall with a long red carpet. At the end of it lies Lady Reiss’s chambers. I wish you the best of luck, mortal. I know you’re going to need it.” 
 
    “Thanks,” you say. “Really. I appreciate it.” 
 
    A ghost of a smile teases on her lips. “You’re welcome, morta… I mean, Arthur. Truly, I wish you the best, and hope we meet again under less… trying circumstances.” 
 
    You force your eyes not to wander to the proud bounce of her tits. “Um, same. Thanks.” 
 
    You leave her, pushing through the greenhouse doors and back into the garden. Gloom crowds the foliage, but the menace which once stirred the beds us absent, having died with Avora if you were to guess. Some heavy wooden doors await where Ziana had indicated, and you open them with a creak that makes you wince. 
 
    You enter the castle, flinching as the heavy door booms shut behind you. You’re in. And away from the creeping greenery, you feel a little more confident. But only a little. Recalling Avora’s warning, you hasten your step, speeding up a set of stairs. Paintings line the way, their eyes seeming to follow you. You grip the hilt of your blessed sword tightly as you reach the third floor, your step slowing as you make your way through it. 
 
    It doesn’t take you long to find the hall with the carpet stained red as blood. At its end lies a large door, framed by a pair of burning candelabras. You walk slowly towards it, the hairs on the back of your neck prickle. Some instinct thrums through you. Warning you of what lies beyond. 
 
    With one hand you grip the doorknob. With the other, your grip the hilt of your sword, pulling it free, the blade glowing silver like moonlight as you turn the knob and step inside. 
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    Lair of the Vampire 
 
      
 
    You step slowly into a midnight room. The glow of your sword washes over drapes of sable black drawn shut against the windows. Richly appointed furnishing dot the room, all carrying that grim pallor of great age. Closets loom high in corners, and as you move your sword slowly about, it illuminates something in one of the chairs. You recoil at the sight of the pale man slumped in a chair, his head tilted back, two puncture wounds in his throat. Dead, but the rictus of ecstatic death paints his features. 
 
    As you stare at the corpse, you hear a creak, and swing your sword about. 
 
    The glow of your blade washes over a massive postered bed. The curtains are semitransparent, but there doesn’t seem to be anyone inside. No. Instead, the creak came to the right, where a coffin rests on the floor, the lid groaning open. 
 
    You take a step back as what could only be Lady Reiss rises, leisurely climbing from her coffin. She’s pale as moonlight and near as beautiful. Hair as black as bat wings cascade over her shoulders. Her lips are painted a similar shade, parted just enough to reveal the gleam of pearly fang. Her night clothes are diaphanous white silk that flutters around her like a funeral shroud, and does nothing to hide the well-proportioned breasts and long legs, the gash of her cunny just visible, as is the tattoo of dark wings and thorns. She’s slim rather than shapely, but doesn’t lack for curves, and when her eyes open, they are red as fresh spilled blood. 
 
    “Well well,” Elizabeth Reiss says as she spots you. “And what are you doing here? Not that I really need to ask,” she adds, glancing at your blade. “You do realize you need a stake do kill me, yes?” 
 
    You grip the sword with both hands, feeling your spine tingle from the lyrical purr of her voice. You feel more like you’re facing down a jungle cat than a slim woman in silks. She has all the coiled danger of a predator, and you trust your instincts not to take your eyes off her. 
 
    “I’m… I’m not here to slay you,” you say. 
 
    “Really? That would be a first,” she observes with a haughty smirk. 
 
    “I’m here to destroy the witch’s curse on you.” 
 
    This time she does laugh. “Oh really? With that,” she says, pointing at your blade. “Please. I haven’t lived as long as I have by being a fool. I suppose next you’ll say you climbed the tower looking for your lady love?” 
 
    “Well, I mean…” 
 
    “How amusing,” she says, stepping out of her coffin, facing you down with a smirk. “I would love to play with you, little man. But I fear I’ve been sleeping some time, and am simply dying of thirst. And I must say,” she adds, looking you up and down. “You look simply delicious.” 
 
    You feel considerably less keen than her, seeing as she’s eyeing you more like a piece of meat in a butcher’s window than an opponent. Looks like it’s time to see if you’ve got what it takes to take on the undead. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    She just woke up, so maybe she’s still weak. You lunge, holy blade burning. 
 
    She is not. 
 
    She moves like lightning, twisting out of the way, her body streaking through the air. Your eyes widen as your sword plunged into a very expensive looking sofa. Even as you try and yank the sword back you feel her grab your head and wrench it aside with unholy strength, baring your throat. 
 
    “Yum,” she hisses, and plunges her fangs into you. 
 
    “Gnnn!” you gasp, stiffening. You shudder as you feel her feed, sucking the warmth of life out through your neck. Your legs wobble, nerveless, and you topple into her arms. 
 
    The lady Reiss eases you onto the bed, stretching out alongside you, continuing to feed, sucking away at your blessed life. Your skin turns ashen grey. Deathly cold numbs your limbs, your eyes slowly rolling back in hollow sockets. 
 
    The vampire pulls back with a gasp of sated hunger, licking her lips as she looks down at your wasted corpse. 
 
    “Mmm. Delicious,” she purrs. 
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    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    You’ve never faced a vampire before. You have no idea what she can do, which means that your best bet is to use the unexpected. And wouldn’t you know it. You have just the thing. You tense, facing off with the vampire and reach for your belt. You grab the pink potion, popping the cap and downing the sweet brew. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan as your body changes, your chest expanding in a pair of plump, shirt straining tits. Your ass swelling to fill your pants even as the rest of your legs grow slimmer, your features softer, your cock shrinking, inverting into a glistening pussy. 
 
    You pant, swaying where you stand a moment while the vampiress stares at you in shock. 
 
    But she recovers fast, grinning, baring her hungry fangs. “My,” she says, stalking towards you. “Isn’t this a change for the better.” 
 
    “S-stay back!” you gasp, swinging your sword at her. 
 
    Contemptuously she slaps the sword out of you hand, sending it flying. 
 
    “Look into my eyes.” 
 
    Before you can catch yourself you do, gazing into her piercing red eyes. They catch you. Hold you. Your vision swims, but those eyes remain fixed. Staring at you. Through you. The fear of a rabbit before the adder turning your muscles to mush. 
 
    “Look deeply, my dear,” she breathes. “Feel yourself… give in…” 
 
    “N-no,” you whimper, even as your body betrays you. The strength bleeding from your limbs. You sway and she catches you, easing you down onto the bed, climbing above you. She smirks, stroking your trembling cheek with a pale finger. 
 
    “Such a beauty,” she breathes. “It would be a crime to simply drain you.” 
 
    “P-please,” you murmur. “Don’t… kill me…” 
 
    “Kill you?” She clucks her tongue. “Oh my dear. That will only be the beginning. I promise you.” 
 
    She leans down, kissing you. You gasp beneath the power of her lips, your heart thumping, echoing in your ears. She breaks the kiss, licks her lips. 
 
    Delicately moves your head aside. 
 
    You moan as her tongue slides along your throat, tasting you. Feeling the throbbing vein that awaits her. She hums, leans in. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp as her fangs pierce you. But the pain lasts only an instant. And in its place washes a heady bliss. A numbness that flows through your every limb, surrendering you to the vampire’s kiss. 
 
    Your head is foggy. Your eyes lidded, your ample chest slowing its steady rise and fall. You’re on the edge of consciousness when she delicately pulls back, licking her red stained lips. 
 
    “Not yet, my dear,” she breathes, reaching down, teasing open the laces of your pants. “We want this to be an experience. One you’ll never forget.” 
 
    You whimper, but are helpless to stop her. Even if you wanted to. And somehow, you realize you don’t want her to stop. It just feels so good. So wonderful to let her do whatever she wants to you. 
 
    Like open your pants. 
 
    Like letting her finger glide along your new cunny. 
 
    Like moaning for her. 
 
    Whimpering for her. 
 
    Gasping with pleasure. 
 
    “Do you enjoy that, kitten?” the vampire says teasingly. “Oh, I hope you don’t mind the little nickname. It’s just that you’re weak as one. And mewling so adorably.” 
 
    “Mmmmm,” you moan, hips feebly twitching. 
 
    “Don’t worry, kitten,” she breathes, her finger gliding into you. Making you gasp, keen. “You won’t need to worry about anything ever again. Mistress is here. And mistress so loves to hear kitten purr.” 
 
    Her words tease along your flesh like spidery touches. The hairs of your body rise. Tingling with awareness of her. Of all that she’s doing. Pleasure aches through you with every pound of your heart. 
 
    “Cum for me,” she purrs. 
 
    Her plunging fingers drive you over the edge, and with a soft cry of sweetest surrender you cum, twitching beneath her plunging fingers. 
 
    Her lips suddenly meet yours, kissing you with a passion that belies her pale features. You gasp, tasting the hot iron of blood as it oozes into your mouth. 
 
    She pulls back, looking down at you with a smile. “The blood kiss, beloved,” she purrs as darkness crowds your vision. “Don’t worry. Death is only the beginning.” 
 
    The last thing you see is her bending to your throat again, and the cold numbness of death shrouds you in oblivion. 
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    Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    You’ve faced a number of monster girls by now, but none save maybe the lamia have held such predatory menace. 
 
    And you’re no fool. You’ve heard about the power of a vampire. Inhuman strength and speed, along with a bevy of supernatural powers that chill the soul. You’ll not triumph over this creature with force of arms, and she’s too smart to fall for a clever ploy. 
 
    So, perhaps it’s time to fight fire with fire. 
 
    Monster with monster. 
 
    Your hand darts to your belt, yanks the swirling green potion free. Elizabeth frowns as you pop the cap and take a drink. “What are you-“ 
 
    “Gaaaaaah!” you scream in agony. She jumps, startled as your body changes, your back arching, your fingers lengthening into long, savage claws. Your clothes melt into your skin as dark fur bursts across your frame. As your face elongates into a snarling muzzle. As your arms and legs swell with bestial strength and your cock tapers to a canine tip even as it swells to a new girth. 
 
    For the first time since she rose from her coffin, Elizabeth looks uncertain. She takes a wary step back as you throw back your head and howl like the wolfman you are. 
 
    “Oh my,” she breathes. 
 
    Your ears twitch. Your head swivel towards her, your eyes golden as the harvest moon. Her eyebrows shoot up as, with a snarl, you lunge for her. 
 
    She throws herself back, narrowly avoiding your claws. She soars through the air, landing on the wall like a spider. She bares her fangs, hisses at you. 
 
    “Filthy cur! You dare to… uh oh.” 
 
    The last comes just before a scream of surprise as you hurl yourself after her. She tries to kick off the wall again but you grab her leg in a massive paw. She squeals in surprise as you spin her in the air, your bulk keeping her from lifting you off the ground, your hand holding her pale ankle tight. 
 
    “Stooooop iiiiiiiiit!” the vampire screams as you whirl her in the air like a bolo. “Iiiiiiii’m gooooooiiiingg tooooo beeeee siiiiiiick!” 
 
    You snarl and suddenly release her. She slams into the bed with an audible oof, dazed from the impact, if uninjured. You seize the moment, snatching up your sword again and bounding onto the bed, looming over her, blessed blade in hand. 
 
    She looks up, panting, her filmy gown in disarray, revealing her pale thighs and shaven mons topped with the witch’s brand, a tear in the fabric revealing a pale breast and dark nipple. 
 
    You pause, hesitating, your swollen red cock twitching with the carnal scene beneath you. Instinct and feral lust warring with your human mind and knowledge of what you must do. 
 
    Elizabeth sense your hesitation. Her red eyes grow lidded, smoky. “Yes,” she breathes, her hands moving over her, one cupping a pale breast. Another sliding between her thighs, finger gliding along her pale cunny. “Take me…” 
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    Spray Bottle 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, about that. I actually have something for you,” you say. 
 
    Her eyebrow arches. “What?” 
 
    You draw the spray bottle and spurt a fine mist into her face. The vampiress twitches back, her face shining with droplets like morning dew. “Pfff! What was… oh…” 
 
    She sways a little on her feet, blinking rapidly. “What… what did you…” 
 
    You advance as she retreats, squirting another mist of Ziana’s syrupy essence into the vampire’s face. Elizabeth’s tongue flicks, tasting the shining syrup, her whole body shuddering in delight. “Oh…” she whispers hotly. “Oooooh…” 
 
    You continue squirting, but the vampire doesn’t pull back anymore. She sways drunkenly as you spray her until the bottle squirts only a few drops. 
 
    Empty. 
 
    “Wash…” Elizabeth moans. “Wash in… that schtuff…” 
 
    “Ziana’s parting gift,” you say. 
 
    “Oh yesh,” the vampire slurs, smiling drunkenly. “She had shush… nishe breashtsh…” 
 
    “She does at that,” you say, drawing your glowing sword and plunging it into the vampire. 
 
    Elizabeth gasps, twitching as the holy blade plunges into her. Her eyes roll back and wisps of black smoke slither from between her lips, the mark upon her mons dissolving with the curse. She sways for a moment, then fall back onto the bed, your sword sliding out of her. 
 
    She hits the mattress heavily and lies there, moaning softly and twitching. You pull back your blade and sheathe it, letting out a relieved breath. You’d certainly hoped that would work, but you were a little hesitant all the same. “You um… Okay?” you ask. 
 
    “Yessssssh,” Elizabeth slurs, giggling drunkenly. 
 
    “Um, okay. Cool. And, where is the portal to the next floor?” 
 
    “Portal? Ohhhh. Yeaaaah. Portal. Ish… ish over there…” 
 
    Her arm flops weakly towards a large, elaborate wardrobe standing in the corner. The wood is black, and the filigree of cruel looking thorns inlaid within the wood. You approach it and open the doors slowly. Many a gown and fur lined cloak await within, but just beyond the racks of excessively opulent clothes you can make out a swirling portal awaiting. 
 
    “Ah, good. Thanks.” 
 
    “One hundred vialsh of blood on the wall. One hundred vialsh of blood! You take one down… um… pash it ‘round! Twenty seventess vialsh of blood on the wall!” 
 
    You shake your head as the vampire descends into a fit of drunken giggling, then moaning as plays with her breasts. You duck into the wardrobe and the gate waiting within, sucking in a sharp breath as the swirling portal shimmers around you. 
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    Bride of the Vampire 
 
      
 
    The hunter creeps through the darkness, his heart beating, beating, beating with sweet life. A dagger in his hand gleams as he scans the shadows of the castle and slips into the room. 
 
    He whirls as the curtains about the bed stir, and a figure sits up. His jaw grows slack as you slip out of the bed, parting the curtains with a smile. 
 
    You’re pale as moonlight but your lips are the brightest red. Filmy white garbs you, open at the front to reveal your large breasts and unshaven quim. Your hair tumbles in curls that catch the eye and stir with your lazy movements. 
 
    And your eyes, as red as your lips, as red as the blood that thumps in the intruder’s veins, captivate him. 
 
    “Don’t be afraid,” you whisper, gliding towards him, your feet barely seeming to touch the ground. “All is well. All is in hand…” 
 
    “Oh,” the hunter whimpers, shaking. His hand is on the long knife sheathed at his side, the blade half drawn, and yet he can’t seem to pull it free the rest of the way. “Oh…” 
 
    You smile, your red eyes holding him as you press near, your finger trailing down his leather armour. Down. Down his arm, gently unwinding his fingers from the knife, easing it up to grasp one of your full breasts. 
 
    “Ah,” you moan softly. 
 
    “Gods,” the hunter whimpers, even as his fingers sink into your luscious tit. Massaging it. Feeling how firm and malleable it is. 
 
    “Such a strong man,” you murmur, pressing against him further, your other hand stroking his bulge. “So fit. So handsome. So… vital…” 
 
    He whimpers. You can feel his horror. He knows what you are. He knows what he must do. But he’s helpless before your eyes. Your power. Your touch and your beauty. 
 
    “That’s right,” you murmur, hand gliding from his, to his neck. “Just…” Tilting his head, revealing his throat. “Relax…” 
 
    You lean in and bite down, your fangs piercing him. He groans, a sound of animal fear as you sup on his warm blood, drinking him hungrily. 
 
    He moans, growing limp in your grasp. You stroke him through his pants, thumb rubbing the tip of his cock through the rough fabric, making him pant and thrust weakly as you tease him faster. 
 
    Faster. 
 
    Faster. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” you moan as you suck him dry. As the colour drains from his face. As his hips twitch, bucking. When he cums, moaning, staining his pants with his pathetic orgasm, he dies. A blissful death. More than he could ever dream. More than he would have ever known if not for you. 
 
    “My. Someone’s having fun.” 
 
    You lift your face from your victim’s throat, licking your red lips, fairly vibrating with energy. 
 
    Elizabeth stands not far, done up in her dark gown, diamonds and sapphires gleaming like stars from her necklace and earrings. 
 
    “Mmm. So much,” you breathe, dropping the man’s corpse without a second thought. 
 
    She laughs. “I certainly hope so! I swear, the number of bodies that keep piling up, it’s becoming a travesty. Poor Bella has been digging graves every night it seems!” 
 
    You giggle. “Mmm. I’m sorry, Elizabeth. I just love it so much. And I’m always so very hungry.” 
 
    “Greedy thing,” the vampiress says, but her eyes are hot as she slowly crosses the room. 
 
    You smile, giggling softly as you stretch out your arms, wrapping them around her neck and pulling yourself against the pale beauty. “I am. Such a greedy little thing. I didn’t even leave any for you, my love.” 
 
    “Oh?” she says, arching an exquisite black eyebrow. “Did you think I enjoyed your sloppy seconds? How unsanitary.” 
 
    “I know. But I should have shared.” 
 
    “Well, there does appear to be a little lingering on those pretty lips, my kitten.” 
 
    “Oh?” you say, leaning closer, your soft lips tingling. “Then… perhaps I can still… share some…” 
 
    “Perhaps,” Elizabeth breathes, her lips an inch from yours. 
 
    You kiss passionately, your curves pressed against her slimmer but taller frame. The wispy white of your shroud molding against her dark gown. You moan and pant, still buzzing from your feeding, welcoming the kiss of the vampire queen, passionate and hungry as only a predator of the night knows how to be. 
 
    You break the kiss, panting. Lips humming with sensitivity. “My beloved.” 
 
    “Mmm,” Elizabeth hums, her hands sliding along your bum, tightening her grip on those plump orbs. “My kitten.” 
 
    Again you’re kissing. Her dark gown and your white flutter away, and both of you are naked. You move against each other. Kissing. Adoring. Stroking. Your back hits the bed. You squeak, falling into the warm embrace of those silken sheets. 
 
    You gasp, laughing as you look down at her as she craws between your legs, her eyes glowing hungrily, her sharp teeth bared in a hungry grin. “Oh. Oh, Elizabeth what… what are you dooooooh!” you moan as her red tongue gliding up your tender slit. 
 
    “What?” the vampire queen asks innocently, her tongue again dipping into your tender honeypot. “What am I doing, my dear?” 
 
    “Y-you’re… you’re… mnnnn!” 
 
    Elizabeth smirks. “I’ll need a straight answer, my dear,” she murmurs, again licking, grasping your thighs, holding them open as you reflexively try and close them around her head. “Please. Be honest. What am I doing?” 
 
    You whimper and groan in delight. Even after becoming a true vampire, you never could resist your sire. She’s always been just too much for you. Not that you mind. Some vampires live to dominate. For control. 
 
    You’re the opposite. You just adore giving in to your hungry lover. Surrendering with panting cries and whimpers. 
 
    “You’re… ooooh… you’re going to… to make me… mmmmm cummmm!” 
 
    You cry out, your orgasm rushing through you, the blood you’ve feasted on increasing the strength of it tenfold. You cry out, hips twitching as your juices flow freely from your pale, pink quim. 
 
    “Oh,” Elizabeth says, climbing onto the bed. Onto you. “Is that right? You really should have said something, my kitten. How am I supposed to help you if you don’t?” 
 
    You giggle, welcoming her kiss, tasting yourself on her tongue and lips. You move beneath her, stroking her thighs and hips as her leg presses between your own. As her hand reaches down and plays with your large teats, molding those firm orbs for her amusement. 
 
    “Mmm!” you moan. “Oh Elizabeth…” 
 
    “Hush. You’ve had far too much fun for yourself with those lips and tongue. Time to put them to better use.” 
 
    Your eyes shine as she climbs over you, straddling your head. “Oh yes belovemmmf!” 
 
    Elizabeth laughs as she muffles you with her muff, then moans as you eagerly begin to eat her out. “Ooooh yesssss! Right there, my kitten. Oh by the starless night yessssss!” 
 
    You hum beneath her, heavy and torpid with the blood you’ve drunk. Trapped beneath your sire, licking out her pussy, knowing that the rest of the night only has more in store. You never dreamed of becoming a vampire. A predator of the night. Yet your adventure brought you here, and so it ends. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    Your sword glows in your hand as you take in the vampiress, hesitant to make the first move. You’ve heard too often of the speed and strength of such a monster. Far better to react to her than charge blindly in. 
 
    But she isn’t moving much. Just standing there, smirking at you. Her red eyes glowing. 
 
    Glittering. 
 
    Shining like rubies. 
 
    “That sword looks so awfully heavy,” Elizabeth purrs. 
 
    “I-It’s not.” 
 
    “Oh? Are you sure?” 
 
    Your arm dips a little but you quickly recover. Yet your arm shakes, feeling the weight in that shining blade more acutely than before. 
 
    “Y-yes!” 
 
    “Only, you’ve been fighting for so long now. Haven’t you? Battling your way up through the tower. Goodness. You must be simply… exhausted…” 
 
    You stifle a yawn. Blink rapidly. She’s trying to distract you. Don’t let her! Just keep watching her. Watching her eyes. Those powerful eyes as they look at you. Through you. As if seeing past your clothes. Your skin. Past the thumping veins that weave through you. Looking to your pale bones beneath. 
 
    “So tired,” she whispers. 
 
    You don’t catch the yawn this time. 
 
    “So exhausted.” 
 
    Your muscles burn with the strain of holding up your sword. 
 
    “So very… very… weak…” 
 
    You hear a clatter and wonder what it was. Oh. It was your sword. You… you dropped it. Why did… how… You need that. You get down on your knees, fumbling for the hilt. Grasping it in fingers that ache with weariness. 
 
    A pale foot plants itself on the blade. You look up slowly, tracing shapely thighs and gossamer gown, all the way to Elizabeth’s smirking face. Those eyes still glowing. Consuming. Sucking away all the strength in you. 
 
    “You don’t need that,” she says. 
 
    You don’t need it. 
 
    Your hands release the blade. 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    You shudder at those words. Words that seep through you like warm molasses. You stare into her eyes, helpless to do otherwise. 
 
    She’s smirking as she leans down, cups your cheeks in her hands. You stand, but it’s more like she’s lifting you than you’re rising of your own power. You can feel the strength in those hands. Those eyes. In her. Strength that makes your soul quail and heart beat faster, faster, faster like a kettle drum within your ribs. Of fear, yes. But more. Of anticipation. Of what’s to come. 
 
    She smirks. “Such a handsome young man. Be a shame to just kill you. Mnn. But a vampire? No no. Not that, I think. But don’t worry,” she adds, smiling, revealing her fangs. “I’ll find a use for you.” 
 
    You whimper. “Please…” 
 
    She ignores it, turns your head, and sinks her fangs into your neck. 
 
    You gasp, shuddering as you feel her bite. As your body quivers from the sensation of her drinking you. Sucking out your blood. Pleasure rolls through you in a wave of numbing cold, drowning you in sweet surrender. In glorious submission. You moan, knees buckling. She eases you against her, pressing you against her modest breasts as she drinks her fill. As darkness slowly fills your world. Sweet surrender. Wonderful end. 
 
    “No. Not death,” she purrs, licking your throat. “Not true death. I have uses for you still.” 
 
    You can only moan, knowing you can’t resist her. Already you feel the tendrils of her domination wrap around your mind. Your soul. Consuming you as she consumes your blood. 
 
    Enslaving you to vampire queen. 
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    Strike Her Down 
 
      
 
    The beast within you longs to fuck this infernal slut, but the feel of the sword in your hand wars with it. Are you a beast? Or a man? You feel like the question is tearing you apart. The sword burning in your paw. 
 
    With a roar more a scream than a howl you bring down the blade, plunging it into the vampire’s chest. 
 
    Elizabeth’s eyes shoot open. Her mouth falls in a moaning cry like fingernails on your soul, even as the dark tattoo above her mons dissipates into smoky tendrils, dissipating in the air. 
 
    She flops back onto the bed, still staring. You slump atop her, panting. You groan as the potion loses its effect. The fur receding into your skin. Your body shrinking to its human frame and clothes returning to form on you. You sway a little with the lingering feeling that it would be amazing to run in the woods and howl at the moon, but shake it off and look down at the motionless vampire. 
 
    “Oh, shit. Right,” you say, and yank the sword back out of her. 
 
    She gasps, bucking, her lashes fluttering rapidly with returning awareness. She looks down at herself in confusion. 
 
    “You okay?” you say. 
 
    “I’m… I’m fine,” Elizabeth says. “Better than… by the starless night,” she groans, slapping a hand over her face. “Was I really enthralled by that… that crone!” 
 
    “Um, yeah,” you say. 
 
    She moans. “How humiliating.” 
 
    “It happens,” you say, climbing off her and offering a hand. 
 
    She takes it, letting you help her stand. She sways a little once she’s regained her feet, but quickly regains her composure. She gives you an appraising glance, her eyes running up and down you in a way that makes you uncomfortable. Not the hunger of before, but something strange and unreadable. 
 
    “So…” you say. “There’s always a portal to the next floor in these things. Is there one here?” 
 
    “Hm? Oh. Yes. Of course. It’s just in the wardrobe.” 
 
    “You keep your portal in the wardrobe?” 
 
    She shrugs. “Where else am I supposed to put it? In a place of honour for that bitch Morgana?” 
 
    “Fair enough,” you say, walking towards said wardrobe. A massive thing of dark wood, the filigree looking like thorns inlaid over it. You grasp the handle. 
 
    “Although…” 
 
    You pause, glancing back warily. “Although?” 
 
    Elizabeth eyes you with her blood red eyes, slowly tapping her chin with a long, elegant finger. She smiles, showing her fangs. “There is an… alternative.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    Her smile widens and your eyes take her in. Even in rags she’s beautiful. Her pale skin and slender frame. Her striking eyes and long dark hair. There’s something so sinfully attractive about the danger she obviously presents. Like a beautifully crafted sword. She’s moving towards you and you snap back to the present, her every step long and luxurious, yet strangely sinuous and serpentine. 
 
    “Well,” she purrs, pressing herself against your chest, her finger playing up along your cheek. “Consider. Why go through all this further? What’s your reward at the end? Your bride? All well and good, but what happens after? A lifetime growing old. Rotting away. Your strength and looks fading to shrivelled wrinkles until you manage to die, gasping for breath, or shitting yourself from dysentery.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Or,” she purrs, capturing your face between her hands, forcing you to look at her, her red lips lifted in a smirk that makes your heart race. “What about… eternity?” 
 
    “E-eternity?” 
 
    “That’s right. Life unending. A life of pleasure. A life of power with me. Life…” she breathed, her hands gliding down your cheeks, your neck, resting on your chest. “As a vampire lord.” 
 
    “A what!” you yelp. 
 
    She smirks. “Surely you’ve thought of it,” she purrs. Her hands gliding lower. Lower. “Eternity of life. Never growing old. Never growing ill. To live forever.” 
 
    “By eating people hn!” 
 
    You suck in a breath as her hand glides over your bulge, stroking it. “Mmm. Not eating them… completely. Just drinking their blood. Just a bit. Enough to keep us going. Keep us living. Is it really so wrong?” 
 
    “I’m uh… pretty sure it’s… nnn… very wrong…” 
 
    “But it feels,” she breathes, her lips an inch from yours. “So right…” 
 
    You swallow thickly, looking down into her red eyes, burning with passion. With hunger. Her hand stroking your cock through your pants. Her naked curves so tantalizingly near. Would it… would it be so bad? 
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    Vampire on Werewolf Rutting 
 
      
 
    The sight of the vampire so clearly aching to be fucked overwhelms your tenuous self-control. You snarl, dropping your sword and grabbing her in your massive paws, pulling her up against your crotch. 
 
    Elizabeth’s eyes are glowing, her breath panting as she takes in your throbbing canine cock. She sneaks a peak at your face, smirking as her slim fingers move up your shaft. “Mmm. How impressive. Such a beast is worthy of mmph!” 
 
    Growing tired of her talking, you shove her face against your fuzzy balls. She gasps, your musk sucked into her lungs. Her breathing deepens, her eyes growing lidded with desire as her hands continue to stroke you. Admiring you massive cock, her face nuzzling your massive prick. “Oh yes…” she purrs, moaning as her tongue glides up your cock. 
 
    You growl, low and deep. A hungry sound that makes her shiver in desire for more of you. More than a taste for sure. Her lips open and she takes the tapering tip of your shaft between her lips, bobbing adoringly. The sight of this proud monster on her knees for you, her mouth filled with your cock, makes you twitch and pant. Your hand pushes her face down, a motion so filled with power, with ownership that she moans. 
 
    You’re pleased at how quickly she’s accepted her place. Usually it takes proud bitches longer to learn that they should submit to their alpha’s cock. For an instant you wonder where that idea came from, but then the vampire’s lips tease the head of your cock before plunging down, and all thoughts are buried in a wave of warm pleasure. 
 
    “Rrrrr,” you groan, driving her down on your shaft. She tries. Gods but she tries, but you’re far too big for her mouth alone. Her hands glide up and down what she can’t fit into her mouth, worshipping the immensity of your manhood. Her moans vibrating through you as you lazily plunge your shaft in and out of her hot mouth. Growling. Moaning in naked pleasure. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Elizabeth moans as she lathes your cock, her lidded eyes watching your face, her hot breath tingling on your shaft. 
 
    With such eager attention, it’s inevitable that you cum. And when you do it positively fountains into her hot mouth, pulsing with hot bursts of your seed. Elizabeth’s eyes widen as she takes the first, but soon she’s forced to pull off your cock, gasping as ropes of your cum paint her tits and the rags that garb her. 
 
    As she sits before you, dazed with the musk of your cum and the force of your orgasm, painted in your virile seed, you growl, your cock still so hard. You turn her around and push her face down into the bed. She gasps, her ass high as your cock rubs against the slick lips of her labia. 
 
    “By the starless night,” she moans, her pussy warm unlike the rest of her, twitching as your cock strokes against her. “Please. Give it to me.” 
 
    “Yes,” you snarl. “I fuck!” 
 
    You push forward, impaling her on your shaft. Her head jerks back, eyes widening in shock. Her mouth opens in a scream of delight as your thick cock fills her, the heat of your shaft pulsing through her cold pussy. You groan, one hand pushing her head down into the bed, the other gripping her pale hip with bestial might as you begin to pound into her, stuffing her tight cunny with inch after inch of powerful wolf cock. 
 
    “Yessssss!” she moans. “Yes!” Fuck me! Mount me! Oh yes. Yes! Fuck my undead cunt! Breed me, beast. Breed your bitch!” 
 
    “I fuck!” you roar, pounding her, furry hips slapping off her rapidly reddening bum, your thick chest heaving, heavy muscles flexing with every pump of your hips. “I fuck slut!” 
 
    “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck your bitch! Yesssss!” 
 
    Her cry comes at the crescendo of her pleasure, her depths tightening around your shaft in her orgasm, her wail of pleasure so at odds with her serene confidence and power when you first arrived. You throw back your head and howl, stuffing her with another stroke of your cock as you cum. 
 
    What feels like gallons of your thick spooge pulses into her eager pussy, stuffing her with your seed. She moans, trembling around you, biting her lower lip as you stuff her with your feral seed. Her ass twitches with every pulse of your cock, your cum overflowing from her, dripping onto the bed. 
 
    With a low grunt you withdraw from her twitching pussy. Elizabeth moans, her eyes spinning with the force of her breeding. 
 
    You grunt in satisfaction. She was easy, for sure. She’ll make a good bitch, although her womb is barren. You can’t breed her, but she’ll be useful for when you need something to fuck. 
 
    And besides, there’s sure to be others you can breed within the castle. Or that will come through the various portals. You flex, stretching with a grunt as you slide your cock once more into Elizabeth, making the poor slut moan. You smirk. If she thought she’s getting out of this without a good, thorough fucking she’s been badly mistaken. By the time you’re done, she’ll be nothing more than your musk addicted slut. Always ready to bend over and take your cock. 
 
    Dimly, you seem to remember there was some purpose in your coming here beyond fucking the vampire and her servants, but it probably wasn’t important. Much more important to rut and breed and make this castle your new lair. Once you’ve bred a few women, you’ll be able to start your pack. That’ll be nice. The alpha of a pack of your mighty sons and daughters. 
 
    Your head tilts back, tongue lolling as you lazily thrust into your new slut. Yeah. 
 
    That all sounds good… 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
     “Lady Reiss,” you say. “Surely this isn’t enough for you?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” she asks, smirking. 
 
    “This,” you say, gesturing at the room, the castle, the foggy moorland that envelops it. “All of this. Surely this isn’t enough for such an impressive creature like you.” 
 
    “It’s true. I am quite impressive,” the vampire says. 
 
    “Yes, see? And yet, you’re trapped here by Morgana. Surely that’s not enough for such a woman like you.” 
 
    “An interesting point,” she says. “And I assume you have something better to offer?” 
 
    “As a matter of fact, yes.” You lift your glowing blade. “With this sword, I can free you of the witch’s curse.” 
 
    “Let me guess,” she says. “You have to stab me with it. Pull the other one, it has bells.” 
 
    “No, really. It will break the curse.” 
 
    Elizabeth purses her lips, tapping a pale finger against them, her red eyes appraising. “Hmm. Well, you do seem such an earnest sort. Maybe you are telling the truth. Or maybe you’re just looking for an opportunity to stick me with that letter opener of yours.” 
 
    “I swear, I’m telling the truth.” 
 
    She laughs. “Not good enough, my dear. Not by a long shot. But… there is a way you can prove it to me.” 
 
    You don’t like the look in her eyes, but you can’t very well stop now. “What?” you say. 
 
    “Kiss my ass.” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “You heard me,” the vampire grins. “Kiss my pale bottom, darling. And maybe then I’ll believe you. It’s such a small thing to do, isn’t it? And if you really are in earnest, it won’t be such a big thing in the grand scheme of things. Keep in mind, I’ve been dealing with vampire slayers all my unlife. They always have ever so many tricks. I haven’t survived this long by being a fool. And would it be such a terrible thing? Really? To kiss the rear of a woman as lovely as me?” 
 
    You flush, but her teasing glance never wavers. She is… rather attractive. In that ‘kill you and fuck you raw’ kind of way. And is it really such a sacrifice? You’ve done worse things in your efforts to scale the tower. 
 
    “Alright. Fine.” 
 
    “Ah ah! Sword down. And clothes off.” 
 
    “My clothes!” 
 
    “Am I suppose to take your word you aren’t hiding a stake somewhere in those leathers? Please.” 
 
    You frown, but do as bid. You’ve already consigned yourself to see this through. Something like that’s nothing compared to the rest. You shuck off your belt, pants and shirt, leaving you in nothing but your unmentionables. She raises a dark brow in amusement. 
 
    “Really?” you say. 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    You sigh in exasperation, but off go your underpants, revealing your hardened cock. 
 
    “Oh,” she says, smirking, her pearly teeth gleaming. “Looks like someone is enjoying having a monster tell him what to do.” 
 
    You feel the beginning of a blush. “See?” you say. “I’m unarmed.” 
 
    “That you are.” Laughing, the vampire spins about and kneels on the edge of her bed. A teasing hand touches the hem of her gossamer gown and lifts it, revealing the pale curves of her ass. “Now come on. Give me a kiss, pretty boy. Show me how serious you are about saving me.” 
 
    Humiliation burns as hot as arousal as you moved towards her. You have to get on your knees to do as she asked, but you find yourself doing so without much hesitation. She is attractive. Powerful. It oddly feels right to do this. Something that makes you uneasy, but no less willing as you place a quick peck on her firm derriere. 
 
    “No no no. A real kiss. Get in there. Make me feel how earnest you are.” 
 
    “Oh come on,” you groan. 
 
    “I’m waiting, pretty boy,” the vampire titters, giving her ass an enticing wiggle. 
 
    You sigh, but you’re here now. May as well make it count. You reach forward and grasp her rear, leaning in and pressing your lips first to her left cheek, then the right. 
 
    “Mmm. That’s it. Much better. I knew you could do it if you just put your mind to it. But you’re not done yet.” 
 
    “I know!” you say, flushing a little at her mocking tone, even as your cock stiffens and twitches with desire. You lean in, parting the cheeks of her ass to bare her puckered star. You press your lips to her asshole and kiss it, your tongue sliding out and running along the seam of her ass. 
 
    “Oooh, that’s it. Good boy. Keep at it.” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, your breath hot as your tongue again makes the journey, swirling around her dark star, teasing the muscles to relax before you slide your tongue inside her. 
 
    “Mnn! That’s it. Oh good boy! I knew you’d be a good ass kisser.” 
 
    You try to ignore her, even as you tongue out her ass, tasting her bitter flavour. It’s unbelievably humiliating, but your cock is achingly hard. Without quite stopping yourself, your hand wraps around your naked shaft and begins to stroke yourself, a soft moan escaping you as you masturbate with your tongue delving into her ass. 
 
    “Mmm. Good boy. You’re doing so very good. Get your tongue in there, slut. Make me feel how much you love my perfect ass.” 
 
    You whimper softly, stroking yourself faster. Faster. Moaning. You cry out, a sound muffled by her ass as you cum, spurting your seed into your lap, your whole body twitching with the tightness of your orgasm. 
 
    “Enough!” 
 
    Her foot kicks your chest and you fall back onto the floor, gasping. In a second she’s standing over you, smirking down at you. Her gown has been opened at the front, baring her pale curves for your appreciation. And you surely do appreciate a good look at those firm, high breasts and shaven pussy, the witch’s mark of thorns and wings tattooed above her mons. 
 
    “Not bad, boy. I almost enjoyed that.” 
 
    “Th-then, I can-“ 
 
    “Shh. Not yet. In fact, I enjoyed it so much, I think a reward is in order.” 
 
    “R-reward?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” she giggles, lowering herself onto you, her red eyes gleaming. “A very good reward.” 
 
    You open your mouth to protest, but then her legs are straddling your hips, the gusset of her slick pussy against your cock. Her skin is cool as the grave, but as she rubs you beneath her slit, you can only moan and pant. 
 
    “Like that?” she breathes, her hips working on your hardening shaft. “Like being under me? Used by me?” 
 
    “Yessss,” you moan. There’s no point in denying it. It does feel good. So very good. 
 
    “Mmm. Good boy. And here comes the fun part.” 
 
    The fun part? You thought that was already happening. But as you look up you see her rise, your cock springing to attention a moment before she lowers herself, sheathing you within her. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” she moans as her tight cunny devours your cock. She runs her hands through her long hair, head tilting back, fangs stark as she rolls her hips, riding your cock, her dark lashes fluttering over her eyes. “Yesssss! Oh fuck yes. Yessss!” 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan, panting, weakly grasping her hips as she rides you into the floor. Fucking you beneath her with pants and gasps, her modest breasts bouncing on her chest with gentle motions as she takes you. Claims you. Ruts you into the floor. 
 
    “Oh yes. Yes! By the starless sky yessss! Fuck me. Surrender to me! Yes! Cum for me, slave. Cum for me!” 
 
    “Yessss!” you moan, your pleasure so intense you can’t hold back. With a cry of pure delight your balls tighten and cock swells, pumping your virile seed into her cool pussy. She moans as she fucks you, devouring your cum within her. Her own orgasm hitches her breath, her keening cry ringing in the dark chamber. 
 
    With a shuddering gasp, Elizabeth settles atop you, her red eyes lidded and amused. “Mmm. Not bad.” 
 
    “Th-thanks,” you gasp. 
 
    “Yes. Not bad at all. I think I’ll keep you.” 
 
    “H-huh?” 
 
    She grins, showing her fangs. Wrapped in the weakness of post-coital bliss, you never even have a chance to try and fend her off as she leans down, and bites your throat. You gasp, lethargy mingling with the lingering pleasure of your orgasm, your eyelids fluttering as she drains you of life. Of strength. As sweet numbness seeps through you in a wave of soothing weakness, and darkness shrouds your eyes. 
 
      
 
    Thrall of the Vampire 
 
    

  

 
   
    Deny the Vampire 
 
      
 
    “Tempting,” you say. “Very tempting. But I’m gonna have to say no.” 
 
    Elizabeth frowns, her red eyes narrowing just a bit. You tense, warily, but she merely shrugs. “As you like. So be it.” 
 
    “Just like that?” 
 
    She snorts. “Would you prefer I rip your head off in a temper?” 
 
    “Ah,” you say. “Good point.” 
 
    “Not that it’s not tempting. But I suppose some leniency must be accepted for the man who saved me from Morgana’s control.” 
 
    “And I really do appreciate that,” you say quickly. 
 
    She smirks. “I bet you do,” she says. 
 
    You nod. “Well,” you say, pulling open the wardrobe, revealing a number of very fine fur coats and silken gowns. “I better get going. Best of luck in… whatever it is you’re to do.” 
 
    “Indeed,” she says, baring her fangs. “I do look forward to it.” 
 
    You grimace and push through the coats. As expected, at the back of the wardrobe awaits the familiar shimmering gateway of the portal. Taking a deep breath to firm yourself, you push forward and through. 
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    Thrall of the Vampire 
 
      
 
    You hear the ringing of the bell, and your feet move. 
 
    You don’t think. You merely do. Thought is far beyond you now. Only the compulsion remains. The need to serve. To obey. 
 
    Your musty suit rustles as you reach the mistress’s door and ease it open. The mistress is within, lounging upon the bed in nothing but a night gown, her eyes lidded and sated. She lowers the silver bell with which she summoned you and smiles lazily, a thin trickle of blood oozing down the corner of her mouth. 
 
    “Ah, there you are. Be a dear and take out the trash, won’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” you say, your voice soft and void of anything but obedience. 
 
    The ‘trash’ lays on the floor, the peasant’s head lolling, his skin pale as chalk. The only splash of colour is on his throat in the form of two red puncture wounds. You grab the dead man’s legs and slowly drag him towards the door. 
 
    “Slave?” 
 
    You stop. “Mistress?” 
 
    She’s still lying in bed, but her smirk has grown more wicked and amused. She crooks a finger at you. “You’ve been working awfully hard, haven’t you?” 
 
    “I serve,” you say, approaching the bed, standing beside it dutifully. 
 
    Elizabeth’s smile widens. “Mmm. You do, don’t you?” she says, stretching out a pale leg, her toes pressed against the bulge in your pants. “And good servants deserve rewards, don’t they?” 
 
    Your breath hitches as your cock hardens beneath her foot. Your normally expressionless face twitches as your cock throbs in your pants, teased by her toe, swelling to its full length but still confined by the fabric. “If… if mistress d-deems me worthy…” 
 
    “Mmm. Barely. You’re barely worthy to serve me, slave.” 
 
    You know it’s true. Even this is more than you could dream of. You gasp and quiver, hypersensitive as she lazily strokes your foot with her immaculate toes, each one squeezing the head of your cock, making you moan softly in growing arousal. 
 
    “Do you like that?” 
 
    “Y-yes mistress…” 
 
    “Do you want to cum?” 
 
    “Yes mistress!” 
 
    “All in your pants?” she says in mock surprise. “Surely you aren’t that pathetic, slave.” 
 
    “Slave is,” you moan. “Slave wants to cum in his pants for… for mistress. Mistress… oh mistress… p-please. Slave n-needs to cuuuuum…” 
 
    She laughs cruelly. “Mmm. Well, if slave needs it so badly, then cum, slave. Cum.” 
 
    No sooner do the words pass her lips than you stiffen, crying out softly as you cum. Your orgasm is like liquid fire in the dullness of your existence, your cock twitching as it stains your black pants with your pathetic seed. 
 
    Mistress laughs, removing her foot from your bulge, lifting it. “Thank me, slave.” 
 
    Adoringly, you lift her foot to your lips and kiss her toes. “Slave thanks mistress for her gift.” 
 
    “You’ve taken to your role well,” she says with another flash of a smirk. She yawns, stretching in her bed. “Hmn. But I grow tired, slave. A good meal always makes me sleepy. Carry on with your duties.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” you drone. Already the flash of your orgasm fades into the back of your mind. Dutifully, you grab the legs of her recent victim once more and drag the body out the door. Bella will help you bury it in the garden, where the corpses of the dead feed the horrible flowers which grow there. By the time you reach the garden you’ve once more assumed your wasted pallor, the brief heat of life gone. Perhaps, in a week’s time, mistress will let you cum again. You cannot say. You cannot guess the workings of her mind. For you are less than a worm before her. A slug. It is a privilege she gives you to slave for her. Any ideas of quests of heroisms have long since vanished, subsumed in the monotony of your thralldom to the vampire. 
 
    Now and until the end of your days. 
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    Accept the Blood Kiss 
 
      
 
    “Immortality, eh?” you say. You shrug. “Sure! Why not.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s smile widens. She laughs softly, leaning against you, cat-like as her arms go around your neck, pulling her in close. “I knew you were a smart one,” she says, smirking. “So just relax. Let’s make it a night… to remember…” 
 
    Her red lips kiss you, and you warmly kiss her back, moaning softly as her tongue glides along your lips. You gasp as she pushes against you, both of you falling into the softness of the curtained bed. 
 
    She deepens the kiss, her hand gliding down you and teasing open the laces of your pants. You grunt as your cock swells into the open, her fingers greedily wrapping around it and giving you a long, lazy stroke. 
 
    “Ooooh. Is this… mmm… part of the change?” you say. 
 
    She laughs, her red eyes flashing. “No. But are you complaining?” 
 
    You grin, your hands reaching down, filling your palms with the gentle curves of her ass. “Not in the least.” 
 
    “Mmm. Good.” 
 
    Her kiss resumes, her body moving against you, climbing up. Her hand strokes you, teasing you to your full length. She breaks the kiss, smirking down at you as her hips rise, lowers, and sheathes you within her. 
 
    “Oooooh!” she moans. 
 
    “Fuck!” you gasp. She’s cold. Cold as the grave, but the heat of your cock seems to warm her as she begins to move, riding your shaft with a tight expression of pleasure. Her fanged teeth nibble on her lower lip, her breasts bouncing as her chest as she fucks you. 
 
    “Yes. Yessss! Mmmm! Just like that. Like that! Oh yes. By the starless night yes! Fuck me. Fuck me haaaard!” 
 
    You thrust into her eagerly, moaning as her tight pussy massages your cock. “Ooooh fuuuuuck!” you moan. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Cum with me. Cum. Cum! Cummmm!” 
 
    A second before your orgasm, she leans down and bites your throat. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp as her fangs sink in. As your cock swells and pulses within her. Your orgasm is like nothing you’ve known before. The height stretches on even as your cock pumps its last, your tow curling orgasm rippling through you as you quiver under the vampire, mouth parted in a panting moan as numbness slowly flows from the tips of your toes and fingers, crawling through the rest of you in a lethargic peak of orgasm. 
 
    The vampire lifts her fangs from your throat just as darkness edges your vision. She smiles down at you. 
 
    “True love’s first kiss,” she titters, leans in, and kisses you. 
 
    You groan as the taste of iron seeps onto your tongue and down your throat. Slowly, the darkness fills your vision. 
 
    And death begins. 
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    Level Nine 
 
      
 
    You step through the portal and stop abruptly, looking about. 
 
    You stand in the darkness of a temple, for only a temple would have that many pillars trailing away into the dark. Each is thick as your torso and climb upwards into darkness where the ceiling is. You stand on a platform, and it is the only thing above the scummy water that laps at the pillar’s bases. It’s not deep. By the glow of the portal you can make out the tilework beneath the water. Strange designs that make your eyes hurt to look at them too long. 
 
    You shake your head and look about. “You here?” 
 
    “I am,” the old woman’s voice says. Motes of light blink before you, slowly coalescing in the wrinkled old woman. She smiles and bows her head. “Well done. I was afraid the vampiress would have you back there.” 
 
    “I can deal with the undead,” you say, puffing out your chest. 
 
    “So I see. How do you feel about a god?” 
 
    You deflate. “Sorry, a what?” 
 
    The old woman smiles grimly and gestures. “You stand in the depths of the Temple of The Drowned.” 
 
    “Cute name,” you say grimly. 
 
    “And providential. The cultists here serve their goddess, the Scylla Latia. From her womb are born the monsters that preyed upon the shores of the world, until Morgana caught her. Now she lurks within this place, and seeks the seed of men to further spawn her cruel monsters.” 
 
    “Wait, hold on,” you quickly interrupt. “She’s basically a glorified monster breeder?” 
 
    “So it seems.” 
 
    “Huh,” you say. “I mean, most goddesses are in charge of things like harvests, or pregnancies, or stuck drawers.” 
 
    The old woman shrugs her shoulders, her shawl fluttering. “You’ll have to ask her about her mythology. And she awaits within,” the old woman says, gesturing on towards the deeper realms of the temple. “Best of luck.” 
 
    “Ugh. Thanks,” you say. 
 
    The old woman smiles and fades away, leaving you alone in the sunken ruins. Well, not completely alone. You’ve got a deranged cult and goddess of fertile monsters to deal with too, apparently. You sigh and set off down the steps and into the dark depths of the temple. 
 
    And dark it is. You draw your sword in order to see anything as the portal’s glow fades behind you. Even the blessed silver light of your sword does little to dispel the darkness. And maybe that’s not such a bad thing. As you walk through the flooded halls, every footstep a splash, you notice strange patterns and shapes have been worked into the tiles. Designs which make your skin crawl and which – you suspect – if you could see the whole you’d never sleep again. 
 
    All of these things seep through your mind like oily tendrils. A sense of ill ease and hopelessness that weighs you down the deeper you go. Gods. The end better be nigh. Your feet are getting cold from walking through the water and the splashing is… just… 
 
    Splashing? 
 
    You whip around, sword raised. The splash of footsteps grows nearer and you tighten your hold on your sword, gritting your teeth. A pale figure suddenly bursts into the open, howling. It looks like some monstrous blending of a man and a frog, its bony body propelled by long limbs and webbed fingers tipped with claws. Huge eyes wince in the light of your sword as you swing, cutting down the horror as it flies at you. 
 
    Foul green ichor gush from its wound and splatters onto the waters. It falls, twitching, wide, lipless mouth gaping. 
 
    “Ew,” you say, stepping back from the creature. 
 
    Crude howls erupt from deeper in the temple. You raise your eyes to the splashing of many feet. Many, many feet. You glance again at the dead creature, hesitating. 
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    “That’s a shame,” you say with a flirty grin. “Because I think I could do a lot for you rather than just be dinner.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s smirks. “Is that so?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” you say. “A beautiful woman like you? I think there’s a lot I could do. It must get so tiring, after all, dealing only with peasants who haven’t a true appreciation of your loveliness. Not to mention are usually too frightened to do much more than scream when you look at them.” 
 
    “Not for long,” Elizabeth says. 
 
    You feel the compulsive pull of her eyes and force yourself not to look at them, regardless of how lovely they are. “Too true. But when was the last time you’ve had a lover you didn’t have to compel?” 
 
    She clicks her tongue, tilting her head back contemplatively. “Oh. It must have been… decades ago, I think.” 
 
    “Exactly,” you say earnestly. “And how dull it must be.” 
 
    Elizabeth hums, easing back on the edge of the bed. “Hmmm. It has been a while.” 
 
    “Might I remedy that?” you say. 
 
    Her eyes wander up and down your body, her amusement never leaving, but growing more thoughtful. A pale finger taps her red lips. 
 
    “Hmm… Maybe you can do something for me.” 
 
    “I’d like to prove it,” you say. 
 
    “Then drop the sword, hero. Oh, and your pants. Let’s see what you’ve got.” 
 
    You exhale deeply. Alright. This is going better than you’d anticipated, honestly. You shuck off your pants and put aside your blade. They won’t help you here. You shed your shirt, already walking towards her. Elizabeth watches your approach, her eyes sliding over your body, observing your musculature and the way it moves with your stride. 
 
    You reach her and take her in your arms. Her skin is cold, sending a shiver down your spine. But her lips are there, eager, parted, and you kiss her. 
 
    “Hmmm,” she moans as you kiss. Her hands glide over your chest, admiring your muscled form. They move around you, pulling you closer, her modest breasts pressing against your chest as you ease her down onto the bed. 
 
    “Mmm. Not bad,” she murmurs. 
 
    “We’re only getting started,” you assure her, grasping her gown and pulling it open. She gasps, arching a little, baring her pale breasts, her nipples dark and tender. You admire her lean frame, without an ounce of excess fat. Lithe. Predatory. You lean in and kiss a hard nipple, while your hand glides down the hollow of her stomach and to her glistening quim. 
 
    “Oooooh,” she moans, her hips rising as your palm cups her cunny, your fingers gliding along her slit. “That’s nice…” 
 
    “So glad to hear it,” you murmur, gently sucking on her nipple, teasing it with your tongue and grazing it with the gentlest touch of your teeth. 
 
    She gasps, hips rising eagerly as you adore her sensitive skin. “By the starless night,” she moans. “That’s gooood…” 
 
    You don’t bother answering. Your lips are too busy gently kissing her breasts, teasing her nipples. Your fingers glide along her cunny with eagerness, testing her, feeling how slick and eager her pussy is. 
 
    “Ah. Ah! Yesss. Yes. That’s it. Oh yes. Touch me. Mmm. Right there. Stroke me hard. Harder. Oh fuck yes. That’s nice. That’s so… ah… nice…” 
 
    Her hands are suddenly on your head, wrenching it up from her breasts. She kisses you with a heat that defies the coldness of her flesh. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she commands between panting breaths. 
 
    “As you wish,” you grin, easing between her parted thighs, reaching down to grab your thick manhood, pushing forward until you meet her glistening lips, and then inside. 
 
    She moans, breath hitching, hips lifting as your cock moves inside of her. “Ohhhhh fuuuuck,” she moans. 
 
    “Ah. That’s… mnnn…” you gasp, beginning to thrust, the coolness of her depths like nothing you’ve felt before. But far from disconcerting you, instead it attracts you. Drives you to thrust harder into her. Panting. Gasping. 
 
    “Oh yes. Yes! Fuck!” the vampire moans. He arms move about you, pulling you against her, her hips rocking to your thrusts. You hiss in pain as her nails claw your back, drawing blood. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Keep fucking me. Keep fucking! Oh yes. Yes! Fuck!” 
 
    The scent of blood and feel of pain drives you on. To thrust ever harder into her, every impact bouncing her off your pelvis, her legs locked around your waist, yanking you deeper. Harder. Heavier. 
 
    “Yes! Ah. Anh! There! Right there! Oh fuck! C-cumming!” she cries, her voice a scream of ecstasy as she cums with a shuddering force, moaning as her hips quiver as she takes your cock. You cry out, the tightness of her depths pushing you past the final line, and with a moan you cum with her, your cock twitching as it fills her with your hot seed. 
 
    You collapse atop her, panting at the force of your orgasm. 
 
    You feel her hands in your hair, teasing your locks. “Mmm. That was good,” Elizabeth croons. 
 
    “Th-thanks,” you pant. 
 
    “Mmm. And a good fuck always makes me hungry.” 
 
    Before you can fully register her meaning her hands yank your head to the side, baring your throat. She lunges forward, biting down, her fangs plunging deep. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, stiffening, then relaxing, all the strength in your body bleeding out through the picture wounds, blessed numbness so like orgasm suffusing you as she claims your life for her own. And it shall be a life. Just not a very good one. 
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    Stand and Fight 
 
      
 
    You set your feet and raise your sword as the howls of the frogmen grow louder. You shout back as they boil out of the darkness in pale shapes, their mouths parted in croaking rows like a rumbling engine. You swing your blade, cutting down the first. The second. 
 
    Foul blood soaks the waters as you battle, retreating under their onslaught. But there’s no end to them. For every one that dies more fill the breach, their webbed hands reaching for you, howling for your blood. 
 
    Their claws rip apart your leather jerkin. Your blood joins the ichor fouling the water. Your blade suddenly is wrenched from your hand, caught in the ribs of one of the monsters as it dies. 
 
    “Fuck!” you scream as the frogmen pile onto you, ripping and tearing and snarling and howling. 
 
    Soon your blood joins theirs in the waters, torn apart by the monsters, your adventure at an end. 
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    Run Away 
 
      
 
    Discretion is the better part of valour. And you really don’t want to end your adventure bleeding out in a sunken temple surrounded by dead frog people. 
 
    You turn and start running, your footsteps splashing through the cold water of the temple, the glow of your sword flickering off pillars and the raw stone of the walls. The howls behind you suddenly redouble in force. Looks like they found their friend. You find a sudden extra burst of strength and use it to put as much distance between you and the bounding monsters as you can. 
 
    But no matter how fast you run, you can hear them gaining. The echoing smack of webbed feet in water pursuing you. Their howls and bellows closing in. Your heart is pounding and lungs labouring as you keep running. Running. Running down the halls. 
 
    The light of your sword suddenly washes over steps ahead of you. Strange statues like writhing tentacles reaching up to tear down the heavens line the stairs. Your feet fly up the steps, taking them two at a time. A massive door awaits ahead, set in a wall of cyclopean blocks. You dash up the final steps and practically throw yourself through the waiting doors. 
 
    You keep running in the deeper darkness that lies within. From behind you hear a wailing scream of disappointment. You slow your steps and glance back. The sword’s glow no longer reaches the entrance of the building, but you can see the shadowy outline of the frogmen in the doorway, their huge eyes glowing faintly. 
 
    You shiver, slowing to a walk. They won’t follow you into here, apparently. Which isn’t quite as comforting as it should be. You raise your sword and look around yourself. You stand in a massive room, the walls worked with curious lettering that sends chills racing down your spine. The darkness in here seems deeper than outside the walls, and you don’t much care for that either. 
 
    You turn your head as you make out the sound of piping music in the distance. You frown a little and tighten your grip on your sword, slowly making your way towards the sound. It grows louder, and you make out a glow beyond a doorway. You approach slower now, and step through. 
 
    Men and women crowd the space beyond. The men are all dressed in long dark robes with the hoods thrown back. The women are, to a tee, beautiful and smiling. They are dressed in soft white silks which cling to curves as they slowly sway to the music, filling a broad temple lit by flaring braziers that throw strange, writhing shadows against the carved walls. As you enter the room the music falls and every eye turns your way. 
 
    The silence stretches on. 
 
    “Um, hi,” you finally say. 
 
    An ancient man with a long white beard suddenly throws his arms in the air. “The chosen one has come!” he cries. 
 
    “The chosen one!” the others echo. 
 
    You recoil as the robed people swell towards you. “Hold up. Hold up there!” you bark. 
 
    “Forgive us, chosen one,” the old man says, taking your hand and vigorously shaking it. “We’ve been waiting for your coming for so long!” 
 
    “What? You have?” 
 
    “Of course!” he cries, beaming. “An age it seems at time have we awaited one to come who would be able to at last offer himself to the goddess!” he cries, clapping his hands. “We must prepare you for your experience!” 
 
    “Uh, wait. What? Offer myself?” 
 
    “Oh yes, chosen one,” the old man says, ushering you across the room, surrounded by a dozen other cultists. “For She longs for the experience of a male, pure and untainted, whole and ready to be offered up to Her. Long have we prayed for your coming!” 
 
    “She’s waiting for… I mean… can’t you all...” 
 
    He laughs. “Oh no, chosen one. We couldn’t. Every man here is a eunuch!” 
 
    “What!” you gasp. 
 
    “Oh yes!” the old man says, beaming. “For you see, no man can serve the mistress, defiled as we were before coming to her by pleasure of the flesh. Therefore, we had to surrender our manhood in penance for that time of sin. It was a simple decision for us to make.” 
 
    “But, I don’t have to… um…” 
 
    “By Her name which cannot be spoken except during the high moon on a starless night on the eighth month when a duck births a cat, certainly not! You must be intact to be considered a worthy offering to her glory!” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. Cool,” you say, relaxing a little now that you don’t have to worry about someone trying to chop your balls off. “So um… How does this work?” 
 
    “First, oh chosen one, you shall be purified in the springs of Her most blessed fountains. Then, we shall send you forth to the chambers of the goddess so that you may free her. But first, oh chosen one, we must ask. Are you a virgin?” 
 
    “S-sorry?” 
 
    “Well, we can’t just send any defiled man to meet the goddess. She requires one pure of the knowledge of how it feels to be within a woman. She would never be satisfied by one who could not deny such pleasures before being offered to her.” 
 
    “Uh. Right. So, theoretically, if I wasn’t a virgin, what would um, happen?” 
 
    “Oh, why, naturally we would have to cut open your stomach and drape the walls with your entrails.” 
 
    You glance at the other smiling cultists, and for the first time note the wickedly serrated knives which are on their belts. 
 
    “Oh!” you cry as if struck by revelation. “I mean, of course I haven’t known the touch of a woman. Oh no. Never. Not even once. I’ve long been waiting for the ah… the right woman to give that most precious gift too. Been waiting with just… baited breath. I would never just fuck anyone, after all. Nope. Gotta save myself.” 
 
    “Good man! I confess I was too weak,” the old man sighs. “Thus it was that She demanded those who failed to resist the touch of a woman must remove that which compelled them to sin.” 
 
    “Ah,” you say. “Well, there won’t be any need for that. Nope. I am pure in name and deed. And if I lie, may lightning strike… my mother.” 
 
    “A heavy oath,” the old man says. 
 
    “Oh yes,” you agree soberly. “If you knew my mother, you would know how seriously I take it.” 
 
    The old man nods happily. “Excellent. Excellent. Ah! And here we are. The baths! In which you will scrub yourself of the sin of the outside world and enter the presence of the goddess renewed!” 
 
    You look down. You stand in a room of pillars, white tile and steam. A massive bath rests at the bottom of the room, the waters fed by the open mouths of bronze faces inlaid in the walls. Faces which, if you look closely, appear to be either crying out in torments or in ecstasy. 
 
    “So, I have to bathe before meeting the goddess?” you say. 
 
    “Oh yes! We cannot permit any impurities into her presence.” 
 
    “And if I don’t my…” 
 
    “Entrails will be cut from you. Yes.” 
 
    “Well,” you sigh, undoing your belt. “Glad there’s always options.” 
 
    “I will leave you. The blessed daughters shall bathe you. Girls!” 
 
    The old eunuch claps his hands and departs along with the dark robed men. But the women in white remain. Ethereal beauties that smile and drift to you, aiding you in undressing. You know you should object, but given how knife-happy they are maybe holding your tongue is smart, if you want to keep it. 
 
    Soon you’re naked, your sword and clothes on the edge of the baths. The women smile adoringly as they pull you down into the steaming waters. You groan as you sink into them, feeling the filth and tension from your adventure ooze out of you. 
 
    “Soap?” one asks. 
 
    “Yes. Thank… you…” 
 
    You stare. You didn’t realize it at first thanks to the steam, but she isn’t wearing that frilly white robe anymore. Or anything else for that matter. Her plump curves are on full display, her smile teasing and adoring. A little thatch of hair crests her quim and her breasts are heavy and plump. 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “Is something wrong, chosen one?” 
 
    “Er, depends…” you say. You glance to the side as another woman eases into the waters, as naked as the first. A third follows suite. Despite yourself, you feel a stirring below as your cock answers the figures of feminine beauty all around you. “Is this part of the cleansing ritual?” 
 
    “Does it have to be?” she asks, her fingers delicately touching your face, gliding along your chin. Down your neck. 
 
    Your chest. 
 
    Into you lap. 
 
    The other women are closer, smiling beautifully. You quickly glance at them, but none appear to be carrying knives. That’s a good sign. 
 
    You think. 
 
    You hiss as her fingers wrap around your cock and give it a slow pump. “Oh,” she breathes. “You’re quite big. It’s been so long since we knew a man. A real man,” she adds with a sly wink. 
 
    “Yeeeeeah,” you groan as her finger moves up and down on your cock. “I’m not so… mm… sure about this…” 
 
    “We don’t need to tell them,” the cultist coos. 
 
    Giggles come from the others. You glance around uncertainly, licking your lips. 
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    Vampire Lord 
 
      
 
    The somber music filled the glass dome of the ballroom. Dark silks and red ribbons fluttered around the delicate steps of men and women moving about. Pale faces were powdered and rouged, and the air was sweetened with perfume like fading roses. 
 
    Janelle looked out on it all with a quiet shiver. A party at the Reiss manor was always a thing to behold, and yet, the gloomy air made her feel odd. It was so different from the festive celebrations at all the other homes in the capital. 
 
    But then, the lord and lady Reiss had only come to town a year ago, taking up one of the old manors and fixing it up. And the next day invitations arrived at various noble houses in blakc envelopes, sealed with gold. 
 
    Word had spread. Of those strange parties. Of the things done behind the shadow of curtains and in candle-lit halls. When Janelle received hers, she hadn’t known what to think. Aside from that she should reject it. Deny going to the dark halls of the manor. 
 
    And yet, something had pulled her there. Something had tickled in her soul and urged her to get out her gown. Ready the carriage. To visit. To see what it was all about. 
 
    And now she stood, watching the funereal dance of black and red, and felt so terribly out of place. 
 
    “Enjoying the party?” 
 
    Janelle gasped, spun about. A man and a woman stood not far, which was strange for she hadn’t heard them approach. She was tall, sporting modest curves beneath a black gown as lacy as black spiderwebs. 
 
    The man with her was well formed, his dark suit melding against strong muscles and broad shoulders. His eyes faintly such a deep violet they were almost red, and his skin as pale as his companion’s. A red ascot swelled from his collar and his eyes were lidded and deep set, wrapped heavily in shadows. 
 
    An aura hung about the pair before her. A sense of slumbering danger, like she had happened across a pack of wolves asleep, and the slightest misstep from her would awaken them in all their hunger. 
 
    “You’re the lord and lady Reiss,” Janelle whispered in sudden realization. 
 
    Elizabeth Reiss laughed in amusement. “Oh look, my dear. She knows us. How grand.” 
 
    “A surprise. I don’t believe we’ve seen you at one of our parties before,” he said. 
 
    Janelle felt a flush pink her cheeks. “Oh, I um…” 
 
    Elizabeth quirked a corner of a lip in amusement. “Mmm. She’s adorable, my lord. Here. I’ll leave you to her.” 
 
    “As you like,” Lord Reiss said. 
 
    Elizabeth slipped from his arm, fairly gliding away and towards the dance floor. Janelle breathed a little easier with the elegant woman gone, but not much. For Lord Reiss was still there, and his shadowed eyes were looking at her in a way that made her heart quicken and cheeks bloom with a flush. 
 
    “I don’t believe you answered my question,” he said, walking towards her, as sinuous and lazily as a snake. And like a rabbit caught in those cold blooded eyes she found herself unable to move. Almost welcoming his presence, even as she shivered at his nearness. 
 
    “Oh, I was um… Yes. It’s quite enjoyable.” 
 
    “Somber though, isn’t it.” 
 
    Janelle licked her lips, not sure how best to answer. She turned back to the dance floor and watched the dancers spin and sway like swans on a shining river of glass. 
 
    “It’s alright. I’d hardly be offended. These sorts of things always tend towards the grim. Especially to one so young and full of life as you.” 
 
    “It’s not… not bad,” Janelle eventually ventured, sneaking a glance at his face. Lord Reiss’s small smile spurred her on. “It’s just… it’s quite different from anything I’ve seen before.” 
 
    He chuckled, the low sound rumbling through her. “Yes. So I see. My wife and I come from a land where death is a constant companion. A chilling figure lingering on the edge of everything we do. It fills our nights and our days, and we longed for something different. For the warm light of life and lights. Perhaps that is why we came here. Though, in the end, I fear we brought that companion with us.” 
 
    She snuck a glance at him. He was closer now. His eyes looking down at her, the crimson pulling her towards him. He was cold. Chilled. Yet she leaned towards him, drawn towards him. Towards those eyes. 
 
    Those crimson eyes. 
 
    She suddenly realized she was against him. His arm had moved about her, pulling her against him. She knew she should protest. Such a thing wasn’t proper. But in his arm… beneath those eyes… 
 
    “Perhaps the dance floor isn’t the right venue for you,” he said, his voice low and hushed like curtains stirring in a midnight breeze. “There are… other thing to do at our parties.” 
 
    “Other things?” 
 
    Again his smile. That hungry smile. A smile that sent shivers through her to places she dared not dream. Awakening feelings she knew she must suppress. 
 
    But before him, such needs seemed so inconsequential. 
 
    He leaned down, tilted up her chin. Her lips trembled as he kissed her. 
 
    She had known a kiss before. Her betrothed had done so, among other things. Yet this was so different from those fumbling touches and gasping lock of lips. She froze in shock, then melted at the passion. The hunger. Her lashes fluttered. A soft moan escaped her. 
 
    He broke the kiss, his tongue sliding along her lips, leaving them tingling. 
 
    “Come,” he said. “Let me show you a new world.” 
 
    He pulled her aside, and she let him lead her. Out of the glow of the ballroom and the meager chandeliers. Into the dark of a hallway that wound into the deeper bowels of the manor. Curtains shadowed every window, rustling with their passage. The lights were few and far between, but Lord Reiss walked with a confidence even in the dark that made her press closer to him. So close she could smell the soft aroma of old roses clinging to his suit. 
 
    With ever step she felt warmer. Her breath deepening. Her blood quickening. Every time she glanced at him she caught his eyes. Those red eyes. Those eyes that made her stare. Sink. 
 
    By the time they reached the doors she couldn’t look away if she tried. Those eyes filled her world. Commanded her. Her breath hitched as his nimble fingers teased down her gown, baring her shoulders. Her breasts. Her long legs. 
 
    “Lovely,” he breathed, and she whimpered as his finger glided along her throat and that pulsing vein. Then down. Down. Cupping one of her full, youthful breasts, his thumb teasing around the nipple. 
 
    She whimpered, her legs shaking like a newborn doe’s. Only her gaze was steady, held by his red eyes. Held fixed like iron cables were wrapped around her head. 
 
    “You know what to do,” he said. 
 
    She nodded, numbly. And slowly her legs folded beneath her, bringing her to the floor. Her hands rose and undid the laces of his pants. Her breath hitched as his pale cock filled her hands. 
 
    “Oh,” she whispered. 
 
    “Serve me,” he said. 
 
    The word pulsed through her with the air of divine command. Her hands moved along his shaft, stroking him in admiration. Her breath was hot, but he was cool. He drew her. Made her lean forward and run her tongue along the underside of his shaft. 
 
    “Hmm,” Lord Reiss hummed as she licked his manhood obediently, stroking him with her tongue. Pinpricks of shame raced up and down her body. Gods. She… she was a noble lady. How could she do something so base? Licking a man’s cock? It was so wrong. Everything about this was wrong. 
 
    But that realization didn’t stop her. She wondered if anything could keep her from licking his cock, her tongue gliding to the head, swirling around the tip. Her lips parting, lowering, taking him in her mouth. 
 
    And sucking. 
 
    Sucking. 
 
    Sucking her lord’s thick cock. 
 
    “That’s it,” Lord Reiss moaned softly, threading his fingers through her hair, urging her to take more of him with every bob of her head. “Mmm. That’s it. Good girl. You’re doing so well.” 
 
    Janelle flushed with shame and pleasure both. She moaned softly, feeling the thickness of him within her mouth. His cool cock stroked by her tongue. The subservience of it thrilled her in ways she would never dare admit by the light of day. Yet in that shadowed room, beneath her lord’s red eyes, she felt like she could do anything. 
 
    Like suck his cock, moaning like a ha’penny whore. Bobbing faster. Faster. Feeling his hands twine in her hair, tightening his grasp as he thrust, fucking her mouth with a groan of dominance. Stiffening, throwing his head back with a gasp. 
 
    And cumming. 
 
    Fountaining into her mouth. Spilling his seed. Janelle choked at first, but then did something she never dreamed she would. She swallowed. Swallowed every pulse of his cock’s bitter seed. 
 
    He released her hair and she fell back, panting. Hot. Her breasts aching and body tingling. Lord Reiss looked down at her, amused. 
 
    “On the bed,” he said, his voice a throaty growl. 
 
    Shame tingled again through her, but she didn’t disobey. Almost eagerly she climbed onto the bed, laying on her black among the black sheets, her heart pounding and ample chest heaving as he climbed in after her. 
 
    He loomed over her, and again she felt that vulnerability. A sense of danger from the man above her. And again, she knew with utter certainty she’d be unable to do anything to resist him. Resist those eyes. Those lips as he captured her. 
 
    That cock as he thrust into her. 
 
    “Ah!” she gasped, so tight, so hot and tender that the coolness of his cock within her was a shock. Then her eyes grew lidded as he continued to thrust, and her moans began to grow. She rocked her hips, gasping as his cock filled her. More than she dreamed was possible. More. More! 
 
    “Moooore!” she moaned. 
 
    Lord Reiss smiled, and as he thrust she noticed that his teeth were so pearly white. Were pointed. His eyes were so intense. So hungry as he leaned down, kissing her neck, and bit down on her throat. 
 
    “OOooooh!” Janelle moaned, shuddering as she climaxed, urged along by the sharp pleasure of his bite. His fangs sinking into her pale throat. 
 
    He continued to thrust as he fed, and slowly, her own rocking movements weakened along with her. Her orgasm seemed to stretch out, her toes curling and breath hitching as she came again. A pleasure she had never dreamed existed. An ecstasy that seemed to last forever. 
 
    Her lashes grew lidded as numbness oozed through her like molten honey as she grew weak. Limp. Her head empty of thought. Her body soft and tingling with fading sensations. She felt him pull back, and whimpered softly in protest. 
 
    “Now now,” Lord Reiss said, smirking down at her. “If I took anymore, you’d die.” 
 
    “A shame, surely.” 
 
    Lord Reiss turned as his wife slipped into the room. Her dress was gone, pale curves seeming to glow in the darkness like moonlight. Flawed only by crimson droplets on her cheek and breasts. 
 
    Janelle heard Lord Reiss chuckle. He rose off the bed and wrapped an arm around the pale beauty. “Is it so wrong to enjoy a meal so much I would like to have it again?” 
 
    “And deny them the ecstasy of final release?” the lady replied with a smirk. 
 
    “Mmm. Tempting. But there’s so many to sup on. There’s no need to draw unwanted attention.” 
 
    Lady Reiss laughed, stroking his cheek. “Always the voice of reason.” 
 
    “One of us should be.” 
 
    Lady Reiss smirked teasingly, leaned up and kissed him. Lord Reiss returned it, stroking his pale bride, their unearthly beauty the last thing Janelle saw before unconsciousness claimed her. 
 
    When she woke, she’d be at home, in her bed, the night before a blur of sensations and scenes, like a smudged painting. And no sooner had she recovered her strength, a black envelope came in the mail, sealed with gold. 
 
    And she smiled, stroked the two marks in her neck, and dreamed of her master’s kiss. 
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    Reject the Cultists 
 
      
 
    “I am… ever so flattered,” you say. “But I’ll have to pass. Yeah. Want to keep all that purity for your goddess. You know how it is.” 
 
    The cultist pouts. “We understand,” she says. “Then we shall prepare you.” 
 
    The other women crowd around you, and in the ensuing hour it becomes very hard to keep to your word. Their naked bodies rub against you as they clean you with cloths and scented soaps. Their hands stroke you in perhaps excessive amounts of adoration, brushing against your firm muscles and body, their whispers of admiration reminding you acutely of what you’re missing out on. 
 
    You’re in quite the predicament when they finally allow you to dress again, donning your armour and, somewhat uncomfortably, your pants. You exit the baths, the giggling farewells of the women burning against the back of your neck as you step once more into the gloom of the temple. The old man is waiting and bows to you. 
 
    “You are cleansed.” 
 
    “Yep. Absolutely. And still totally pure! No impurities were done in the baths. None at all.” 
 
    “Of course not,” he says with a smile. His eyes wander and reach your sword, and he frowns. “You cannot bring a weapon in to see the goddess,” he says. 
 
    Your hand tightens on your hilt. “This? Why not?” 
 
    “It is forbidden.” 
 
    You think fast. “Oh,” you say, standing more at ease. “Oh, I see the misunderstanding. This isn’t to battle the goddess. It’s to kill myself with.” 
 
    “Kill yourself?” 
 
    “Oh yes!” you say, the lies sitting glibly on your tongue. “I mean, as the chosen one, it is the reason I brough this blade so far. You really didn’t think that she enjoyed killing her sacrifices herself, did you? Oh no! It was so tiring. So, naturally, I brought this blade, and oh the adventures that went into obtaining it! A blade worthy of killing the sacrifice of the goddess.” 
 
    “I don’t know…” 
 
    “Oh the trials!” you cry. “The tribulations I went through for Her! To have a weapon worthy of spilling my blood in her presence! It was harrowing, my friend. Simply harrowing.” 
 
    “That… um…” 
 
    “Not to say your way of killing people in her name was bad,” you say. “You did so well. But a woman needs some variety in her life. And you’ve surely heard of the sacred blade of Botulus. Right?” 
 
    A tense moment passes between you and the aged man. Then he nods frantically. “Oh. Oh yes! Yes, of course. The ah… the sacred blade. I’ve heard of it. Absolutely.” 
 
    “Glad we cleared that up. Now, where is your goddess?” 
 
    “This way. This way,” the old man says, shuffling ahead of you. 
 
    You follow, daring to exhale. That was a close one. Closer than you’d like. But at least now you’ll get to bring the blade in with you. You wouldn’t relish facing the Scylla without it, since that’s kind of the thing you need to defeat the monster girls. 
 
    The old man brings you to a massive doorway at the end of the temple. Glyphs are carved into the heavy stones that make the door, and beyond lies darkness absolute. 
 
    “Go forth, chosen one!” the old man cries. “And let the goddess sup upon your blood!” 
 
    “Go forth!” the other cultists cry. 
 
    “Okay. Yeah. Going,” you say. You take a deep breath and grip the hilt of your sword, then push forward and into the darkness of the home of the goddess. 
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    Lair of the Scylla 
 
      
 
    The steady drip drip of water accompanies your slow march down the passage. No longer do you wander among angled stone and the works by men. The passage is irregular, carved by the hands of water and centuries. The dripping plinks into puddles of water, the air heavy and moist. You can fairly feel it seep beneath your armour and across your body. 
 
    You can hear the steady beat of your heart as you walk down the passage to the lair of the goddess of the cult. The Scylla. Hastily you review what you know of such creatures. Octopod creatures with the upper bodies of beautiful women and the lower halves of tentacles, they are known for luring sailors to their deaths at sea, though the means of which are often disputed. Some say they drown their captives. Others that they keep the poor souls to breed their unholy young. You never paid too much attention to the tales. Your kingdom is landlocked, and such stories rarely reached your court. 
 
    “When I get out of this, I’m not leaving the library until I’ve read every book,” you mutter to yourself. 
 
    But grumbles will have to wait, for ahead you make out a gleam of light. The closer you come the larger it grows until it illuminates a doorway. Tightening your grip on your sword, you step through, and into the chamber beyond. 
 
    The glow comes from a vast pool lying far below. A outcropping of stone juts out above the pit, overlooking the swirling waters. Pillars of raw stone climb out of the depths and hold the ceiling aloft. On the walls are worked more of those strange symbols you first saw. Glyphs that make your head ache to look at them and murals of horrific things from beyond the time of man. 
 
    “Oh, this is encouraging,” you murmur. 
 
    The waters stir and you take a quick step back. Long, rubbery tentacles topped by suckers crest the waters, wrapping about the pillars that dot the room. Your eyes widen as Latia rises from the deeps. She’s stunning, easily triple your height, her skin a faint violet, her breasts heavy and full and utterly bare. Her face has a smoothness to it that surprises you, and her hair is frizzy and shimmers like the fluorescent fish that swim in the deep corals. Her human half ends at her waist, where her eight rubbery tentacles flare outward like a writhing skirt. Your eyes automatically look for Morgana’s mark, finding it halfway down her inhuman half, the wings and thorns branded above a slick pussy. 
 
    She’s naked but for some strange bangles and necklaces, all in gold, and all of make you couldn’t guess at. They chime with her every movement, other jewels and bands evident on her tentacles, water cascading over her like waterfalls as she rises. 
 
    She laughs as she looks down at you on the narrow precipice of stone. “Well well!” the goddess of the deep booms. “Another sacrifice for my glory, hm? It has been some time since I had a decent one. Cower, mortal! For you face greatness beyond your ken!” 
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    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    So, she wants a man to breed her, eh? We’ll! You’ll just see about that! Reaching down, you pluck the pink potion from your belt and down it in a single gulp. 
 
    “Ooooh!” you moan as the changes sweep through you, expanding your chest into a pair of plump, perfect breasts. Your hips and rear swelling outward into an enviable ass and hips made to be gripped. You gasp as you feel your cock invert, becoming a glistening cunny and all the trappings of a lovely, breedable female. 
 
    The scylla narrows her eyes. “What did you just do?” she demands. 
 
    “Ah… ha ha!” you gasp, your voice high and sweet as you point at her triumphantly. “Now you… now I can’t be used to breed you!” 
 
    “No,” she says slowly. “I suppose not.” 
 
    “Damn right!” 
 
    “Which means I really have no use for you.” 
 
    “Yeah! Wait, what?” 
 
    Oh, you don’t like her smile now. She rises further from the deeps, and fuck but you hadn’t realized just how big she was. In fact, she seems to be getting bigger before your very eyes, her hair shifting to reddish hues, her skin darkening from purple to an inky black. You take an uneasy step back, suddenly not so sure about how brilliant your idea was. A stance reinforced as her tentacles suddenly snap out for you. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” you squeak, grabbing your sword and wrenching it from its sheathe. No sooner is the blade free than a rubbery tentacle has snatched your wrist, squeezing it and making you gasp, breaking your grip and sending your enchanted blade clattering to the ground. 
 
    Latia laughs as you struggle in the grip of her tentacles, even as she lifts you into the air, struggling uselessly as more of her rubbery limbs claim you. “Oh, don’t worry my pretty. You’ll enjoy what I have in store for you.” 
 
    “What…what do you hey! Don’t touch that!” 
 
    Latia ignores you, her massive fingers moving with surprising delicacy as she undoes your belt, jacket and pants. She pulls them off you, making you squeak, your plump breasts bouncing into the open even as you uselessly kick at the air, your cheeks flaming with indignation, humiliation, and the beginning of fear. 
 
    “Mmm. Not bad,” Latia muses. “But the lack of a cock is something of a deal breaker. I do need to breed my children, after all.” 
 
    “H-hold up. Maybe we can talk about this!” 
 
    She touched her lower lip, tilting her head thoughtfully. “Mmm. No.” 
 
    You squeak in surprise as two of her tentacles wrap around your plush tits, a startled moan escaping you as the suckers adhere themselves to your needy nipples, sucking at them tenderly. “Oooooh!” 
 
    “Enjoying that, I see,” Latia giggles. “I prefer men, but I’ve surely enjoyed my worshippers as well. And they do love it when I do… this…” 
 
    “Do whaaaaa!” you moan as a tentacle slides along your slit. You bite your lip, but can’t deny the treacherous pleasure which throbs from your glistening cunny. 
 
    “What was that? Was that a moan?” Latia asks, giggling. 
 
    “N-nooooo!” 
 
    “Oh really? Well what about now?” 
 
    You cry out as her tentacle suddenly pushes inside of you, filling you in a way you never dreamed was possible. You don’t know if it’s an effect of the potion or what, but the second that tentacle writhes within you your mind is blanking with pure, pink pleasure. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan, shuddering as the tentacle squirms within you. 
 
    Latia giggles. “Not bad! But I think we can get more out of you…” 
 
    You can’t even ask what she means, so lost in the pleasure of your penetration. Fortunately, you don’t have to wait long as a second tentacle prods at your backdoor and slowly begins to insert itself within you. 
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” you groan, quivering in the grip of the scylla’s rubbery tentacles, naked, panting as you’re fucked by ass and pussy. Your eyes roll back as you cum, shuddering and moaning in helpless orgasm. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear!” Latia says. “A good slut learning her place. Fortunately, there’s plenty more where that came from!” 
 
    “M-more. Yes. Yes! Moooore!” you moan, twitching as you cum again, more powerful than even your first. 
 
    You dangle there, trapped by the scylla’s limbs, little more than her moaning plaything as you buck and pant and moan like the perfect slut. Enthralled by the touch of her tentacles, your breasts tingling under the kiss of her suckers, your nipples thick from the pleasured abuse, your cunny drooling around the tentacle that continues to thrust and fuck your ass and pussy. Every orgasm seems more powerful than the last, but your reactions flag, sweat dripping from your brow and naked flesh, teasing down your plump breasts to drip into the pool below. 
 
    You dangle, mindless, helpless, twitching as aftershocks and orgasms pulse through you with ever weaker effects. Latia tuts. 
 
    “Oh dear. All spent?” 
 
    “Mnnnn,” you moan weakly. 
 
    “Ah, such a pity. And you were quite strong. Why, most of my girls are utterly broken before I’ve even had a chance to fill their ass. Ah well,” she says, your whimper barely audible as her tentacles withdraw from your pussy and ass. “At least we had some fun. And I am so very hungry, after all…” 
 
    You’re so spent you don’t even register her words. You barely even react as her tentacles lift you above her smiling face. Her mouth as it opens wide, and slowly lowers you. Her tongue winds around your legs like a ninth tentacle, drawing you into the warm cavity of her mouth. Down. Down. Down into the dark. 
 
    Latia swallows, licking her lips with contentment. “Mmm. Delicious,” she giggles, eyes burning with delight. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I am your newest sacrifice,” you say. “But I’m more than just that.” 
 
    Latia arches a brow, her hair shimmering with interest. “Oh?” 
 
    “Oh absolutely!” you say. “For you see, I’m not just here to sacrifice my seed to your body in birthing yet more horrors onto the world. Oh no! I’m here to show you a good time too.” 
 
    “Is that right?” 
 
    “Absolutely!” you say, grinning. “Sure, any sacrifice can be handsome and screaming as you do what you do, but I am absolutely a willing one. I want to make your experience as good as it can get.” 
 
    “The others did scream an awful lot…” Latia muses. 
 
    “Right?” you say. “And there’s only one kind of screaming a lovely… uh… being like you should be inspiring. And that’s screams of ecstasy.” 
 
    “And you believe you can do that?” the scylla says, but despite her haughty tone, you can tell you’ve struck her interest. 
 
    “I’m not only sure. I’m staking my life on it,” you say. 
 
    The scylla puts her fingers to her lips, scrutinizing you closely. She taps her lower lips, then nods. “Very well, mortal. I will allow you to try and pleasure me.” 
 
    Yes! 
 
    “But that sword shall remain there.” 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    You sigh, but no one said this would be easy. And to be honest, you’re somewhat looking forward to trying to pleasure a goddess. Wouldn’t it be a feather in your cap to make an eldritch being cum! Be nice if you weren’t putting your life and humanity on the line, but oh well. You strip off your armor and clothes, tossing them aside along with your sword, though not without a small pang of regret. Well, you’re committed now. You suppose you just better hope her experience with pleasure is as limited as you think. After all, what kind of lovers could a bunch of virgins be? 
 
    Speaking of… 
 
    “Goddess?” you say. “Is there any way you can make yourself smaller?” 
 
    “Really?” she asks, the colour of her hair shifting to red, a hint of menace in her voice. “Seeking to cajole me into shrinking to the size of a fly only to trap me in a bottle?” 
 
    “No! Of course not. No. Only, in your current ah… greatness. There’s an awful lot of ground to cover. And I’ve mainly experienced pleasuring women of more… familiar height.” 
 
    She purses her lips, and you feel a moment of panic, but at last she nods. “Very well. But only because I am curious.” 
 
    “I never thought otherwise,” you say, almost deflating in relief. 
 
    She sniffs and her eyes grow lidded. Her whole body glows in the gloom, and before your eyes she slowly shrinks. At least, her human half does. Her tentacled lower body does get a little smaller, but nowhere near as much as her upper form. Well, you can work with that. She descends onto the lip of the precipice overlooking the pool, her tentacles unwinding from some of the ancient pillars, gathering beneath her like a rubbery dress. She still stands head and shoulders above you, but at least now she’s not larger than a house. You approach under her haughty gaze, your eyes instantly drawn to the violet orbs of her breasts. 
 
    You know just where to start. 
 
    You fill your hands with her plush teats, and you smile at her sharp gasp. “Sensitive?” you say. 
 
    “Mnn. P-perhaps,” she says. 
 
    “Stand to reason,” you say. “A great and powerful goddess’s form would be built to be pleasured by her servants.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” she moans as your hands press her tits together, massaging those firm globes so that her skin grows ruddy and her hair shimmers and pulses pink. “A-a goddess should be… be sensitive…” 
 
    “Absolutely,” you say, leaning down. “In fact, she should rejoice in her… sensitivity…” 
 
    Your tongue flicks a nipple, and the scylla gasps. Her breath hitches as you lean in closer and delicately take her nipple between your lips and give it a suck. “Oooooh!” she moans as your lips work on her budding teat, your teeth just grazing it, making her whimper in delight. Again you give her a lick, mashing her breasts together. Her skin has turned a lighter shade of violet, almost pink with her pleasure. Her haughty air weakened beneath the oral assault upon her. 
 
    Your hands leave her breasts, loop around her and begin massaging her soft rear, fingers sinking into that dark flesh as you work your hands on her ass. 
 
    “Ohhh, what… what are you d-doing?” 
 
    “Admiring the form of a goddess,” you say, sneaking a peak at her face. 
 
    “It’s just… ah… most do not… have not done so in such a… a way…” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “No. They are usually… mnnn… usually too busy kneeling and averting their… their eyes at my glory.” 
 
    “Understandable,” you say, then flash her a smile. “Would you like me to kneel?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    You lower yourself to your knees, bringing your face level with the slit of her pussy. You really hope you’re not making a mistake here, but too late now. You’ve made your horny declaration and have to follow through. And you always wondered what a goddess’s pussy would taste like. Leaning in, you let your tongue glide along her slit. 
 
    “Ah!” she gasps, her hair flaring with colour, her eyes shooting wide. “That… That was…” 
 
    “Should I stop?” you ask. 
 
    In answer she grabs your head and pushes it into her muff, which most assuredly answers that question. Not that you’re complaining. Your fingers grip her ass as you press your lips to her slit, kissing her slick folds. She tastes oddly sweet, and something else that you can’t quite identify, but you’ll surely experience a great deal of. Her pink inner folds twitch about your tongue, her grip tightening in your hair as she rides your face, gasping and moaning in ever growing pleasure. 
 
    “Oh yes. Yes! By the deeps. Oh by the sunless… ah… realms. That’s it. Oh yes. Yes! Keep going. Keep licking.” 
 
    Your tongue delves into her warm folds, teasing up until you find that familiar pearl of pleasure. As your tongue strokes it the goddess stiffens, her tentacles twitching as you tease her clit from its hood and begin to thoroughly toy with it, stroking it with your tongue. Delicately sucking on it, grazing it just a bit with your teeth. 
 
    A shudder passes through her in a wave. “Oh. Oh! Ohhhhh yessssss!” she screams, her orgasm overwhelming her in a surge of impossible pleasure. Her scream of ecstasy rings in the dark hollows of her lair, bouncing of pillars and making the waters of her pool slosh at the rim of the stone. 
 
    You don’t let up. Don’t dare to! You press yourself more thoroughly against her, continuing your oral assault on her cunt. She moans and bucks, rocking in delighted pleasure. She falls back, lying down on the floor, her tentacles wrapping around you, pulling you against her. More of her rubbery limbs wrap about your tightly, squeezing you in the throes of her orgasmic bliss. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! By my father. By my mother! Oh yes! Yesssss! Lick me, mortal. Make me cum. Make me… nnnnn! Cuuuuum!” 
 
    Her tentacles are so tight you can barely breathe, but you do as she bids, making her rock with heights she’s never dreamed, her cries of pleasure almost deafening as you milk her for pleasure. Make her moan and cum and cum again. 
 
    At last, Latia collapses atop the stones, moaning softly with the aftershocks of her pleasures. You gasp, pulling your face from her cunny, practically soaked in her juices. You look to her face, but judging by how her skin pigments shifts like a tie-dye kaleidoscope you doubt she’s up for too much more. 
 
    Besides, now you have her exactly where you want her. 
 
    You look aside to where your clothes and sword have been left and stretch for the blade. You can do little more. Her tentacles still grasp you, wrapped around you as securely as ever, albeit without much strength. You grunt, the tips of your fingers just brushing the hilt of your enchanted blade. At last, you manage to grasp it, unsheathing the sword with a soft sigh of steel on leather. 
 
    “Hm?” Latia murmurs softly, her skin slowly adopting a more steady hue. You don’t waste a second, plunging your enchanted blade into her side. 
 
    Latia’s eyes shoot open, her mouth doing the same with a startled gasp. She shudders as the brand written above her mons slowly disintegrates, the thorns and wings of darkness slithering into the air in the form of smoke, dissipating as the curse is banished. 
 
    For a long moment nothing happens. Then, Latia lifts herself up, her glowing eyes burning. Her skin and hair darkening to a furious red. “That. BITCH!” the goddess howls. 
 
    “Hrk!” you gasp as the tentacles around you suddenly tighten. Latia rises, swelling in size with every word she barks. 
 
    “That accursed, prideful, WHORE! How dare that witch! How dare she enslave me? Me! Goddess of the deeps! Of times older than she could DREAM!” 
 
    You gag as her tentacles twist around you, wringing you in her anger. 
 
    “She will pay! She will PAY!” Latia roars. 
 
    “Grk!” 
 
    Latia glances down at your strangled sound, only your purpling head still visible amid the wrappings of her tentacles. She blinks. 
 
    “Oh,” she says, losing some of her ruddy hue. “Sorry.” 
 
    Her tentacles slowly release you. You take in a shuddering gasp of air as the compression about your chest eases. You raise an arm with a weak wave. “No… no problem,” you gasp. “Morgana has… that effect on… on people…” 
 
    “She does,” the scylla says. She slowly lowers herself so she’s level with you, her head as big as your whole body, her glowing eyes taking you in. “And you have freed me from her curse.” 
 
    “Happy to,” you wheeze. You look up at the giantess of a woman again. “I don’t suppose you could… I dunno. Smite her or something?” 
 
    Latia grimaces, her eyes flashing. “Literally nothing on this world or any other would bring me greater pleasure. But… I dare not,” she fairly spits, her skin again flushing crimson with rage, hair shimmering and flaring like a thousand tentacles. “I fear if I were to do so, she would merely enchant me again, as she did before. She is a cunning wretch!” 
 
    “Ah. Shame,” you say. You straighten wearily, wincing as your joints pop back into place. “In that case, I better go. There should be a portal in this room that will take me to the next floor. I’m getting close.” 
 
    “Yes…” Latia says. “You are.” 
 
    You catch a subtle change in her tone. “What?” you ask. 
 
    Latia shifts, her tentacles wriggling as she makes an effort to look nonchalant. “It merely… um, occurs to me that you have done a great service to me. And as a goddess, it ah… behooves me to perhaps grant you a boon. A grand one.” 
 
    “It does?” 
 
    Her skin darkens to purple, and you realize she’s blushing, while at the same time trying to avoid actually looking at you. She licks her lips, tapping her fingertips together nervously. “Well,” she says. “You did do ah, so well. And in my times, when a servant performed such a great act for a goddess, she often rewarded him with… something special. That is, I would be willing to take you with me when I left this place as my personal attendant.” 
 
    “Your personal attendant?” you say with a raised brow. 
 
    Her colour deepens. “Mm. Yes. A slave to my divinity would not be such a bad thing. I am a kind goddess, after all. Though…” 
 
    “Though?” you prompt. 
 
    “Well, being a slave to my greatness would, of course, be the ultimate reward. But I suppose I could be convinced to ah, bestow on you a… fraction of my divinity. So long as you remained with me.” 
 
    “You want to make me a god!” 
 
    “Demigod,” she corrects quickly. “Only that. It is more than most mortals would ever dream of receiving. So, how about it?” she asks, fighting hard to hide her eagerness, even as her skin shimmers with changing hues. “Shall you be my slave? Or my husband?” 
 
      
 
    Become Her Slave 
 
    Become A God 
 
    Continue on Your Quest 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You hold back as the scylla rises before you, stunned by the immensity of her glory. Her power! 
 
    The goddess of a monster girl smirks at you, her skin shifting with curious hues. “Well well!” she says, admiring you. “It seems my servants have brought me a truly interesting specimen.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Sure.” 
 
    “So very interesting,” she purrs, her throaty voice vibrating through you. “Much like my hues, no?” 
 
    “Um…” you say, but her skin is so fascinating. The way the colours shift and swirl across her. Mingling and blending. Moving across her glorious curves. Her full breasts. Her lovely face. 
 
    “You do love staring at me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Uh huh…” you say vaguely. 
 
    “Little surprise. I am so very lovely, as only a goddess can be. Is it any wonder I am worshipped? Why my servants adore me so?” 
 
    No. No, it makes perfect sense why she would be worshipped. She’s so big. So beautiful. So glorious in every way. Every moment you look at her brings you something new to appreciate about her. About how wonderfully glorious she is. How devastatingly beautiful. How fantastically powerful. So big. So colourful. So compelling of your gaze, you just can’t look away. 
 
    She smiles, and oh that smile. That wonderful smile. That smile that says the world is her oyster and she’d be more than happy to crack it open and suck out the soft pink insides. And she could. You know she could. She’s so powerful. So magnificent. So beautiful. 
 
    “Drop your sword, mortal,” she says. 
 
    You do as she commands, not thinking about it disobeying. Not her. Not those glorious colours. 
 
    “Strip.” 
 
    You remove your armour and clothes, your fingers hesitating for some reason. But your eyes never leave her. Never leave those shimmering colours as they swirl across her form, drawing your attention to all of her curves. The world has ceased to exist except what she inhabits. That goddess. That glorious maiden of power. 
 
    She smiles, and your heart swells with adoration that you’ve been gifted such a sight. She reaches down, and you shudder, moaning as her fingers wrap around you, pick you up and into the air. 
 
    There is no resistance. You can’t dream of it. Not to her. Not to your goddess. She smirks and slowly lowers you towards her midriff. You pass the tattoo upon her mons, but it has no meaning to you anymore. Especially when her pussy fills your view. That warm cave of soft pink flesh. 
 
    “Mmm,” Latia moans as she pushes you against her cunny, moaning in delight as her velvety folds swallow you whole. “That’s it. Oh yessssss!” 
 
    You tingle with joy at being of use to your goddess. You wriggle within her velvety depths, yearning to give her more pleasure. Your beloved goddess. 
 
    “Oh! Good boy. Oh yes. Yessss! That’s it. Worship your mistress, slave. Oh fuck. Yes. Yes! Oh by the deeps yessss!” 
 
    She’s moaning, pumping you in and out of her slick depths like you were a human dildo. You’re panting, head swimming in those soft folds as her juices slicken you with her arousal. A warm, thick goo that coats you from head to toe. 
 
    “Yes! Oh fuck yessssssss!” your goddess screams, her pussy tightening around you as she cums, the sudden flood of her juices nearly drowning you as you’re battered within her, coated with her cum. 
 
    And only then do you feel the heat of your transformation. How it sweeps through you like a warm balm, making you moan and shudder. The change comes, your skin paling, fingers spreading with webbed flesh. You cry out as your voice shifts from that of a man to a low, croaking rorrop. You feel your bones shift, your skin fade to a sickly gray as you croak and moan. 
 
    Slowly, your goddess withdraws you from within her, but it’s no longer a man who she holds. You blink your huge, frog-like eyes, looking up at your creator with mindless worship. Latia smirks as she puts you down, and instantly you prostrate yourself before the glory of her. 
 
    Latia laughs as more like you shamble from side passages. More of the creatures you killed when you first entered the scylla’s portal. Like you, they bow before the one who made them. Corrupted them. Renewed them. Latia’s laughter echoes in the dark chamber. The chamber you shall grow to know well, for you will spend much of your life here when not scrounging for fish in the underground lakes of her lair. Nothing more than another pathetic frogman, obedient to your goddess. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    No way are you waiting for this monster to get the first move. You grab your sword, ripping it free with a hiss of steel and leather. Hoisting your blessed blade, you give a roar of challenge and charge the monumental goddess. 
 
    Mocking laughter thunders from above as the giant scylla’s tentacles snap out for you. You dodge the first, warding off the second. When the third comes you swing your burning blade, impacting the rubbery flesh of a tentacle. 
 
    And rebounding so hard it flies out of your hands. 
 
    You gape, staring as the blade somersaults through the air before clattering to the floor. “Shit!” you say. 
 
    “Indeed!” the scylla cackles as her tentacles whip out. You try and dodge, but when she easily grabs you, you realize she was merely playing with you before. You struggle in the grip of her tentacles, the suckers adhering to your flesh and armour as she hoists you into the air and before her face. Her smirk is wide, her eyes glowing with power and her skin shifting to a bluish hue. 
 
    “So, little mortal. You thought to challenge me with a blade?” she asks, turning you upside down so you dangle before her, rapidly reddening as blood rushes to your head. “Better a mouse attack a mountain with a toothpick!” 
 
    “L-let me go! I hrk!” 
 
    You wheeze as her tentacles tighten around you, squeezing the breath from your lungs. “Hmm. I think not. You challenged a god, mortal. Did you think you would survive the experience? Oh no no! It would set a bad precedence. Besides,” she said, licking her soft, soft lips. “I’m ever so hungry…” 
 
    Your eyes widen with horror as her tentacles lift you over her head, dangling you over her face. Her smirk widens as she opens her mouth, her tongue like another tentacle as it reaches up and caresses your face. 
 
    She drops you, and you have just enough time to take a breath before her tongue wraps about you, and pulls you into the warm cavern of her mouth. 
 
    Your scream is muffled as her teeth close behind you. Her saliva coats you as she rolls you in her mouth as if tasting you. But that’s nothing compared to when she tilts back her head. 
 
    And swallows. 
 
    “Mmm,” she moans as you slide down her throat and into her stomach, there to be dissolved for the very brief remainder of your life. “Simply divine.” 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    You consider your sword, then the immensity before you. 
 
    Yeah. Maybe talking is in your best interest here. 
 
    “Latia. Ah, mighty goddess,” you say. “I didn’t come here to fight.” 
 
    “I imagine not,” she snorts. 
 
    “That’s right. I’ve actually come here to free you.” 
 
    There’s a shift in her, mainly one of colour. Her skin darkens from its normal violet hue, her glowing eyes narrowing. “Excuse you?” she says. 
 
    You can feel the temperature in the chamber drop precipitously. “Well, you see, I’m not actually a sacrifice. I’ve come to free you from Morgana’s curse. With my sword. It’s enchanted.” 
 
    Her eyes have narrowed to slits. “Is that right.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “So you’ve come to save me, a goddess, older than the mountains, than your puny race. Because you think I am the victim of some pathetic sorcery?” 
 
    “No no!” you quickly say, waving your hands frantically. “Not like that at all! I was just-“ 
 
    “You think!” she says, her voice thundering in the room like the raging tempests of the sea. “That I! I! Latia! Goddess! Queen of the oceans! Mistress of the seas, would need a pathetic mortal like you to help me!” 
 
    “Okay, calm down.” 
 
    You immediately wince. Oh fuck. Why did you say that? That never helps! You steal a glance at her, and oh fuck, her hair is writhing like the tentacles around her base, twisting in the air and shimmering, crackling with crimson light like the flames of hell. 
 
    “You DARE COMMAND ME!” 
 
    “No! I never-“ 
 
    “SILENCE!” 
 
    The word hits like the toll of doom. You wince, shrinking down as she lowers her arm, pointing at you. “You dare command a GODDESS! You shall know your place, mortal. Now, and forever more!” 
 
    A glow suffuses your skin. You howl as pain rips through you, the very fabric of your being twisting out of sorts. 
 
    “No man is worthy of speaking to me so! No man would dare! So you must be less than that. A worm! A frog! A creature that slithers on its belly in my presence! You are not worthy to stand before me. Now cower, toad!” 
 
    The changes ripple through you as your legs shorten, your stomach plumping, your head shrinking into your torso. Your eyes swell wide and your mouth seems to consume half your head. 
 
    Within moments, where a man once stood, only a pathetic, stunted frog monster remains. You crouch there, head spinning, your identity slipping away between your webbed fingers before you could even grasp a fragment of what you once were. 
 
    “There,” Latia says, smirking in cruel triumph. She flicks her finger, and you croak in surprise, rising in the air in a dome of light. “Now go forth, wretch. And let the world see what comes from crossing a goddess!” 
 
    “Rorrop!” you croak as your bubble suddenly pops. 
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    Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    Wasn’t there a saying? Only a monster can defeat a god? Or was it gods fucked monsters? Either way, time to fight monster with monster. 
 
    You pull the swirling green vial from your belt and pop off the cap, downing it in one go, never noticing Latia’s smirk, or the sudden sparkle that manifests in the bottle. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you groan, clutching your stomach as your whole body contracts, every joint popping, cracking, shrinking on themselves. Your groan becomes a croak as your head settles into your shoulders, your mouth opening wide, wide, wider until it’s half your head. 
 
    You shrink, your fingers growing long, webbing forming between them. Your eyes become huge and your belly pale and large as you become some hideous, stunted specimen of a frog man. 
 
    Latia bursts out laughing at your state. “Oh you pathetic little mortal,” she said. “What was that supposed to do?” 
 
    “Rorrop!” you croak. “I…I not… not know?” you say, quivering beneath the attention of the goddess. 
 
    “Hmm. Well, how amusing,” she purrs as she crooks her finger. You croak as you rise off the floor in a sphere of light, kicking and wriggling helplessly. “A wug. The basest of swamp creatures. It’s almost not worth even killing. But,” she muses with a wicked smirk. “Perhaps I can still make use of you. As an example of my displeasure. Yes,” she says. “I think that will do nicely…” 
 
    You wriggle in the bubble as the goddess lifts her hand and snaps her fingers. You croak in surprise as the bubble pops, banishing you from her presence, and any hope of becoming a man again. 
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    Become Her Slave 
 
      
 
    You look up at the scylla in all her unearthly glory, and know what you must do. You drop your sword, then drop to your knees. 
 
    “Goddess,” you say. “I’m not worthy of standing beside you. I only ask you find me worthy to be beneath you.” 
 
    Latia’s hue warms and shimmers with violet and pinks. She leans down, shrinking ever so slightly as she cups you, lifting you in her hands and to her face. “So you shall,” she says with a pleased smile. “Long have I wanted a worshipper who truly appreciated my greatness. How ironic I would find him at my lowest point.” 
 
    You glow with her praise, and she suddenly exhales. You gasp as a heavy fog flows from her lips, wrapping around you in a heady swirl, then moan as you feel it settling on your skin. Deeper than your skin. All down your body strange designs swirl and glow, shimmering like the lure of an angler fish in the depths of the sea. 
 
    “There,” you goddess says, beaming. “Now you are marked as mine. Forever.” 
 
    “Th-thank you, goddess,” you say. 
 
    She laughs. “You are welcome, my slave,” she says, leaning in, her immense lips giving you an adoring kiss on the nose. “Mmm. But, I think you know a far better way to thank me.” 
 
    You blush at her knowing look, and you feel the shimmer of your new tattoos warm and redden with your flush. “As my goddess wills.” 
 
    Her smile becomes a knowing smirk as she gently sets you down. She moves forward, and as she does her size shrinks anew, and by the time she settles on the stony precipice she merely stands two heads taller than you. But that is only right, for she is your goddess. Your glorious mistress, and she should never have to look up at you. 
 
    With that in mind you immediately fall prostrate before her, bent in worship of her. “My goddess,” you say. “May I have the joy of pleasuring you?” 
 
    You can hear her smile as she says, “You may.” 
 
     Once more you look up, reach up, and let your hands wrap around her waist. You hear her moan as your fingers sink into the plushness of her rear, you face resting against her now cleansed mons as you nuzzle her, shuddering in pleasure at the nearness of her slit. You look up, barely able to see her face past her full, vibrant breasts, and your tongue glides along her slit. 
 
    “Mnnnn,” she moans, lashes fluttering, biting her lower lip as your adoringly lick her out, every stroke of your tongue another expression of your devotion. She reaches down, hands intertwining in your hair, tugging you more securely against her pussy as you adoringly kiss her lower lips. 
 
    Your tongue enters her, teasing along her folds. You can almost feel where she most desires your touch. Your love. Your affection and devotion to her beauty. You moan softly, her pleasure seeming to flow through you like a stream of clearest water, tingling from your head to your toes. 
 
    “Yessss!” she moans. “Oh yes! My beloved. My slave, that’s it. Perfect. Yessss. Worship your goddess. Adore her. Serve her! She wants it. Oh yes. Yesss! By the deeps yesssss!” 
 
    You moan as her tentacles slither up around you, wrapping about you, gentle but firm, squeezing you as if she never wishes to let you go. Love warms you. Love of her. For her. All Her. Your wonderful, incredible, glorious goddess. 
 
    Your tongue glides up her tight cunny, finding again that tender pearl. You tease it as her tentacles tighten around you. 
 
    “Yes. Yesssss! Oh f-fuck yesssss!” she cries. 
 
    You moan as she cum, her peak sparking in your brain like a lance of white hot pleasure. You gasp as you’re suddenly pulled from her cunny, lain on the floor. She moves over you, her breathing hard as she lowers her pussy towards your cock. 
 
    “Pleasure me, slave,” she breathes. 
 
    And sheathes you within her. 
 
    Her hot depths are like nothing you’ve ever known. You cry out in ecstasy as her pussy envelops your cock, massaging you as she rides you. 
 
    “Oh goddess! Yessss!” you moan as she bounces atop you, the tattoos written on your skin pulsing hot red light, her own flesh mirroring the hue as she fucks you, her tight, velvety cunt massaging your cock with panting pleasure. 
 
    “Yes! Fuck me, slave. Fuck your goddess. Serve her! By the deeps and seas yes. Yes! Give it to me, mortal. Give it to me my slave. Give me your cock. Your hard cock! Give your goddess your seed! Cum for me! Cum for meeeeee!” 
 
    You couldn’t deny her if you wanted to, and you don’t. Never. She’s your goddess, and it’s your greatest pleasure to obey her. Your arms are bound against you by her tentacles, leaving you only able to arch, moaning as you cum. Spurting into her hot depths. Cumming into your divine mistress as she drinks every drop of your cum. 
 
    Latia shimmers with colour as if her very body doesn’t know how to react to this. She throws back her head, screaming in ecstasy as she cums with you, her tentacles tightening, squeezing you adoringly as she rides out her orgasm upon your cock, every jolt of that glorious pleasure pounding through her, finding echoes within you. 
 
    At last she sags, panting, her full breasts heaving with the effort of her orgasm. She looks down at you, beaming with joy and love, your own eyes filled with devotion for her. 
 
    She slides off you, her tentacles bringing you against her in a many armed embrace. “My slave,” she moans. 
 
    “My goddess,” you pant, looking into her eyes, knowing you’ll never be able to look away from her again. Not from her glory. Her divinity. 
 
    For she is your goddess, and you are her slave. 
 
      
 
    End 
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    Continue on Your Quest 
 
      
 
    Godhood and slavery? Oooh, those are some tempting ass options. And yet… and yet you’ve come so far up the tower seeking out your bride. You feel this throbbing in your chest. You find yourself looking at the ceiling, recalling all the many, many crimes and horrible things Morgana has done. 
 
    At last, you shake your head. “That is… an exceedingly generous offer,” you inform the goddess. 
 
    “I sense a but in there,” she says, her tone cool. 
 
    “But I simply can’t let Morgana be,” you add quickly. “After all, she has done such a monstrous thing to you. How could I sleep easy knowing that she might… ah… return and seek to control you again.” 
 
    Latia sniffs, but her expression softens a bit. “Yes,” she says at length. “You may be right. No mortal should escape punishment for seeking to enslave a goddess.” 
 
    “Exactly,” you say, relieved. “So, if I may, where is the portal?” 
 
    The scylla sighs, and you jump as her tentacles wind up along the lip of the precipice. “Relax,” she says. “I’m bringing you to it.” 
 
    “Oh, right,” you say. But for all that you’re still rigid as stone as her winding tentacles wrap about you and lift you off the ground. She turns to a part of the wall and grasps a stone bigger than an ox cart. With ease she picks it off the wall, tossing the boulder carelessly aside to splash into the pool with a thunderous boom. You wince, once more glad you didn’t try and physically overpower the goddess. 
 
    “The portal is in here,” she says, depositing you in the small hole within the wall. You breathe out in relief as her tentacles release you and turn to the tunnel, now seeing the gate of winding dark thorns engulfing the swirling portal. “I blocked it to ensure the… thing on the other side could not seep in.” 
 
    “Thing?” 
 
    The scylla wrinkles her nose. “I do not know what you mortals call it. But it is a realm of torment and pain. A place where the soul suffers at the whims and enjoyment of cruel monsters.” 
 
    You wince at a sudden flashback of growing up in the castle with your mother lurking about. “Ah,” you say. “Well, I suppose I’m about to find out.” 
 
    “Take care, mortal,” the scylla says. “And…” 
 
    You turn back. “Yes?” 
 
    She clears her throat, her skin deepening its tint. “Well, should you wish to bring my faith to the people of your realm, or ah… decide later that worshipping a goddess as glorious as I is in your interest, I would certainly be interested in… in extending an invitation as one of my new priests.” 
 
    “Oh. Um, thanks. I’ll uh… keep that in mind.” 
 
    “Mmm. See that you do. Well! Farewell,” she says abruptly. 
 
    You wave goodbye and turn to the swirling gate before you. Lifting your sword, you take a firming breath and push forward, into the portal, and beyond. 
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    The Wug 
 
      
 
    You waddle back to camp with your fishing spear topped with dinner. It was good hunting in the swamps near your lair. The fish have been plentiful. Fortunate, for you need to hunt much more than you once did. 
 
    Your hut is soon visible, squatting among the tall reeds. Built on a hump of solid ground, it sits in the middle of a mire, one that had claimed many humans who had dared delve into it. But you were light enough to be able to cross it with ease, even enough so to find a path that could be more easily walked on to approach, but that’s a secret you keep well. 
 
    When you first arrived in the swamp, you spent most of your time building your lair and home, but of late you’ve been able to range beyond it. The village at the edge of the swamps was a fortunate discovery, never expecting that a creature such as you might lurk in their waters. Something you took advantage of fully. 
 
    Moaning sounds from within your hut, and your lipless mouth widens with a grin. An expression familiar yet not. You stump in through the door and take in your prize. 
 
    Her name was Monica. A lovely girl more willful than perhaps wise. A fact you quickly discovered as you stalked the village, and took advantage of one moonless night. You remember it well, how she had been bathing in the river as you slithered close among the reeds and put the dart in your blowpipe. Some instinct told you what the slime that coats you would do to her, and slathered on your dart, you anticipated the result eagerly. 
 
    You can still remember her startled gasp as the dart struck her naked rear. How she swayed, her full tits bouncing with her rapidly deepening breath. How her eyes grew lidded. Fogged. How all you had to do was step into the open, your cock sliding free of your abdominal slit. 
 
    And she was yours. 
 
    That first night will always hold a special place in your mind. As you croaked while she eagerly sucked your slimy cock until you pumped your oily seed into her mouth, as you pressed her down in the mud like the sow she was and fucked her burning pussy with gusto, seeding her warm womb with your spawn. 
 
    Then, attaching your crude leash, you lead her deeper into the swamp, and into your new home. 
 
    “Maaaasterrrrr,” she moans, smiling drunkenly, her stomach swollen with your young. It’s only been a few weeks and already she looks ready to pop, kept aroused on a steady regimen of your toxins and cum. Her fat breasts sway atop her chest, already leaking her sweet cream. She’s taken well to being a broodmother. Some instinct tells you that she will be a fertile incubator for your tribe. 
 
    And tribe it will soon be. As she births your young you will feed them, help them grow strong. Within a few years, they will be large enough, and old enough to go looking for their own mates to add to the clan. It will take the villagers time to realize their daughters and wives aren’t simply getting lost in the swamp. They will search, as they did for Monica, but they will never find your home among the reeds. 
 
    And within a decade, when you will be old enough to be a grayscale, your tribe will number enough to attack the village, slaughtering the men, seizing the women that remain. Their cries of fear will turn to pleasure as they are bred, fucked full of the next generation’s eggs. 
 
    In time you shall be a chieftain of your clan. A progenitor of an entire village of wugs. You shall recline on a throne of wood, the most fertile of females attending you, drunk on pleasure, swollen with your spawn. You shall take the first mating of any female caught in the swamps, a land which shall grow blighted with your legends. Tales will be told of your kind to frighten daughters from straying far from home. But it will not matter. You shall rule. 
 
    All this you know in a vague way, for your mind is too simple now to comprehend such a complicated future. The immediate concerns you more, and with an oily smile you crawl atop your moaning broodslut, your mouth opening wide enough to engulf almost half her tit, your tongue slithering over her ripe breast, stroking a needy nipple. 
 
    “Oooooh!” Monica moans as her milk spurts into your mouth. Rich. Thick. Delicious. As you suckle at her fat tit, you shift, your cock swelling from your abdominal slit, your stomach turning red with a desire to breed. You push forward, sheathing yourself in her pussy once more. 
 
    “Ohhhhh yessssss!” she cries, shuddering in desperate pleasure, rocking as you fuck her. “Yes! Fuck me. Master. Ooooh masterrrrr! Yes! Oh gods yes. Yes! Breed me, master. Stuff me. Fuck me. Fuck… Fuck… Fuck sluuuuuuut!” 
 
    Her voice rises in a keen of pleasure, ringing beyond the wattle walls and echoing through the misty swamps. You don’t care. Later you will cook the fish and you will eat with her, your quest long forgotten in the mists of the swamp and the curse of the goddess. For you are merely a pathetic wug. A toad creature. That you were once a prince you will never remember, and no kiss will change you back. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
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    Become a God 
 
      
 
    “A god, eh?” you say. 
 
    Light flashes deep in Latia’s eyes. “Yes,” she croons. “A demi-god, standing by my side! Sharing in my glory.” 
 
    “That does sound nice,” you muse. It does, actually. You mean, being a prince is pretty cool aside from the forced marriages, but a god? Well, that’s pretty much the only way you can step up higher. 
 
    “Yes,” Latia breathes, drawing your attention back to her as she slowly shrinks again, her tentacles grasping the precipice overlooking the waters, pulling her onto it in a rolling mass of dark tentacles. Not that you mind. Not anymore. If anything, those unearthly limbs are curiously appealing for you. “A god. Worthy of being with me. Of being worshipped by the world as equal to me.” 
 
    “Hmm,” you say, smirking as she draws near, near enough for you to wrap your arms around her, pull her flush against you. “That sound absolutely amazing.” 
 
    “It will be,” she says, pressing against you, yielding to your touch, her skin flushing a purple so deep it’s nearly pink. 
 
    “And how do I go about becoming a god?” you say. 
 
    “That,” she breathes, her tentacles slowly wrapping around you, pulling you tight to her, “will require ah… require…” 
 
    “Let me guess,” you say. 
 
    And kiss her. 
 
    Latia’s dark lashes flutter. Her skin pinkens even more as she yield to your kiss. Her soft breasts press against your chest, and you’re only too happy to grasp one, giving it a hungry squeeze. She moans, the sound escaping her, swallowed by your kiss, so sensitive. So inexperienced. 
 
    Well, you’ll fix that soon enough. 
 
    You continue to kiss her, lips working against hers. Your tongue pushes into her mouth, shyly embraced by her own too long tongue. You moan as you kiss her, your cock hard as steel and pushing up against her velvet folds. She whimpers as you rock your hips, teasing the tip of your cock against her slick cunny. 
 
    “Please,” she whimpers against your lips. 
 
    You provide. 
 
    She cries out, a gasp of purest pleasure as your cock slides into her like she was made for it. Her velvety cunt tightens around you, her moan becoming a whimper of delight as she moves against you, fucking you with a passion that only grows with every moment of your joining. 
 
    You suddenly topple, finding yourself atop the scylla as she rocks beneath you, her tentacles continuing to wrap around you. “Oh gods yesssss!” she moans. “Yes! Fuck me, my mate. Fuck me my lord! Take me. Show me… ah… show me pleasure! Show me the greatness of your… oooh… of your cock! Yes. Yes! By my name yessssss!’ 
 
    You’re panting, flushed and hot. Her tentacles are still moving around you, pulling you deeper into her with every thrust. You kiss her again, fondling her breast, teasing a nipple with gentle circles and flicking fingers. She keens beneath you, drunk with pleasure, her skin shifting with vibrant hues of pinks and reds and violets, her eyes lidded as she rolls her hips, taking your cock with eager moans. Hot pleasure pumps through you. Strength like you’ve never known seems to fill you as you fuck her. Claim her. Pound your cock into the moaning glory of the goddess beneath you. 
 
    “More. More! Yes! Yes! Oh fuck! Fuck yesssssss!” she screams, tensing, her tentacles tightening around you as she cums, trembling, moaning with her blessed peak. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan in tandem with her, surrendering to the embrace of her pussy, pumping your hot cum into her warm depths. Fucking a goddess. Well! Who’d a thought? 
 
    Something scrapes your back and you glance back, and stare. The ceiling is now against you. You look around and realize that she’s been growing again, returning to her immense size, and you’ve joined her. Every pump of your cock strengthens you, lifts you up, makes you bigger. Bigger. Big enough to fill the chamber. 
 
    She grasps your face, turning you back to her, and you can’t look away from her eyes. From her beauty. The shy way looks at you, nibbling her lower lip, her skin a rich pink like a full bodied blush. 
 
    You smile at her, love blooming in your chest. Nearly as great as the power that fills you. You find you’re still hard, but don’t question it. As if a god would soften from merely cumming once. And you beloved deserves far more than just one orgasm. 
 
    Yes. 
 
    She deserves as many as she can get. 
 
    You start thrusting again. More forcefully this time. Grinning as she gasps and rocks from the impact. 
 
    “Ooooohhhh fuuuuuuuck!” she moans. 
 
    “That’s it. Take it, Latia. Take all my cock. Fuck! You’re so tight. But not for long.” 
 
    “Y-you’re a p-prideful o-one!” she gasps as a particularly sharp thrust stuffs her anew. 
 
    “Is that so?” you chuckle. “Would you prefer I pull out?” 
 
    Her tentacles tighten around you. “D-don’t you dare!” 
 
    “That’s my girl,” you laugh. 
 
    She pouts, and oh doesn’t she have a cute one. Suddenly her tentacles twine around you, pulling you harder into her. Her arms are around your neck, pulling you down into her passionate, if inexperienced, kiss. 
 
    You laugh but keep thrusting. Keep fucking. Cumming. Make her scream in orgasm as you stuff her with your divine seed. As your skin turns a rich, vivid blue. As fins flare like spines all down your back. As you bellow with orgasm, a sound like a foghorn in the seas as you cum. Cum. Pumping her full. 
 
    The very walls around you shake and crack with the force of your mating. Rocks the size of houses bounce off your back as you claim your beloved. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! My lord! My mate!” Latia moans. “Take me! Take me my god!” 
 
    “My goddess!” you roar, hilting within her. 
 
    Your orgasm is like a wave crashing against a beach. Your cry out, shuddering in ecstasy as you cum. Pumping your beloved once more. Stuffing her with your cum. You look down on your goddess, and she looks up at her god, her face a pink so deep it’s almost purple again, her tentacles gently twitching with aftershocks of orgasm. 
 
    You smile wide and kiss her again. 
 
    It’s good to be a god… 
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    Level Ten 
 
      
 
    You step through the portal and heat steals your breath. 
 
    You gasp, blinking rapidly. You stand in a massive hall of crimson walls and golden pillars. Curtains of velvety violets descend like smiling mouths in the spaces between. Murals sprawl along the walls, depicting scenes of such carnal acts you’re sure half are anatomically impossible. Opulence and sensuality stuff the hall, even the air scented with a sweet perfume that makes you dizzy at even a breath. 
 
    But there’s more than beauty before you. You find yourself looking closer at the pillars, and cringing back. The white marble is worked in the guise of screaming faces. The wainscoting along the ceiling depict leering gargoyles whose eyes glitter with rubies and teeth sparkle with gold. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “The lair of the Succubus Camilla.” 
 
    You glance back as the old woman manifests beside you. Her wrinkled face and stooped shoulders stand strikingly at odd with the unholy sensuality which defines the hall you stand in. 
 
    “A succubus?” you say, stomach dropping. 
 
    “Yes, that’s what I said,” the old crone says, nodding. “And a more wicked creature doesn’t inhabit the tower. Well, aside from Morgana,” she adds after a moment. 
 
    “Oh. Lovely,” you say with a sinking feeling. “So I get to fight a demoness now?” 
 
    “Surely you didn’t think Morgana wouldn’t enlist the infernal realms?” the old woman says. “In fact, it was Camilla that first taught Morgana the magic to bind the monster girls within this place to her will.” 
 
    “So a demoness who’s also a sorceress? Oh, this just keeps getting better and better,” you grumble. 
 
    The old woman shrugs. “No one said this would be easy.” 
 
    “Got that right,” you grunt. You look again at the richly appointed hall you stand within. “Well? Any other advice? Maybe with a bit less sass.” 
 
    Her lips quirk and you can’t help but return a little of that smile. “Hm. Well, since you asked, you should know that Camilla does not follow Morgana willingly. Nor is she cursed as the other monster girls were. Such a magic cannot affect a demoness.” 
 
    “Wait, she’s not?” you say. “Then…” 
 
    “Indeed. So that,” the old woman says, pointing a finger as knobby and thin as a stick at your sword, “shall slay her. It is blessed by holy power, after all.” 
 
    “Would she be willing to help me overcome Morgana?” you ask intently. 
 
    “As to that, I don’t know,” the crone says with a shrug of her bony shoulders, her shawl fluttering. “We’re not exactly pen pals.” 
 
    “Fair enough. I guess,” you say. 
 
    “Good luck, Arthur. And…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do at least try and resist fucking her.” 
 
    You flush, but the smiling old woman is already dissipating into motes of light. You stand before the portal a moment more, as if awaiting her to suddenly pop back into existence and fork over a bottle of holy water, but when that doesn’t happen you sigh, gird yourself, and start walking down the hall of the demon’s palace. 
 
    And a sumptuous one it is. Your feet sink into carpet so thick it’s like a swamp. The scent of perfume hangs heavy and pleasant in the air, guiding your nose, and even as you adjust to its sweet scent you can’t banish how it warms your blood and thickens your manhood. 
 
    Not helping are all the unbelievable statues that line your path. You know of some priests that would be foaming at the mouth at the sight of such deeds that could be done between a man and a woman, a woman and a woman, a man and a man, and a woman and a… Well, it looks like a horse, but the human head is more off-putting than you’d like to admit. 
 
    And there’s a lot of paintings around. 
 
    Like, a lot a lot. 
 
    Even more than the sculptures. It feels more like you’re wandering through an art gallery dedicated to debauchery more than anything else. Fine murals done in stunning details. And all, you can’t help but notice, of distinctly… sensuous themes. 
 
    To be fair, most classical art is. It’s not a real classic unless there’s some nudity involved, after all. But some of these are quite explicit. You spotted one or two that were showing some very anatomically correct women taking some extremely unanatomical correct cocks. Which… well, you’re no student of the arts, but if they had more portraits like this, then maybe you would have been. 
 
    So distracted by the scenes, you barely realize you’ve reached the end of the corridor until you almost run into it. You stop, staring. 
 
    Before you are three portraits. One depicts a temple filled with cushions, and lounging within is a woman with the biggest breasts you’ve ever seen. In fact, looking closer, her horns appear to be those of a holstaur, and around her throat hangs a delicate key. 
 
    In a second stands a crimson chamber lit by flames. Through a window a blasted landscape can be seen, a sky of ashen hues and winged horrors diving through the sky. A throne sits in the foreground, a woman reclining atop it, a mask held up to her face, half hiding it. She’s smiling, her eyes cruel, one leg lifted lazily and around her body a tight gown sits around her. 
 
    In the third decadent palace baths are lit by the rays of a setting sun. Several women fill the space, smiling to one another, their naked curves flatteringly revealed, hair thrown back as they recline among the steamy tiles of purest white. Two are kissing. A third is in the midst of stroking herself, while a fourth and a fifth are splashing in the waters gaily. 
 
    Above them all stands a golden plate engraved with the words, ‘The Key to the Mistress’. 
 
    Your eyes go again to the paintings. 
 
    Hmm… 
 
      
 
    The Temple 
 
    The Inferno 
 
    The Baths 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Baths 
 
      
 
    You take in the varying paintings, but your eyes are inevitably drawn to the gleaming baths and the girls enjoying themselves therein. You lick your lips at the sight of their well realized breasts and thighs, and then, slowly, reach forward and touch the painting. 
 
    The colours swim before your eyes. You gasp, pulled towards the painting in a sudden swell of colour. The world spins and you stumble, and step forward. 
 
    Steam breathes, obscuring your view in a sudden swelter of white. You turn your head quickly, trying to make sense of it. 
 
    “Oh! The master has come!” 
 
    Delicate hands are suddenly on your arms. Arms, you realize, that are now longer wearing a shirt. In fact, the only thing you are wearing is a towel wrapped around your waist. Your momentary panic flies out of your head as you look about, and gape. 
 
    The two women who had been enjoying each other in the painting now stand on either side of you, smiling beatifically, their arms looped about yours. They beam at you, smiling brightly. 
 
    “Hello master,” one says. “We’ve been waiting for you.” 
 
    “Huh?” you gape. 
 
    “Oh yes. Waiting so very long. Why do you so rarely visit us anymore?” 
 
    “I don’t?” 
 
    “Oh no. But do not fear, master! We shall ensure that we satisfy you this time. Never again shall the Master of Princep ever be wanting from his harem.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    The pair giggle, guiding you down the spiral tiles and towards the waiting baths. The other women have ceased amusing each other, rising dutifully to greet you, smiling happily. 
 
    “Um, hold on,” you say. “How…” 
 
    “You must be so tired, master,” the blonde at your shoulder croons, easing you down the steps and into the steaming waters. “We shall ease your worries.” 
 
    “Your pains,” the brunette to your right croons. 
 
    “Um, I… ah…” 
 
    You blink. Your head feels… stuffy. One of the girls ladles another pitcher of water onto some stones, and a sudden burst of scented steam suffocates the room again. You blink, head spinning, sweat already running down your body. “Where’s the… the exit?” 
 
    “We cannot let you leave yet, master,” the blonde giggles. 
 
    “Oh no, master! Not yet. We have been so lonely.” 
 
    “Surely you would not leave before satisfying us?” 
 
    You look around. Souls, you realize with a horrible suddenness. These women are souls, ones that Camilla has captured, trapped within the painting. That’ll teach you to touch strange works of art! Are you trapped too? You didn’t sell your soul to her. Maybe you can still escape. Somehow. 
 
    “You need to be…” 
 
    “Please, master,” the blonde coos, leaning against you, and noticeably her breasts are. “We cannot let you leave before… satisfying you…” 
 
    Was that the requirement? You had to let the beauties make you cum? Maybe. Maybe not. On the one hand you um… Fuck, it is hot in there. The steam is making your head ache. Or maybe it’s because your balls ache. Has it been so long since you’ve had a good fuck? That doesn’t seem right. 
 
    Or is it? 
 
    “Poor master. Affairs of state must pain you so.” 
 
    “Leave you so bereft.” 
 
    “So needy.” 
 
    “But your slaves are here, master.” 
 
    “Let us attend to you.” 
 
    Chiming voices crowd around you, as well as lush, feminine beauties. Has it been a long time since you’ve cum? It must have been. Maybe you should play along. Just until things resolve. Until… um… 
 
    You feel your towel pulled away, then lips on your cock, and suddenly, thinking seems far too much work. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you moan as soft lips glide up and down your shaft, a tongue of such delicate sweetness swirling around you. 
 
    “Master is pleased?” another voice croons, leaning in, smiling. 
 
    “Uh… yeah…” 
 
    “Your slaves are glad,” she says, beaming. 
 
    Kissing. 
 
    You moan into her lips as the other women crowd around. Naked curves move against each other and you. Soft lips kiss your chest. Adoring hands stroke your sides. You’re buried under a pile of lovely female flesh. Trapped beneath them as your cock is sucked. Your lips are kissed. Your hands are filled with soft breasts eliciting moaning cries. 
 
    Your head is spinning. Aching. You barely realize it when you near your peak. 
 
    “Mmmm!” you moan, shuddering as you cum, pumping your seed into the hungry lips of the beauty. She swallows it all like a champ, pulling off with a gasp of delight. 
 
    “Delicious, master,” she croons, fluttering her long lashes. 
 
    “More, master?” another says. 
 
    “Oh yesssss,” you groan. “Mooooore…” 
 
    They giggle, and the blonde straddles you, sinking atop your cock, moaning as you fill her and she begins to bounce. You pant, eased back onto the tiled floor, and another woman is above you, her muff gently lowered onto your face. You don’t think, merely lick, tasting the sweet gusset of her pussy with adoration. 
 
    “Mmmmm! Oh master. Blessed master… oh thank you… thank you…” 
 
    You moan, licking her out, relishing the pleasure of her pussy on your face. Of another on your cock. You’ve just gotta… gotta satisfy them all. Fuck them all. Them you can… you can leave… leave and back to your quest. So gotta… gotta… 
 
    Gotta cum… 
 
    Again you cum. 
 
    Again. 
 
    Each woman takes turns enjoying you, and too late do you realize what that means. While some rest, at last sated, others continue to torture you. Pleasure you. Tease and fuck you. And endless parade of soft bodies and eager fucking. 
 
    “No…” you pant at last, floating in the baths, head in the lap of a cooing harem girl. “No more… Can’t… oh fuck…” 
 
    They giggle. The blonde stroking your hair kisses your cheek. “Don’t worry, master,” she croons. “You don’t need to suffer. We’ll pleasure you tomorrow. And the day after. And the day after. 
 
    “For we are your lovely slaves.” 
 
    Your eyes slide shut slowly. Yes. Tomorrow. Tomorrow, after you’ve rested you’ll try again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    And if it takes forever, maybe that… 
 
    That won’t be such a bad thing… 
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    The Inferno 
 
      
 
    You eye the painting of the woman in the hellish landscape closely. In fact, the closer you look, the more you make out certain details. Like how the shadows behind her look an awful lot like wings. How her skin seems a much brighter hue of pink than is natural. Of course, that might just be artistic license. 
 
    But then again… 
 
    You consider the other two paintings. Welp. Only thing for it. Without a moment of preamble you step forward, and touch the painting. 
 
    Ink swirls before you. You gasp, head spinning as the world takes on another shape. You stumble forward. 
 
    And realize you made a terrible mistake. 
 
    You stand naked in a landscape of fire and stone. Barren save for ash that falls from heavens blackened to pitch from the smoke belching from distant volcanoes. Your skin prickles in a sudden heat, and you realize with horror that you are naked. 
 
    Alone. 
 
    In the hellscape before you. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” you breathe in horrified understanding. You’ve been tricked! You knew it was too easy. Fuck! You look about wildly, but there’s nothing to help you but the blasted landscape of the hellish world. Shrieks yank your attention back to the sky, where winged things sweep through the heavens, long, cruelly barbed tails winding from behind them. 
 
    In a sudden panic you turn and race away. A portal. A portal to the infernal realms! Oh fuck. You have to get out of here. Have to find a way out! 
 
    But as you run, you begin to feel a creeping suspicion there is no way out. 
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    You stagger out of the painting with a gasp. You feel at once the comforting security of your clothes on you once again, and exhale heavily in relief. A weight in your palm has you open your hand and see the key from around the holstaur’s neck still in your palm. 
 
    You turn back to the three paintings. Specifically, the one of the woman with the mask smirking from atop her throne. Well. Here goes nothing. 
 
    You step forward and reach for the painting. The world again swirls in a myriad hue, spinning about you like reality was smudged. It soon resolves, melding into a new shape of a long corridor. 
 
    Thick, purple drapes hang heavy along your sides. Alcoves carved in the walls burn with a violet light, doing far more to spread the gloom than illuminate it. You stand in the inner sanctum of the Crimson Palace, and with a chill, you wonder where you might have ended up if you hadn’t had the key. Setting your face, gripping the hilt of your sword, you walk slowly forward, every step sinking deep into the plush carpeting like quicksand grasping at your feet. 
 
    You glance from side to side, noticing disturbing things. More paintings hang here, all of men or women locked in scenes of endless debauchery. You shudder, now knowing what those paintings truly are, the images of ecstasy of the demoness’s victims chilling your soul even as your body grows warm, your cock throbs in your pants. 
 
    The perfume you scented before is stronger here. It clogs your nose with scents of spices and sex. The entire place seems designed to wear away your defences, but you’ve come this far. You will succeed. 
 
    You hope. 
 
    You hear a sound above the thumping of your pulse. The soft gasps of pleasure and moans of delight. You swallow thickly, baring steel as you draw your blade. At last, a veil of curtains block your view, and with the tip of your sword, you part them with care. 
 
    A vision lies behind, engraving itself in your mind and eyes. A throne room surrounded by full length portraits of men and women in a hundred different poses of pleasure. From above filters down a red glow as if from a hellish sun, and beneath it lies an opulent throne of plush fabric. 
 
    But it’s the woman who reclines within it that draws your full attention. The same as you saw in the painting, but in the flesh, far more stunning than any artwork could capture. At a glance you can tell that this must be the succubus Camilla. Her skin is a pink so rich it’s almost red. Her breasts are bound up in a corset that lifts those perfect, mind numbing orbs, cupping their fullness teasingly. Her wings extended outwards, bat-like and straining to their full length, framing the beauty as they twitch with her gasps. Her lips are the red of fresh roses. Her eyes are lidded and burn. Her horns curl from dark hair coifed perfectly. She gasps, shapely hips twitching, the treasure of her pussy hidden by the head of the woman kneeling between her thighs. 
 
    The woman distracts you for a moment, for she too is a beauty, though you only get a good glimpse of her peachy bottom as it twitches with ecstasy. She moans and pants, hips rocking happily as she adoringly services the succubus in her throne, whimpering and panting. 
 
    The reason for this soon becomes apparent as you spot Camilla’s spaded tail beneath the moaning thrall, teasing her flush pussy with lazy strokes, making the slut moan and pant and whimper with paroxysms of pleasure. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Oh that’s it. Right there, you royal slut. Mmm. Oh fuck yes. Yes! Right there. Ah… Mnnn… oh yes. Yes! Ah! Ah!” 
 
    Camilla moans in delight, her thighs shaking in pleasure as she cums, hips twitching with ecstasy. The woman between her thighs whimpers and shudders, joining her mistress in orgasm, her pussy twitching as her juices squirt onto the floor in hopeless orgasmic bliss. 
 
    Camilla sighs, easing atop her throne. Her eyes open lazily, and instantly you feel her gaze. 
 
    “Well well!” the succubus croons, smirking in delight as she plants a hoof in her thrall’s shoulder and shoves the girl off. “Looks like you made it all the way here, your majesty.” 
 
    You swallow thickly, firming yourself as you step into the room, sword held at your side, at ease, but ready at a moment’s notice to answer any attack. “Camilla, is it?” 
 
    “The one and only. Mistress of the infernal. Queen of the Crimson Palace.” She reaches down, stroking the chin of the woman at her feet. “Darling, would you mind leaving us? This handsome fool and I have some things to discuss…” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” the thrall moans. She stands, walking away. You follow her with your eyes, wincing as the beauty reaches one of the paintings about the room. She melds into the artistry, taking a seat on a throne, the gown of a princess settling over her as she freezes in place. 
 
    “Princess Maryanne Ardio,” Camilla says, snapping your eyes back to the succubus as she lounges atop her throne, smirking. “Silly little thing. She wanted to try summoning a demon. Well, she got it. Stole her soul right there. Made her cum a dozen times in one night until she was so addled she’d give her kingdom to me to kiss my hooves.” 
 
    “And did she?” 
 
    Camilla smirks. “Mmm. A lady never kisses and tells.” 
 
    “…Right,” you say. 
 
    “Did you like my artwork?” she asks idly. “Quite impressive, isn’t it?” 
 
    Recalling your encounters while making your way into the succubi’s lair, you can only grimace. “You have a strange sense of art.” 
 
    “Well, tastes are different in the nether realms. Now,” she smirks, uncrossing her legs, giving you a perfect view of her soft cunny before she crosses them again, resting her chin in a contemplative palm, “what to do about you?” 
 
    “Perhaps let me through to kill Morgana?” you suggest. 
 
    “Mmm. No. Don’t get me wrong. I would just adore to let you get to her. But I’m bound by a contract that fat old hag made me sign. I must obey her. Which also means I must prevent you from scaling the tower further.” 
 
    “I’m going up there,” you say. 
 
    “You could do that,” Camilla said, smirking. “Hmm… On the other hand…” 
 
    “What?” you say, instantly wary. 
 
    “Well, if you did overcome me, then maybe… you could defeat her too. And maybe, since I’ve been in her service for so long, I know a few little secrets about fighting her.” 
 
    “Maybe?” you say, dubiously. 
 
    She laughs. “Nothing’s ever free, darling. And certainly not with demons. So let me make you an offer. You show me how much you want to know that info, and I’ll tell you a little secret about the bitch.” 
 
    “And how would I do that?” 
 
    “Well, you’ll have to convince me first, your majesty,” she says, smirking with those perfect red lips, her red eyes flashing. “Give me a good reason to tell you what I know. How about you… kiss my ass.” 
 
    “What?” you say. 
 
    “You heard me,” the demoness says, rising and turning about, revealing the peachy globes of her ass, her tail winding about above her rear teasingly. “Give it a nice, loving kiss and maybe I’ll tell you a secret about Morgana. How about it?” 
 
    She delivers a teasing spank to her firm bottom, and you stare at the lewd rear. 
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    Kiss Her Ass Reluctantly 
 
      
 
    “Alright,” you say reluctantly. “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    “Ah ah! Sword over there,” she says, gesturing. “Let’s not have you getting any ideas beyond worshipping the work of art that is my ass.” 
 
    You grimace, but reluctantly obey, tossing your sword aside with a clatter. You note where it landed closely before approaching the waiting demoness. She smirks at you over her shoulder, giving her ass a little shake. “Mmm. C’mon big boy. Show me some love.” 
 
    You sigh wearily and kneel before her. Her flawless rear absorbs your attention as you lean forward and deliver a kiss to those perfect cheeks. 
 
    You shudder at the knowledge of what you’re doing. A demoness, beyond unholy, and here you are, your lips pressing against her firm bottom like some menial pleasure slave. 
 
    “Mmm. That’s a good boy. Kiss it like you mean it. Ah, don’t forget the other one.” 
 
    You grunt and kiss her left cheek, your lips tingling from the connection. 
 
    “Ooooh, what a good boy. Are you sure you’re a prince? Because you’re looking like a silly little slut back there. Come on,” she says, reaching back and parting the globes of her ass, revealing the puckered star of her asshole. “A little more and I’ll tell you what you want to know.” 
 
    You balk, but then her tail teases back and wraps around your neck. Not tight, but firm, pulling your forward. Well, you’ve come this far. And any info would be worthwhile fighting Morgana. And so, with more than a little unease, you let your lips press against her puckered star. 
 
    “Mmmm. That’s it. Get your tongue in there. Come on. Don’t be shy now. We all have to make it work, don’t we?” 
 
    “Can you stop talking?” you say. 
 
    “Hmm… No.” She giggles and her tail pulls you forward again. 
 
    With a sigh you let your tongue glide out and tease against that tight hole. The taste is… not what you expected. She tastes earthy, yes. And raw. But somehow spiced. Somehow appealing despite all your misgivings and all your reluctance. You find your tongue sliding against her hole, tasting her, tingling with a growing sense of arousal and lust. 
 
    “Mmm. That’s it. What a good boy. Really get your tongue in there. Come on. I know you can do it. Such an eager slut wouldn’t lose a chance at licking out my demonic ass, would you?” 
 
    Your flush deepens further. “Tell me,” you demand. 
 
    “Mmm. Okay. Morgana… ah… Morgana has a weakness. A clever little… mnnn… thing… A necklace.” 
 
    “Necklace?” you say. 
 
    “Tongue in ass,” she admonishes, tail yanking your face back between her cheeks, her hips rocking as she rubs herself onto your tongue. “Mmm. Now, where was I? Oh yes. Morgana’s necklace is… mnnn… special. It is the source of many of her en… ah… enchantments… If you can manage to… mnnn… To get that off her, I think she’ll be much more easily defeated. Don’t you?” 
 
    Her necklace? That is good to know. Almost as good as Camilla’s ass. In fact, the more you tongue her, the more you’re enjoying it. It’s almost enthralling how soft yet firm her rear is. How it squeezes your face. How… 
 
    Hold up… 
 
    You force yourself to pull away from her rear, gasping. Your head spinning. You shakily rise, and Camilla’s tail reluctantly unwinds from your neck. “Aw. Is something wrong?” she asks, casting a teasing glance back over her shoulder. 
 
    “N-no. I’m fine.” 
 
    “You sure? You’re sure you don’t want to bury that pretty face back under these cheeks like a good slut?” she asks, patting her firm bottom. 
 
    You grimace, stepping back and picking your sword back up. “Absolutely sure,” you growl. 
 
    She giggles. “Pity. Well then, your majesty. I guess now I have to end you. Don’t I?” 
 
      
 
    Wait 
 
    Parlay 
 
    Attack 
 
    Seduce 
 
    Potion of Bestial Might 
 
    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
    

  

 
   
    No Way! 
 
      
 
    “No way in hell!” you say, hefting your sword. 
 
    The succubus smirks. “Hmm. Pity. But I guess we can still have some fun,” she says, eyes flashing as she rises sinuously from her velvet throne. 
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    Kiss Her Ass Eagerly 
 
      
 
    You can’t stop staring at her perfect rear. The way it sways slowly back and forth, almost hypnotically. And she’s even giving you an excuse to kiss it! A deal too good to be true. Which it probably is. But ever since you walked through those curtained doors you’ve been dreaming of doing something with this jaw dropping beauty, and now here’s your chance. 
 
    “Of course!” you say quickly.  
 
    You catch her smirk and the hungry flash of your eyes, but her next word sweep away your worries. “Then strip, princeling. And get rid of that sword. Then you can worship this ass of mine.” 
 
    You obey in almost indecent haste, throwing aside your sword and clothes until you stand before her, naked, your only weapon your cock and it juts towards her with almost embarrassing eagerness. She grins, baring pearly fangs, her tail slipping forward and wrapping around your shaft, tugging you forward. 
 
    You obey your dick, as you have many times in the past, stumbling towards the infernal beauty. The closer you get the thicker her intoxicating scent, wrapping around you and your mind as you come before her. 
 
    “Lie down, slave.” 
 
    You obey at once. With a cocky swagger Camilla steps over you, towering above you, providing a magnificent view of her ass and slick cunt. Her tail twists in the air as she slowly squats down, and buries you beneath her firm rear. 
 
    Soft ass flesh consumes your sight. You moan, shuddering as she smothers you under her rear, your every breath spiced with her magnificent scent. You moan softly, hands rising, cupping her ass cheeks as you adoringly kiss her rear. Your tongue delving into her hot, clenching asshole with shameful delight. 
 
    “Ooooh, that’s it! What a good slut. Mmmm. You were born to kiss this ass. That’s it. Now, get your tongue in there, slave. Lick my pert asshole. I won’t tell you Morgana’s secret until you’ve made me cum with just your tongue. Ah! Yes. Just like that. Mnnn. Oh yes. Perfect. That’s right. Oh yes. Yessssss!” 
 
    You moan, panting beneath her rear, obeying with all the slavish adoration you’ve learned over the years. Your face burns, her ass warmer than you expected, warmer than any human, but no matter. Nothing matters. Nothing other than making her gasp and moan as your tongue strokes her tight rear, teasing and tonguing her hole with the ecstasy of slavish pleasure. 
 
    “Yes. Yessss!” she gasps. “Oh just like that. Mmmm. Perfect. Ah. Perfect. Right there. Oh fuck. Yes. Maybe ah… maybe you are good for something. Ooooh, even if… mnnn… if it’s just being my personal throne. Ah. Yes. Yes!” 
 
    You whimper as you feel a teasing touch upon your own cock. Stroking your shaft as you lick out her ass. Oh fuck. Oooooh fuck! Your cock twitches with pleasure as you adore her asshole. Admire it with your tongue. Trace its every twitching crease as you wantonly hump her hand, whimpering and moaning like a born slave. 
 
    “Oooh, that’s nice. You’re doing so nice! Do you want to cum, slave? Do you want to squirt your pathetic seed all over my fingers?” 
 
    “Mmm. Mmm!” 
 
    “Aw, that’s so cute! It almost makes me want to. 
 
    “Almost.” 
 
    You gasp as you feel something slither around the root of your cock. Tighten fiercely. “There we are. Now we won’t… nnn… have any little errors where you try and… ah… and cum. Now back to work. Oh fuck yes. Yesssss…” 
 
    You moan, whimpering, thrusting desperately into her hand as she continues to stroke you. Your cock growing more and more sensitive with every touch of her hand. Your head is pounding. Your cock is so pathetically needy. 
 
    But you can’t cum. 
 
    The pressure in your balls is so agonizingly sweet and painful. It drives you to new heights of desperate submission. Drives your tongue deeper inside of her, twisting around her clutching asshole. 
 
    It’s having an effect. You can hear Camilla panting. Her ass grinding down on your face. “Yes. Yes. Oh fuck yessss,” she hisses, moaning, thighs twitching with ever growing pleasure. One of her hands has abandoned your cock and slid down to her slick pussy. You can feel her fingers brush your chest as she strums her clit, her juices dripping onto your chest, so hot it sizzles on your skin. 
 
    “Yes. Fuck yes! Eat my ass you pathetic little mortal. Oh fuck. Fuck! That’s it! There! Right there! Oh fuck yessssss!” 
 
    She screams in pleasure, shuddering in delight. You moan and quiver beneath her, lost in the pleasure of her orgasm. Her hand pumping your agonizingly sensitive cock until you feel like you might black out. Her juices soak your chest as she cums all over you. 
 
    Breathing hard, she lifts her ass from your face. You gasp as the scented air of her chamber rushes in, making your head spin, your face flushed from lack of oxygen. But no sooner do you manage to take a breath than you lose it as you see the succubus shift down, squatting above your lap, smiling wickedly as she dangles her hot pussy above your pulsing cock. Your cock which, you can’t help but notice, has a black band wrapped around the root. 
 
    “Hmm. Not bad. You’ve got to be one of the best ass kissers I’ve known. And believe me. I’ve known a few. So how about a deal?” 
 
    “A d-deal?” you pant. 
 
    Her tail teases up your shaft, making you whimper. 
 
    “Yes,” she purrs. “A deal. I let you cum, and you give me your soul. It’s a very good deal on your end. Surely you don’t need your independence, do you? Surely you don’t need to think for yourself. Be yourself. You just need to be my eternal slave. My personal plaything. Another concubine in my lair. So how about it, slave?” she asks, her tail sliding up your shaft, teasing the throbbing tip. “Want to cum?” 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “Camilla, we don’t have to fight,” you say. 
 
    “Oh I quite agree,” she says. 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Oh yes. We can be the best of friends. All you need to do is put down your sword, yank down your pants, and swear your soul to me as you jerk yourself off.” 
 
    You wince at how tempting that prospect actually is. “Camilla, I mean, you can’t enjoy serving Morgana. She’s a bitch of the highest order.” 
 
    “True,” the succubus admits. 
 
    “Right? And if I get past you, I can go and slay her, and thereby free you from her control.” 
 
    “Also true,” she says. 
 
    “So why not step aside?” you say. “Let me go through?” 
 
    The succubus pouts a little, then shrugs. “Alright.” 
 
    “W-what? Really?” you say. 
 
    She shrugs. “Yes. Why not. You make an excellent argument. There’s no reason for me to defend Morgana. And if you kill her, I’ll be free. So, sure. Go on.” 
 
    She steps aside and claps her hands. The curtains at the back of the room glide aside, revealing a metal frame of winding thorns, binding tightly the shimmering portal to the next level of the tower. 
 
    “Um. Wow. Okay. Thanks,” you say. 
 
    “No problem,” the succubus titters, waving. “Have fun!” 
 
    You give her a wary look, but she casually steps aside, crossing her arms and watching you, making no move to impede you. You slowly cross the room, but when Camilla does nothing to attack you, you shrug and push onward to the portal. It swirls with your presence, and you take a deep breath and step through. 
 
    Fire engulfs you. You scream, batting at the flames. Laughter erupts all around you. 
 
    “By the hells! I can’t believe it! You actually fell for it!” Camilla’s voice cackles. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhh!” 
 
    “Oh quite bitching, you’re not really on fire.” 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhoh,” you say, realizing you’re indeed not aflame. You are, however, now naked, the fire having consumed your clothes. You hastily cover your privates, looking about uncertainly. 
 
    You stand in a hellscape, and considering who sent you there, it’s probably not hyperbole. The ground is pitted and cratered, a blasted wasteland of sudden cliffs and a sky blackened with smoke and glowing with flame. On the horizon you can make it cruel peaks of jagged stone that may or may not actually be the palaces of the masters of this hellish realm. 
 
    “Um…” you say nervously. 
 
    “Feeling a little lost?” 
 
    “Yes!” you say. 
 
    “Well, don’t worry! You’re only in the sixth ring of the hellish realms. I’m sure you’ll be able to find your way out of it. Eventually.” 
 
    “What! But… but I thought you… you said you hated Morgana!” 
 
    “Oh, I do,” Camilla’s voice chuckles from the void. “Which is why I’m going to enjoy it so much more when she finally dies, and her soul is mine. Oh yes. A promise kept, even if takes an age. A century is a blink of the eye to a demon, your majesty. And I’ll enjoy tormenting her soul for the rest of eternity. And who knows! If you manage to remain free down there, maybe I’ll come looking for you when it’s done. I could even return you to the mortal realm.” 
 
    You hear her voice fading and look desperately about. “W-wait! You can’t leave me like this!” 
 
    “Sure I can! I’m a demon. It’s my nature. But, a word of advice. Best find a place to hunker down. It’s almost night time, and the harpies are going to be out and about looking for entrails to feed on…” 
 
    “Camilla. Camilla!” you shout, but her voice has already faded, leaving you alone. 
 
    You stand there on the barren earth, naked, alone, in a world so strange and alien you don’t even know where to begin. Despair seeps into your heart and you look about hopelessly. 
 
    Even as you do, you hear a scream that raises the hairs up and down your neck. You look in the distance and see winged shapes sweeping over the blasted landscape. Fear knots your heart and you race away into the charred landscape. You have to survive. Have to escape! 
 
    You only pray you can. 
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    All the tales speak of demons and their strange powers, which means you’re not going to just rush in against a creature like Camilla. You hang back, sword at the ready, looking for an opening in her defences. 
 
    The succubus smirks at you, her tail slowly swishing in the air behind her, her eyes agleam with hunger and her breasts straining her bodice. 
 
    “Like what you see?” 
 
    “Um… I don’t think I should answer that,” you say. 
 
    “Seems to me you already did,” Camilla says, her hands running up her hourglass waist, rising to her corset and teasing the dark laces that bind the leather shut, imprisoning her luscious tits in their grasp. “Do you want to see more?” 
 
    Your mouth is dry, your eyes riveted to those long fingers as they tease the laces open one by one. With every one that releases her breasts come that much closer to bursting from their confines. Another flick of the hand. Another. Another. You can hear the creak of the laces. The whisper of the cloth as they give way. 
 
    “Ah!” she gasps in relief, the last undone, her full, pink tits bursting into the open and bouncing on her chest. You start as if struck a physical blow, swaying on your heels. 
 
    “Oh yes. That’s ever so much better. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    “Um… maybe?” 
 
    She smirks, her lips dark as sin, contrasting sharply with the heavy pink of the rest of her. “Mmm. That’s no good. I want you to be sure about my breasts. About how big they are. How soft. How wonderful it would feel to bury that silly head of yours between them and just… breathe…” 
 
    You inhale deeply, scenting anew the thick perfume that suffocates the succubi’s lair. 
 
    That scent. 
 
    That wonderful scent. 
 
    You sway a little on your feet before managing to stiffen and hold yourself steady. You think. It’s hard to tell. The room is swimming in colours, the walls shifting and melding together like they lie beneath a lake someone threw a rock in. Oddly, the rippling disturbance seems to radiate outwards from Camilla. From her. 
 
    And those absolutely heavenly breasts. 
 
    You’re practically drooling at the sight of those firm mammaries. How they rise and fall. Teasing you. Tempting you. 
 
    “That’s right,” Camilla’s voice says, slithering through the fractures of your sanity. “Just stare. Just watch my big tits bounce. Just adore them. Just love them. Just want to do anything for them.” 
 
    “Yes…” someone says, and you realize it was you. 
 
    “Drop the sword,” her tits command you. 
 
    You hear a clatter of steel. 
 
    “Now your pants.” 
 
    Fabric rustles. 
 
    “Now. Come to me.” 
 
    You stagger towards her. 
 
    And fall flat on your face as your legs tangle in your pants. 
 
    You hear Camilla sigh. “Try again,” she says. 
 
    You manage to rise, and this time step clear of your trousers. You walk towards her, slow and dimly, your mind far, far away. Already smothered beneath her tits. Coated in her honeyed tone. Lost. Lost. Lost to your lust and desire and the way her breasts just bounce. 
 
    Bounce. 
 
    Bounce. 
 
    “Good slave,” she purrs as you come to her, her arms wrapping around your head, pulling you into those tits. You moan, shuddering, drooling with the ecstasy to at last feel them. Oooooh, they’re as soft as you dreamed! Her hands stroke your hair, soothing you further, your mind melting under her cooring touch. You barely even feel the collar when it snaps around your throat. Barely even realize the room is tilting until you’re both in Camilla’s throne, the succubus beneath you, smirking, your cock against her pussy, thrusting. 
 
    “Yessssss,” the succubus moans as you pant, rutting her, her molten cunt sucking on your cock like a warm vise. Taking you to the root. “Yessss! Oh my handsome slave. What an excellent slut you’ll be. Mmmm. A new thrall for the Crimson Palace. A new slave for the guests. That’s right, your majesty. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Cum your pathetic little soul into me. Give me your essence. Give me it all!” 
 
    You moan, head throbbing, eyes spinning. Her command spikes through you. Your balls tighten. 
 
    Release. 
 
    And you’re cumming, crying out, panting as you pump your seed into her. And something else. Something more. Something that leaves you feeling hollow. Empty. A mindless vessel for her whims. Camilla’s eyes glow. Her mouth opens with an orgasmic cry as she drinks your soul through your cock. Draining you. Possessing you. 
 
    Claiming all you are. 
 
    Camilla sighs as you whimper, expending the last of your seed within her. She exhales, blowing a lazy ring of smoke into the air. “Mmm. That was good, baby. Now, go get me a drink from the bar, won’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, her command burning in your mind. You withdraw from her pussy and walk towards the small bar in the corner of the room. You return moments later with a glass of rich wine, kneeling to serve it to her. 
 
    Camilla smirks, taking the glass and sipping delicately. “Mmm. Not bad,” she croons, her tail slithering around your neck, stroking the dark leather of your new collar. “I think this is the start to a beautiful relationship.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” you intone, staring at her in mindless adoration. 
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    Who are you? 
 
    It doesn’t matter. 
 
    That thought stands above all else. Perhaps you knew who you were a dozen years before. Perhaps you were someone a decade ago. But that was before you were caught. Were traded. 
 
    Were changed. 
 
    The realms of hell are mutable, as are all within it. You may have once been a man, but the demon who caught you had no need of one, and turned you into a woman. For months he claimed your pussy, stretching you around the gargantuan bitchbreaker that was his cock, the horned monster howling with glee. 
 
    Then, a succubus slew him, and took you along with her enemy’s loot. She liked your soft form, but added a cock to enjoy for her pleasure. And pleasure it was. She wrung you of sinful delights, fucking you until you begged for more. Crawled at her feet. Licked her hooves. 
 
    It was around then you forgot your name. Later still you forgot what your original body was. 
 
    The years pass in a haze of pleasure and blood and hate. You’ve been thrown to gladiator pits and torture chambers. Your flesh scoured and flayed. Changed and molded. You’ve fought and fucked demons and hell spawn. You’ve been turned into a hellhound and devoured by monsters. The infernal realms are a wheel of torment, and no matter how many times you fall, you ride it again. 
 
    You stand now in a market, your hands locked before you as demons bid on you. You stare straight ahead, your mind long since broken by this tortuous realm. 
 
    “Sold!” the fat creature with a dozen mouths and twice that many eyes howls. Your leash is tugged and you are led down the steps. It’s handed to a succubus of pink flesh and flashing eyes. Her smirk is wicked, her eyes burning red. A dim sense of familiarity tingles within you. 
 
    “Do you know who I am?” she asks. 
 
    “Yes,” you say. “You are mistress. And I will obey.” 
 
    Camilla’s grin widens. “Well well! Looks like I’ve been saved the trouble of breaking you in. On your knees, slave. Crawl. I think we’re going to have fun.” 
 
    You obey without thinking, crawling through the scorching ground behind your new mistress’s perfect ass. An ass you will find yourself buried beneath before the evening is through. You accept it, as you’ve come to accept all the insanity of this realm. 
 
    For you are damned. Now and forevermore. 
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    A succubus is a demon designed to enflame the lust of men. 
 
    But what if you weren’t a man? 
 
    Your hand darts to the pink potion at your side and pull it free. Popping the cork, you down it in a single gulp. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp as the changes sweep through you in a wave of heat. Your flat chest balloons with a pair of firm tits. Your waist narrows and hips widen. The muscles of your frame find a new home in your tits and ass, curving them out into a perfect hourglass shape. You groan as your cock inverts, forming a tender pussy. 
 
    You pant, altered utterly into the form of a woman. “Ah… ah ha!” you gasp, raising your sword. “Now you can’t… can’t seduce me!” 
 
    “Oh?” Camilla smirks. “You sure about that?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Not even if I do… this?” 
 
    She touches her index finger to her still slick pussy, a crimson pentagram burning about her mons. Smirking at you, she slowly draws her finger out. 
 
    And a shape follows. 
 
    Your jaw drops at the glistening demon dick that rises from the runed mark above her pussy, positively pulsating with randy lust. “Mmmm. Not bad, eh?” Camilla purrs, her fingers wrapping around her throbbing shaft, giving that slick tool a few teasing strokes. “Big, isn’t it? Much bigger than your beta dick ever was. And now, lo and behold! You have the perfect plumbing to take this randy bitch breaker. Isn’t that nice?” 
 
    “W-woah,” you breathe. Even the air has changed. The intoxicating perfume in the room has grown thicker. Muskier. More male, but still spiced with that delicate tingle of feminine desire. 
 
    “Go on,” Camilla breathes, stroking her thick shaft. “Give it a lick…” 
 
    And what was it about those words that reach into you and flick a switch? What was it that makes your new pussy dampen? Your nipples tent? Your thighs quake with the need to breed? Perhaps it was the potion Meeda gave you, which wouldn’t be too surprising considering who the goblin was. 
 
    Or maybe you’re just a cock hungry slut and never knew it until you had a womb? 
 
    It doesn’t really matter. Really. It doesn’t. Because all that does matter is that in the next instant you’ve dropped onto your knees, her cock is in your hands, and your tongue is lathing that slab of demon meat like it’s the finest grade steak and you’ve been living on bread and water for the last year. 
 
    “Ooooh yesssss,” Camilla moans as you worship her demon dick. “That’s a good slut. Get it nice and slick. Mmnnn. That’s it. Taste it. Adore it. You’re going to be taking it soon. It’s going to be fucking your hungry human cunt. That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? That’s why you changed. You just couldn’t wait to take a fat cock. Well! What a coincidence. I have one for you.” 
 
    “N-no. Not…not why…” you gasp between adoring oral servitudes. 
 
    Camilla laughs. “No? Then you won’t want… this?” 
 
    She suddenly grabs your shoulders. You squeak as you’re swung up and about, planted onto her throne. It’s nice and soft, you think dimly as you watch the demoness loom over you, her dark wings shadowing you. Her hand hooking in the front of your pants and yanking them down, revealing your steaming pussy. 
 
    You look into her burning eyes, alight with hunger. With lust. She leans in, and kisses you. 
 
    Mnnnn. Her lips are soft as clouds. But her cock is hard is steel, something you discover a second later as her hips push forward, and fill you with a sudden swelling of demonic cock. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” you moan, shuddering beneath her as Camilla draws back her hips and rams forward. Your breasts heave with hot pleasure as she fucks you like the slut you are. She palms your plush tits, squeezing them possessively. Her tongue swirls within your mouth, wrestling with your own, tasing her cock on you. 
 
    She growls. Her wings twitch and flick eagerly as she pounds you into the chair, her cock schlicking in and out of your new pussy. Your head throbbing with pleasure and madness and aching adoration for this goddess of a demoness. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck me! Fuck meeeee!” you pant, gasp, hips rocking to meet her thrusts, cumming without thinking, your feminine orgasm so different from one as a man, swelling through you from the tips of toes onwards and upwards. Not an explosion of hot pleasure like you knew before, but almost a full-bodied quivering of heat and tingling pleasure. Like your veins pumped hot wine rather than blood through you. 
 
    “That’s it! Take it. Take my fat cock! You love it, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yesssss!” you wail as her hips hammer her cock into you, scattering your thoughts with another eight inches of burning cock. 
 
    “You’d do anything for this cock, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yesssss!” you scream, cumming again. 
 
    “You’d be my personal cum dump. My newest slave, wouldn’t you? You’d sell your soul for a taste of my cum. To be stuffed with my seed.” 
 
    “Gods yesssss!” you cry, beyond rational thought. 
 
    Camilla laughs cruelly. “In that case, here!” 
 
    She snaps her hips forward, buries her cock to the root within you. 
 
    And cums. 
 
    You wail in absolute ecstasy. The demoness moans, her tail thrashing, her wings fluttering as her cock pumps you full of her burning, inhuman seed. You cry out again, twitching with great shocks of pleasure as she fills you. Your mind fades. Your mission. Your purpose. Above your mons, where the fire of your orgasm burns the hottest, a brand sears into being. Not the winged chain of Morgana, but a rune of demonic sign, marking you as Camilla’s. 
 
    The demoness laughs cruelly as she sees this. Lazily, she unsheathes her cock from your drooling cunt, letting you sag atop her throne. Boneless. Spent. 
 
    And oh so satisfied. 
 
    And you have a feeling this is just the start of a brand new you. 
 
      
 
    Concubine of the Crimson Palace 
 
    

  

 
   
    Yes! 
 
      
 
     “Yes!” you gasp. “Please, mistress. Please! Make me yours. Make me your slave! Take my soul. I n-need to cum. Need it so bad! Please. Mistress… please…” 
 
    You’re practically weeping with desperation at the opportunity before you. To obey her forever. To be her pathetic, ass kissing slave. It’s more than you could dream! Better than anything you could hope. 
 
    Camilla smirks down at you, her wings lazily rustling, sending another cloud of her wonderful, intoxicating perfume into your face. 
 
    “Good slave,” she purrs. 
 
    Descends. 
 
    You cry out in glorious bliss as your cock sheathes within her pussy. As her depths tighten like a vice around your throbbing shaft. You groan, shuddering in bliss as you cum for her. Cum in her. As your pathetic cock twitches and pulses, pumping your essence into her. Your life. Your very soul. Her lashes flutter with pleasure, her lips parted in a gasp as she devours you. Feeds on your essence. 
 
    You moan as you feel that fundamental sense of loss. The end of something that was you. But it’s a short regret, for the next moment, warm adoration for the creature fucking you suffuses you utterly. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan. “Mistress… ah… Mistress, yes. Yes!” 
 
    With every pulse of your cock Camilla seems to glow hotter. Her skin pinking delightfully. Her hair waving in the air as if in an invisible breeze. Her glowing eyes are lidded, her lips parted with pleasure as she rides your cock. 
 
    “Oh yesss. Yes!” she moans, planting her hands on your chest, her hips slowing atop you. “Mmm. Delicious.” 
 
    You stare up at her, empty but for love, worshipping this unholy beauty as you await her command. Smirking down at you, Camilla rises, unsheathing herself from your spent cock. With a sigh of satisfaction, she settles back into her throne, parting her legs to reveal the dripping depths of her pussy. 
 
    “Oh dear. I seem to be leaking some mortal’s pathetic cum. Slave? Would you mind doing something about that?” 
 
    “Yes mistress,” you breathe, crawling between her legs like a dog. Adoringly you run your tongue along her flush cunny, gathering up the thick dollops of your own cum as you eagerly serve her. Your cum holds no power now. Her body has already absorbed your soul. Made it hers. But you will obey. You must obey. She is your mistress. 
 
    And as you lick your cum from her wonderful pussy, you know you will do anything she wishes. 
 
      
 
    Thrall of the Succubus 
 
    

  

 
   
    Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    You’ve heard too many stories about demons to rush into this half-cocked. Oh no. This requires some full cocking. 
 
    And wouldn’t you know it? You’ve got just the thing for that. 
 
    Your hand snatches the swirling green potion at your belt and you down it hastily. “Hrrr!” you moan, your body contracting with the sudden changes sweeping through you. “Ooooooh!” you groan as your body tightens, shrinking slowly. Your skin turns a brilliant crimson hue. Your tailbone lengthens, bursting free into a slithering tail fitted with a cruel, venomous stinger. Your shoulder blades itch, and with a cry you feel your flesh part for a pair of stubby, bat-like wings. 
 
    The floor rushes up as you grow smaller and smaller. You yelp as your feet and hands grow tiny claws, your body compacting until you’re smaller than a goblin. Except your cock. That remains thick and turgid despite your stunted frame. 
 
    You look down at yourself, dumbstruck. You’ve become an imp! 
 
    Mocking laughter breaks through the silence. Your eyes snap up in shock at the sight of Camilla as she rises from her throne. 
 
    “Oh, that is just too funny!” she cries. “Here I thought this was going to be a drama. But instead, I get to enjoy a comedy!” 
 
    “H-hey! Wait!” you squeal as she reaches out. You hastily try and scamper away, but she merely steps on your tail, pinning it to the floor. 
 
    “Ah ah!” she says, pinching your wings between her fingers as she lifts you into the air. “None of that. Can’t have you running around. What would the neighbours think?” 
 
    “L-let me go!” you yelp, swinging helplessly from her fingers. 
 
    “Hmm. I could do that. But if I did, it would be much harder to do this…” 
 
    You gasp as her other hand engulfs your turgid prick. “Ooooh!” you moan as she begins to stroke you. 
 
    “Like that?” she croons, rubbing your throbbing imp cock with her soft palm. “Does my little imp like me stroking his cock?” 
 
    “Y-yeah! I like. I like!” you pant. 
 
    You were never exactly known for your self-control. But her hand on your cock is driving you positively wild! You eagerly rut into her hand, your balls swinging as your prick is fondled by the smirking succubus, her eyes alight with amusement. 
 
    “I bet you do. Normally an imp would never get a chance with someone like me. But maybe I could make an exception…” 
 
    “Y-yeah?” you moan. 
 
    “Mhmm. It seems to me like I could use an assistant around here. And maybe you’re up for it.” 
 
    “A-assistant,” you pant. “But… but I’m not…” 
 
    “Well, not yet. But I bet if we suck that soul out of you, you’d be just the best little imp a ravishing succubus could as for.” 
 
    “S-soul! But I… nnnn… I um…” 
 
    “And if you were my eager little assistant, you would naturally get all sorts of perks. Such as… free access to many of my girls to satisfy that little prick of yours. A nice hat from the wardrobe. And, of course, moments like… this!” 
 
    You yelp as she suddenly pulls you close and between her firm breasts. The heat of her body seems to seep into you, lighting a fire lust has already fanned. Your back to her, your cock juts out from between her plush tits, throbbing as she squeezes and massages your prick in the most full-bodied boob job you’ve ever imagined. 
 
    “Oooooh fuuuuuuck!” you moan, in heaven between tits of hell, your red prick drooling pre, lubing up her soft, immense tits as she teases and massages you like her personal fuck toy. 
 
    “Well?” she coos, her smirk oozing confidence as she fucks you between her breasts. “What is it? Shall we make you my personal imp? Or would you prefer never getting those little rocks off? Hm? One or the other…” 
 
    Your head is spinning with pleasure. Oh fuck. Fuck! If this is the price for losing your soul, would it be that bad? Sure you lost ninety percent of your height, muscle mass and good looks, but getting free run of a harem of souls and slaves for the rest of eternity? Serving the beautiful succubus? 
 
      
 
    Take the Deal 
 
    Refuse the Deal 
 
    Use Your Stinger 
 
    

  

 
   
    Attack 
 
      
 
    You don’t waste a moment. You’re dealing with a creature of sin and infernal powers, and unless you want to end up like the subjects in her ‘artwork’ you’ve only got one option. With a shout you lunge for the lounging demoness, glowing sword leading the charge. She smirks, reaches up, and flicks a finger. 
 
    Curtains suddenly drop. You yelp as the heavy fabric crashes down atop you, smothering you to the floor. You struggle, but the violet fabric tangles you, and with a second flick of her finger, suddenly rises again, with you trapped amid their confines. 
 
    You hang in midair, arm wrestled above your head along with a leg at a more than slightly uncomfortable angle. You struggle, but the ropes of cloth are wrapped around you like a python’s embrace, holding you fast despite your best efforts. 
 
    “H-hey!” you bark. “Let me go!” 
 
    “Now why would I do that?” Camilla purrs, rising from her throne and swaying towards you. “You’d just use that pretty sword on me. And there’s another sword entirely I’d like to play with.” 
 
    “Hey!” you cry, squirming as she lazily undoes your pants, shucking them off, revealing your almost painfully hard cock. “S-stop that! Give me back my pants!” 
 
    “Pants? Oh darling, in the Crimson Palace, pants are entirely optional,” the succubus says. “Besides,” she croons, with a flick of her finger undoing the laces of her corset, her breasts fairly bursting from the confines of the leather, bouncing into the open with all their flush, pink glory. “If you were wearing pants, it would be simply impossible to do… this…” 
 
    You gasp as she moves forward, capturing your shaft between her soft, yet firm tits. You moan helplessly, her wings fanning more of the intoxicating perfume into your face. Your head spins and so do you, swaying in your fabric prison, even as Camilla massages your cock between her big breasts. 
 
    “Mmm. That’s it. Breathe in. Nice and deep. Such a good boy. Why, by the time we’re done, you won’t even remember your name. But that won’t be a problem. Because all you need to do is think with that cock of yours. That handsome cock between my tits. Squeezed and massages.” 
 
    “S-stop that,” you gasp. 
 
    “You sure? Because it seems like you’re really enjoying it.” 
 
    She’s right. Shameful as it is (and it is shameful), you’re unbelievably hard, your cock twitching, slickening her soft tits with pre as she massages your cock. Teasing it while her eyes glow a hungry red. As your cock crests her breasts again, she dips forward and runs her tongue up along the underside. 
 
    “Oh!” you gasp. 
 
    “Like that?” the succubus smirked as she alternately licks your cock and vanishes it between her tits in the world’s horniest magic trick. “Having such a… amazing… wonderful… flawless woman… licking your cock? Playing… with your big… fat… dick? You could have more… you could have… so much… more… Al it would cost… is your soul…” 
 
    It’s getting hard to think. Between your cock, the perfume, the way you can only twitch and moan and pant as she teases you until sweat beads your brow, you’re having a lot of trouble figuring out just what’s happening. And it’s only getting worse. And by worse, you mean so much better. 
 
    “I um… ah… ah… um… I d-don’t…” 
 
    “Still not sure? Okay. In that case…” 
 
    “Oooooh!” you groan as she suddenly dips her head forward, devouring your cock in a single go. You shudder in pure pleasure as her tongue winds around your shaft, swirling. 
 
    And leaving something behind, tight around your root. 
 
    “Gnnn!” you groan as Camilla pulls back. You look down and find a black band wrapped about the base of your cock. “What… what is…” 
 
    “Insurance. With that cunning little contraption, you won’t be able to cum unless you surrender your soul to me.” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “How about a demonstration?” she asks, and suddenly kisses the head of your cock. 
 
    You arch, crying out as liquid pleasure surges through your every vein. Your hands tighten and muscles tense as your cock fairly throbs with virile need. You feel that sweet pressure of orgasm pounding through you. Gathering in your cock. 
 
    And denied. 
 
    “Nnnn!” you groan as pain mingles with pleasure. 
 
    “Aw, what’s wrong? Do you want to cum?” Camilla asks. 
 
    “You… you bitch!” you gasp, cock twitching, almost purple with need. 
 
    “You’ll be singing a different tune soon enough,” the sultry seductress says, and again kisses your cock. 
 
    Again that sweet pleasure surges through you. Again denied. Your cock twitches with desperate sensitivity and nothing to do with it. You shudder and writhe in the grasp of the curtains, trapped as surely as your cock is. 
 
    It’s torture. 
 
    It’s pleasure. 
 
    It’s agony. 
 
    It’s spectacular. 
 
    Your head throbs with the strain of warring sensations. Of pleasure denied again and again. Never has she stopped moving her plump tits around your cock. Never has your release been had. Your head is pounding with the stress of pleasure. Madness beckons, for only it offers an escape. A release. 
 
    “Come on. Say it. Give me your soul and you can cum. Become my slave and you can spurt your seed. Give it up, your majesty. Give it all up. And cum. 
 
    “Cum. 
 
    “Cum.” 
 
    “Gyaaaa!” you cry out, your mind breaking under the strain. “Yes!” you howl, your hips shamelessly humping the air. “Yes! Give… give soul! Give it! Please! Cum! Let me cum! Mistress! Goddess! Please! Need to cum. Gotta… gotta cuuuuum!” 
 
    Camilla laughs. “Good boy,” she says, licking her dark lips hungrily. “I knew you’d make the right choice.” 
 
    Her head dips and her lips wrap around your shaft. That sudden feeling of her hot mouth around you is too much. Again that straining pressure of need surges from your balls into your cock. Held back. Tightened. 
 
    And with a swirl of her tongue, released. 
 
    You scream, your orgasm tortuous. Your mind goes blank. White with pleasure beyond anything you’ve known. You barely feel the sudden loss of your soul, of all you are, as she hungrily sucks out your cum as you fountain into her. She moans, pink flesh glowing softly as she takes in your essence, her eyes blazing with power as you surrender to her. 
 
    Like a crashing wave receding, your orgasm drains from you. You dangle, helpless, spent, mindless in the grip of the curtains. Camilla stands lazily, her wings slowly flapping, her tail twitching in glee. She snaps her fingers, and the curtains binding you uncoil, depositing you on the ground. You sag, boneless in post-orgasmic bliss. 
 
    “Slave.” 
 
    You look up, and Mistress fills your vision. Her lush pink flesh and haughty eyes. The cruel twist of her lip and the velvety darkness of her wings. 
 
    She is all. She is everything. You smile and prostrate yourself before her glory. 
 
    “Mistress,” you moan. “How may I serve?” 
 
      
 
    Thrall of the Succubus 
 
    

  

 
   
    Concubine of the Crimson Palace 
 
      
 
    Pleasure oozes through you like molten gold. Framed in the portrait, you rest, locked in a scene of debauchery, a fist against your soft lips, your head thrown back in desperate pleasure as you’re serviced by a painted harlot. Both of you are naked, her delicate tongue dipping into the warm depths of your pussy with slavish devotion. 
 
    Time doesn’t pass within the portrait. At least, not time as you know it. An endless cascade of pleasure, scenes repeated ad-infinitum like a play trapped within a single act. Your role is that of a princess, captured within a tower, with none but your maid to accompany you. 
 
    “Oh Tamera,” you sigh every morning at the window as you look out over the painted landscape. “How could it have come to this? To be trapped by my foul stepmother in this tower.” 
 
    “Loose not hope, my princess,” Tamera says, coming up behind you, her arms moving about you, her head resting against your back, as well as her big, soft breasts. “Your hero shall come yet.” 
 
    “Oh Tamera,” you sigh, turning, returning her embrace. For the thousandth time you suddenly notice she is naked. “Tamera!” you gasp. “Why, you are undressed?” 
 
    “My princess,” your servant says, and despite this being the hundredth time she says it, her eyes lose none of their eager devotion. “It wounds me so to see you suffering so. Please. Might your servant not offer you some relief?” 
 
    “Tamera…” you say, gasping as she gently squeezes your breasts through your robe. 
 
    “Princess. Please. Let me… serve you…” 
 
    And so it would go. Your gown would be shed, revealing your soft breasts and creamy thighs. Tamera would admire your breasts with feathery kisses and teasing touches. Into one another’s arms you would go, tumbling onto the bed where she would kiss her way down your stomach, twitching with gentle gasps. Find her way to your delicate pussy. 
 
    And lick. 
 
    And lick. 
 
    So it was every day. The same again and again, never different, never stranger, always just as sweet. And yet, there was something different in the air today. A sense of change that you could neither understand nor act upon. It tingles at the corner of your awareness. 
 
    And then you saw the wall shift, blurring like smudged paint, and forming a door. 
 
    It opens, and a creature steps through. Had you still a soul, it would have quailed at the bloated monster. It stands on its hind legs, its features strangely porcine and pale pink, its small eyes gleaming with cruel mirth. Its vest and pants are little more than suggestions for its bulk, its back a series of razor quills and chest where its shirt parts to reveal hair as wiry as steel wool. 
 
    “Tamera!” you cry, the words flowing into your mouth as if being written into your brain. “Rise! Quickly! It’s our captor! The foul demon Borga!” 
 
    Borga grunts, his piggy eyes greedy as Tamera gasps and twists about to face the monster. “No!” she cries, the words flowing through her as they had you. “Not he! The cruel monster who so cunningly trapped us within this tower. Who slakes his lusts upon us whenever he wishes. Please!” she cries. “Take me, not my mistress.” 
 
    “No,” you say, rising, tossing back your pale blonde locks. “No, Tamera. It is me he wants. My soft flesh to defile with his touch.” 
 
    “No!” Borga grunts, drooling at the sight of the two human beauties before him. “I want both!” 
 
    You moan in despair, but climb from the bed. “Tamera, be strong. Together, we shall serve this fiend, so clever and strong that he holds us to his lusts. We have no hope of fighting him. Come, my servant. Let us satisfy our master.” 
 
    The bloated demon wheezes with delight as you and Tamera walk to him, your curvy thighs swinging with every step, your proud, plump tits thrust out tantalizingly. You kneel with Tamera before him, opening his pants with trembling hands and drawing out his thick cock. 
 
    The sickly-sweet smell nearly overwhelms you, but more, it stirs you. Your lusts for this creature grows hot, warming your core with servile eagerness. 
 
    “Oh, but he is so large,” you croon, stroking his thick meat in adoration. “So very impressive…” 
 
    “Oh mistress,” Tamera sighs beside you. “We are fortunate to be the captives of such a mighty creature.” 
 
    “We are, my servant. But we must remember we are his slaves. And must serve him, even though I am a princess and you my maid. Before him, we are but bitches for him to enjoy.” 
 
    Borga grunts. “Yes!” the demon says, heaving with excitement as you both stroke his shaft. “Sluts serve. Sluts suck!” 
 
    “Yes, master,” you and Tamera say. 
 
    At once you get to it. Your soft lips and royal tongue bathe his inhuman cock, tasting the sour spunk that lingers on his shaft. Yet such debasement does not diminish your desire. If anything, it enhances it. Soon you are whimpering, moaning, your peachy ass slowly swaying from side to side, your pussy fairly dripping with lust for this obese creature. This monster. This beast. His cock is like a hog’s, thick and with balls as big as your fists. You leave Tamera to worship his shaft, and put your tongue to better work, stroking those heavy orbs with slavish devotion that makes the grotesque monster moan and pant. 
 
    You can feel his balls twitching. Hear the labouring of his breath. You know what’s coming, and so, without a moment’s hesitation, you abandon his balls, return to his cock, and close your eyes as your master cums. 
 
    “Rooooooo!” Borga howls as his fat cock twitches, spraying his thick, pungent cum all over you and Tamera. You gasp, moaning as his foul seed cakes you in a layer of his cum, your hands at once eagerly rubbing it all over yourself. Thrilled to be so defiled by the fat demon. 
 
    Tamera is no better, the sudden facial only spurring your lust further. You quickly rise. “Master, will you wish to take my royal pussy now?” 
 
    “Hrrrr,” Borga grunts, his tusked mouth splitting open in a foul grin. “Oooh, me take! I take now!” 
 
    “Oh please, master!” you cry, your tears of despair cutting through the cum that stains your face. “Please! Do not defile my womb. Do not claim it with your seed! If you do, I will never be able to marry. When my knight at last comes, I won’t be able to go with him, for I will be so bloated with your young all will know who has claimed me.” 
 
    Your pleas wind Borga up even more than before. Your despair titillates the demon like nothing else. “I not care! I fuck now!” he bellows. He shoves you to your hands and knees. You cry out, but your body betrays your lust, wiggling your plush rump for his attentions. Borga lumbers over to you, grabbing your shapely hips. 
 
    “Mistress!” Tamera cries. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” you scream as the fat demon impales your tender cunny on his cock, stuffing you to the brim with demonic manhood, stretching you around himself. Borga howls with pleasure, immediately beginning to thrust. Plundering your pussy with cruel beats of his hips. Pounding you into the floor, his bulk pressing you down, mashing your tits to the floor. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan, gritting your teeth against the pain. Yes, the pain. But also the pleasure. Shameful, sinful pleasure as the bloated demon ruts you. Claims you. Fucks you like his personal royal glory hole. 
 
    “Oh. Ohhhh! Borga! Please! Ah! Borga! Not… not in my pussy! Not my womb! Please! Please, don’t impregnate me. Don’t breed my royal womb!” 
 
    “Me not care! Me cum! Me fuck! Me… hraaaaa!” 
 
    Borga bellows as he cums again, his heavy balls seemingly bottomless with his cum. 
 
    “Nooooo!” you howl with despair and joy as his cock shudders within you, pumping you so full of his unholy cum your stomach distends with his load. 
 
    “Oooooh! You’ve bred me! Oh you monster! You beast! Noooo!” you moan. 
 
    Borga bellows with laughter, continuing to saw into your clutching pussy, his cum and your juices squeezed from your overstuffed depths, pouring onto the floor in a puddle of shame. 
 
    The scene goes on. Soon enough Borga sits on what had been your bed, kissing you hungrily, fondling your plump tits while Tamera rides his cock. You moan eagerly, your hands on the wiry hair of his bloated belly as you service him like a true royal slut. 
 
    “Mmm. Good whore. Worth every penny to Camilla,” Borga growls. 
 
    You register the words, but the script doesn’t offer you a reply other than, “Yes, master,” between panting kisses. 
 
    In time, Borga will leave. But word will spread. Of Camilla’s new royal slut and the painting. Soon, the lazy days of you and Tamera playing out the role of servant and princess pleasuring one another rarely occur. Always there will be a new demon walking through the painted door. A new creature eager to fuck and breed your royal womb. To claim you. Male. Female. Both. Monsters. Beasts. An endless parade of the demented, the lusty, and the hungry. 
 
    You take them all, each time like the first. For it is your part to play in the Crimson Palace. 
 
    For all eternity. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
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    Refuse the Deal 
 
      
 
    You try and squirm out of the soft prison of her tits. “N-no way! No deal!” you squeal. 
 
    “Mm. Pity. I guess you weren’t so smart after all.” 
 
    You yelp as you feel Camilla’s fingers on either side of your head. You never realized how strong the succubus was. Not until she squeezes, and crushes your skull like it was a grape. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Take the Deal 
 
      
 
    On the one hand, you’ll be a short, stubby little imp with a massive cock hanging between your legs for the rest of your existence. 
 
    On the other, you’ll get more of these glorious tits, along with other benefits. 
 
    It might have been a hard decision, were it not for said tits massaging your demonic prick between them, stroking your stubby red cock in a way that made your heavy balls ache and your arms rest on those full pink globes like the arms of the softest chair imaginable. 
 
    “Oooooh fuuuuck!” you moan. “Yes! Okay! Yes! Do it!” 
 
    “Then cum, little imp. Cum for me.” 
 
    “Fuuuuuuck!” you moan as her whispered words tease against your ear. Your cock breaches the depths of Camilla’s titflesh just in time for you to spurt great arcs of your cum into the air. 
 
    And with it, your soul. 
 
    You can feel it leave you with every pump of your crimson dick. Like a piece of you was ripped out. Which would have been traumatic, if not for the ecstasy of your toe-curling orgasm as it squeezes you like a vice. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan, wheezing, sagging between the succubi’s tits, sinking into them like a soft, pink throne. You grin stupidly, already wondering what the big deal was. It was just your soul. You can get by without it. And considering your life up to this point, cumming it out in a randy pleasure haze was almost prophetically appropriate. 
 
    “Enjoy that?” Camilla asks. 
 
    “Oooh yeaaaaah,” you groan, cackling delightedly and giving her tits a greedy squeeze. 
 
    “Good. Now, to business.” 
 
    “Eh?” 
 
    “Yes. Business.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She plucks you out of her tits again and looks you dead in the eye, smirking. “You work for me now, remember? But don’t worry,” she says, breathing a soft plume of pink smoke into your face. “I think we’ll get on famously.” 
 
    You cough, head spinning. You manage a grin, though your eyes are inevitably drawn down to her plush, full breasts. 
 
    “Yeah,” you say, grinning. “Me too…” 
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    “Hold up,” you say. 
 
    “Why?” she asks, tail swishing in the air. 
 
    “We don’t need to fight,” you say. “Besides, I’ve always been more a lover than a fighter.” 
 
    “To be perfectly honest, I wonder if you’re good at either,” she says, looking you up and down. 
 
    Ouch. 
 
    “Look,” you say, letting your sword drop, spreading your hands. “Let’s face it. Your sex squeezed in a g-string. I don’t want to fight you. I want to fuck you.” 
 
    “How poetic,” the succubus says, but there’s a smirk on her lips different from the one before. No less hungry, but in a decidedly different way. “You think you’re man enough to take me?” 
 
    “I’ve gotten this far up the tower,” you say. 
 
    “Hmm. Good point. Well, your majesty, I must say it would be a welcome distraction. Strip. Let me see what I’ve got to work with.” 
 
    You exhale heavily and do as she bids, your clothes and arms soon in a pile on the floor. Okay. You’ve gotten this far. Now, all you need to do is fuck this succubus so hard she’s senseless. 
 
    …Maybe this wasn’t the best idea. 
 
    Before you can reconsider her tail has whipped about your waist and yanked you towards her. You spin like a top, her hand pressing you back. With an oof you land on the chair, the smooth fabric pleasant against your naked ass, still warm from Camilla’s body. A body which almost instantly is before you, the succubus slipping coyly into your lap, straddling you, your cock pressing against the hot gusset of her pussy, her full, luridly pink breasts filling your vision. 
 
    “Hmmm. It is nice to see a man who can think with more than just a sword,” she says, leaning in, her wings fluttering, breezing warm, pungent perfume into your face. 
 
    You inhale sharply, gasping as that sweet odor swirls around your mind, making you pant. “Um, yeah. Absolutely…” 
 
    “And I can always appreciate a man who knows a thing or two about pleasing a woman. You do want to please me. Don’t you?” 
 
    You moan as her hips lazily rock, grinding her velvety slit against your throbbing shaft. “Y-yeah. I do. I want to… ah… want to m-make you happy…” 
 
    “That’s soooo good to hear. Because I have some very high standards, understandably. So I’m curious what you’ve got that makes you so confident.” She smirks, her red eyes glittering with amusement. “Shall we find out?” 
 
    “Um, okay,” you say. 
 
    You realize you’re rapidly losing control of this situation, but you can’t seem to fit a word in edgewise. Camilla just controls the room like a true showman, gathering attention all around her. And not to mention the feeling of her wonderful pussy against your cock. A sensation that every moment makes you uncomfortably aware of your nakedness. Her breasts. Her supple, inhumanely perfect form. How she leans forward. Presses your face against her breasts. 
 
    Her breasts. 
 
    Oh… 
 
    You moan as those soft orbs engulf your face. Her scent is so thick now. So heavy. So sweet. Your cock throbs against the lips of her pussy as you adoringly kiss her tits, the taste of her skin thrilling, making your lips tingle and your brain spark. Oh. This is nice. This is so very nice. 
 
    Your arms wrap around her. Your hands find the plush globes of her flawless rear, squeezing it, tugging her further onto your lap, mashing your cock between your chest and her pussy. 
 
    “Mmm. Yes. Just like that. You are good with those lips and hands. I can see why all the girls wanted you, your majesty.” 
 
    “Mmm,” you moan, any other wording escaping you at the moment. 
 
    “Would you like some more?” 
 
    More? More sounds good. Sounds very very good. You eagerly nod from between her tits. 
 
    “Mmm. Then, maybe give my nipple a little… suckle. Just a bit.” 
 
    You’re curious now. You should be wary, but you probably should have been wary before the demoness was sitting atop you. Besides, where’s the fun with caution? You lift your head from between her tits and behold her full breast and the dark nipples that await. Your mouth is fairly watering as you lean in, kissing lightly around those fleshy buds before finding a budding peak and giving it an adoring kiss. And while your lips are there, you tenderly give it a long, hungry suck. 
 
    “Oooooh!” Camilla moans, arching atop you, grinding her pussy against your cock with ever greater need. “Yessss! That’s it. Right… ah… right there. Oh fuck yesssss!” 
 
    You continue to suck, because just squeezing and mauling her ass isn’t nearly enough of an outlet for all the things this sinful succubus is inspiring in you. And that was before you felt something on your tongue. Something sweet. Something warm. 
 
    Something so delicious you just had to have more. 
 
    “Mmmm. That’s it. Oh goooood boy,” Camilla croons as she humps your cock, her big breasts pressing down onto your face as you suckle and guzzle her demonic cream, her mocking laughter singing down to you. “That’s right. Milk me, stud. Milk my wonderful breasts. Isn’t it wonderful? Isn’t it delicious? Don’t you want to just fuck me raw?” 
 
    Everything she said was so very accurate. Your cock was pulsing in your lap as her slippery cunt rubbed it against you. Your mouth was swimming in cream. Your head drowning in pleasure. 
 
    “Mmm. Mphm. Mmmm…” you moan. 
 
    “Do you want to do it? Do you want to fuck me? Do you want to fill me up with your cum and your soul?” 
 
    What was that last bit? You can’t remember. Hard to concentrate. Just nod. Nodding is good. Nodding brings more. More pleasure. More fucking. More everything. 
 
    “Good boy,” she says, her voice layered in thick smugness. 
 
    You wonder if you should be concerned about that. 
 
    Then her hips lift, your cock springs up, and she takes you in a single stroke. 
 
    At which point all rational thought takes a backseat to the most glorious fucking you’ve ever known. 
 
    Her pussy clamps down on you. Hot. Tight. Hungry. She seems to suck at your cock with every rock of her hips, riding you down into the seat, your moans muffled by her breasts and the rich, succulent cream that gushes into your mouth as she takes you. 
 
    “Yesssss! Fuck me! Oh by the nethers yes. Yes! Make me scream, your majesty. Make me cum! Make me moan and pant and shudder as you pump every drop of your pathetic soul into me. Feed me, your majesty. Feed me it all!” 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you moan, groaning beneath her, trapped beneath ample curves and fiery passion. Helpless to do anything but drink. But thrust. But rise to the occasion. To cum. 
 
    Cum. 
 
    Cum! 
 
    “Mmmm!” you moan as your climax breaks. Drowns you. You shudder as your orgasm, your cock pumping into her. Filling her with great bursts of your seed. 
 
    And more. 
 
    You feel a tear, like something substantial was ripped from your very being. Something fundamental. You cry out in despair though not understanding quite what you lost. 
 
    But then, radiance fills that void. Bottomless worship of the creature fucking you. Endless pleasure and an eagerness to serve her forever and ever. You look at the smirking succubus, her raven hair flowing about her head as if caught in an updraft, her pink skin glowing as she drains your essence. 
 
    And you cum again. 
 
    “Yessss!” she cries, laughing riotously, shining with power. “Oh you stupid fool! Tragedy! The hero thinking he could outfuck a succubus! It’s more of a comedy, really. And what a glorious one!” 
 
    You laugh with your mistress, not understanding. Not needing to. You’re just her slave. Her thrall. Her eager rutting pet. 
 
    An eternity awaits you at her hands. 
 
    You can’t wait. 
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    “So, mister… Ardeth the Desttoyer. What were you looking for from the Crimson Palace?” 
 
    The demon walking with you down the curtained halls cocks his horned head. He’s handsome in the way only an incubus can be. His skin so pale it’s creamy, his eyes a deep violet. Between his horns hovers a flame like a crown of fire, the rest of his tall body clad in a long purple cloak but for where his fur tufted tail swishes behind him. 
 
    By contrast, your stunted frame hovers at shoulder height, your little wings beating frantically to keep you apace with the demon. Camilla told you he’s a very important client for the Crimson Palace, and she was quite creative in the things she’d do to you if he was displeased in any way. 
 
    “A good question,” the incubus says in a voice smooth as honey poured over the tits of a seraglio slut. “I’ve known every sort of mortal. As you can imagine, I am well in demand by summoners. And yet, it is always the same. Buxom young women or older, curvy beldames looking for a form of pleasure beyond the norms. One provided, of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” you say. You tap your pen against your chin. “Hmmm… Have you considered… the other sex?” 
 
    “Men?” Ardeth shakes his head. “Oh no. Far too… bulky for my tastes.” 
 
    “Not necessarily. We have a number of men within our works who are quite feminine.” 
 
    “Is that so?” Ardeth says, tilting his head, his crown of flame flickering between his horns. 
 
    “Oh yes. Why, save the equipment between their legs, they resemble a woman in almost every other way! And, of course, are more than willing to accommodate a man of such size. Occasionally they’re taken by a demoness looking for a meeker fuck. But I think it could be just the ticket for you. Stroking their little beta dicks while you pound them from behind, making them blush and gasp and moan in the most adorable ways.” 
 
    “Hmmm…” Ardeth muses, but you can see that he’s intrigued by the shine of his eyes. Also, the positively massive erection currently jutting from the gap in his cloak. 
 
    “We’ve put just such a twink in the Harem of Agglassia,” you say, fluttering forward past the portraits lining the hall. “Lovely piece depicting the halls of pleasure of the fabled city. You can do simply anything in there. He plays the servant Bena, the most beautiful youth in the world. There’s also a number of seraglio maids as well. Fanners, servants, available of course if you should wish for some variety. Ah, here we are.” 
 
    You flutter beside a portrait of an open aired garden surrounded by pillars and vines. A throne of cushions lies in their midst, and sprawled about it are the women as you’ve said, all beautiful, tanned a golden brown and veiled in sheerest silks that hides not a thing. Among them, however, is a svelte young man, his only garment a thong that does nothing to hide his modest bulge. His skin is tanned like the women’s but his eyes shine with innocence and a sadness that only a proper fucking could really banish. 
 
    You see Ardeth’s eyes devour the slender youth, just ripened to age. A long, pink tongue that has doubtless done wonderful things for women in robes and now slithers across his lips. 
 
    “Camilla will gladly accept payment in the currency of choice,” you add with a licentious wink. 
 
    Ardeth glances your way, then chuckles. “Done,” he says, already shedding his cloak, revealing his body, pale as the belly of a fish. The paint seems to swell outward, absorbing him into the scene, swirling in a mess of artistry as the world within the portrait adjusts to its new resident. When it resolves, it reveals Ardeth atop the cushions, burying his cock to the hilt into the moaning, blushing Bena, the young man biting on some cushions to smother the moans as his ass is reamed by the incubus. 
 
    You sigh. “’Nother job well done,” you say in satisfaction. Your nose twitches as you catch a scent of paint and perfume, the latter of which is so pavlovian in you your cock at once stiffens, nearly dragging you down if not for a sudden flutter of your stubby wings. “Camilla!” you say, swinging about. “What a pleasant surprise.” 
 
    The pink succubus pauses in her saunter down the hall. A fur trimmed robe drapes her shoulders, a glass of wine held idly in her fingers while a woman hangs off her like yet another decoration. 
 
    “Hm. Heard me coming, did you?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.” 
 
    “And Ardeth?” 
 
    “Thoroughly enjoying himself!” 
 
    Camilla’s eyes flash with greed. “Excellent,” she purrs, licking her lips. “I’ve been looking for his favour.” 
 
    You nod along as the succubus details some inner workings of hell’s hierarchy that you’re too bored to understand. You’re just her assistant. What do you care if she gains advantage in some interdimensional chequers game? Your only concern is the heavy length dangling between your legs like a sausage at a butcher’s, and the sight of a near naked Camilla with some dazed slut hanging off her is not helping. 
 
    Sensing a break in her gleeful conversation you put in, “Does that mean I get my time now?” you ask eagerly. 
 
    “Hm? Ah,” she says, noting your engorged demon cock. “I do believe you may. Enjoy.” 
 
    “Will do!” you crow, flapping away. Finally! Your time has come. Your eyes dart about the various painting, gleefully looking for something to explore. Time has little meaning in the infernal realms, but your services for Camilla net you a bonus all the hells would kill for. Free reign of the portraits when not accomplishing some task for the demoness. 
 
    At last, you choose your subject. An Amazonian princess bound in leather belts, her haughty demeanor challenged by her blush as she rests astride the sawhorse, her pussy pressed against a nestling cup that will drive her wild. Oh yes. This should kill an afternoon quite handily. 
 
    You swiftly pass into the portrait, taking on the role of torturer of the proud and noble queen, though your reality will remain very different. Yes, you have lost your humanity. Yes, you are little more than the lowest of the low in demonic hierarchy. Yes, you failed your quest, your wife, and your kingdom. 
 
    But you get to fuck in every scene and setting imaginable. A decent trade, if anyone bothered to ask. 
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    As the succubus massages you between her tits, it’s not only your cock which grows ever more engorged. Ever more turgid and thicker and pulsing with lust. You feel it as well in your new tail, and especially in the tip, which leaks a foul venom onto the floor. 
 
    Maybe there’s another way out of this? 
 
    Without thinking, because fuck knows there’s no space in your head for that, you compel your stinger to twist around and plunge into the succubus’s plump tit. 
 
    “Ow!” Camilla gasps. “What did you… ohhhh…” 
 
    Her eyes grow misty and lidded. Her plush lips part in a hot sigh. A succubus is a lusty demon at the best of times, and with the amount of teasing she’s inflicted on you, your venom’s potency is far more than she can handle. 
 
    Her knees quake, and she collapses to the ground, moaning and stroking herself. You pop from her tits like a cork from a bottle, your tiny wings frantically fluttering as you steady yourself in the air, twisting around to get a look at her. 
 
    “Please,” Camilla moans, stroking her breasts, her pussy, her skin so flushed it’s turned from the bright pink to a lurid red, her eyes foggy with desperate desire. “Oh… oh f-fuck yes. Please… Oh please…” 
 
    You hang in the air, staring at her, again feeling that treacherous hardness in your cock. But using your venom must have had an effect on the potion’s dosage, for even as you flutter there you feel again changes throughout your body. You groan as your legs and arms lengthen, bulking up with familiar muscles, your venom tipped tail receding, your tiny wings giving a game flutter to keep you aloft until your feet touch the ground, leaving you human once more. 
 
    You pant, head spinning, but the overwhelming lust that once dominated you has faded. You stagger towards your sword and grab it, lifting it up intently. A hand grabs your ankle and you almost scream in surprise, whirling about and finding Camilla at your feet, her eyes desperate, hot, drunk with lust while her other hand furiously delves into the hot cove of her slick pussy. 
 
    “Pleaaaaase!” she moans, all traces of the proud, arrogant seductress gone, leaving nothing but the moaning slut. “Please. Gotta… ah… gotta h-have c-cock. Need… need cock. Need… nnnnn…. Fuck. Please… Ah… please… Master. Make you… make you demon lord. Give power… Ah… make you mate. Make you… make you demon… Power… Oooooh… so much… much power. But… but need cock. Please. Need it…” 
 
    You sway above her, the burning righteousness of your blade shining. But your cock also makes a compelling point, jutting out hungrily to appease the lusts of this demoness. And what was that she said? Demonhood? Immortality? 
 
    More sluts than you can breed? 
 
    Ooooh… 
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    “Yeah, I don’t think so,” you say, and plunge the blade down. 
 
    Camilla stiffens, gasping as your blessed sword impale her. She groans, her body dissolving into wisps of smoke, twisting away like the runes had on the monster girls you’d freed thus far. You step back hastily as she vanishes. 
 
    But she is not alone. You look about as all the paintings in their alcoves dissipate in a riot of colours, melting away with a soft sigh of release as the souls imprisoned within are freed of their torment. 
 
    As the final few dissolve, one catches your eye. Where a scene of a dark chamber wrapped in shadows and a woman wrapped in the throes of pleasured torments once stood, now is revealed a hidden alcove, within which lies the swirling portal leading to the next level of the witch’s tower, its frame bound in black thorns. 
 
    You exhale heavily. “Nearly there,” you murmur. 
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    Righteousness is fun and all, but on the other hand, being an immortal demonic master has a certain appeal as well. You find yourself grinning, glance at your sword, and toss it aside. 
 
    “Alright,” you say. “I’ll fuck you. But you have to make me a demon lord.” 
 
    “Yes!” Camilla gasps, so drunk on desire her eyes were spinning. “Yes! Do it. Make you… make you lord. But please… Please…” 
 
    “Swear it,” you say. 
 
    “I swear! Swear by the hells! Swear by the high gods!” she cries. “Pleeease!” 
 
    She turns about and raises her plush bottom into the air, red with need like she’d been paddled. Well, in a way she was about to. Your cock juts out as you grasp her hip, gasping at the head of her body even as she moans, her sensitive skin singing to your touch. 
 
    You don’t hesitate. With a hungry thrust, you impale her upon your cock. 
 
    The impact jolts her. Camilla’s eyes shoot wide open as you fill her with your cock. “Ooooooh!” she wails, shuddering as she cums just from that. 
 
    But it’s far from over. 
 
    Far. 
 
    The tight, hot vice of her pussy fairly sucks in your cock even as she orgasms, but you don’t let it take you. Eagerly you begin to thrust, hammering her hot depths with your cock, feeling her body contract, tighten, squeeze you with every moaning cry. 
 
    “Ah! Yes. Yes! Mnnnn! Fuck me! Fuck your whore! Oh hells yes. Yes! Yes! Ahhhhh!” 
 
    She cums again, the venom within her singing through her. Tearing her to new heights of pleasured cries. She thrusts back against you, desperate for more of your cock. Her tail wraps tightly around your waist, pulling you into her harder. 
 
    Harder. 
 
    Harder! 
 
    “Yessss!” she screams. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck… fuck… fuuuuuuuck!” she cries out, shuddering as she cums for a third time in as many minutes, the slap of your hips spanking her ass ringing out in a percussion accompaniment to her orgasmic peak. 
 
    It’s too much. Too much for you. With a groan you hilt within her and cum. Moaning as your cock pulses, pumping her full of your hot seed. Filling her to the brim with your cum. 
 
    “Yessssssss!” she cries out, shuddering, her arms giving way and laying her out on the floor in a heap of spent feminine curves. 
 
    You pant, pulling back, unsheathing your cock from her cunt. She groans, even as the flush of her skin slowly fades, returning to the more familiar pink hue. “Oh,” Camilla moans. “That was… that was… goooooood…” 
 
    “Yeah. Not bad,” you pant, smirking down at her. 
 
    Camilla lifts her head to you, and there’s something different in her eyes. Hunger, yes. But more, a strange look of respect. “Was it?” she said, slowly climbing to her feet. She shakes her head, her dark hair fluttering about her horns. Her eyes have grown sharper, taking you in carefully. “Hm. Good. You know,” she said. “I have to say, I am impressed.” 
 
    “Thank you. I work out,” you say. 
 
    “Not that. Although I do admire the physique,” she says, touching your chest, coming closer. She licks her lips as she looks at you, nodding slowly. “Mm. Yes. I think we can make this work…” 
 
    You catch her hand by the wrist. “A deal was made,” you say. “I believe you owe me demonhood.” 
 
    “So I do,” she says, and her smirk reveals how she relishes the prospect. “A demon lord, hm? I have been meaning to get myself a partner. Someone with some… muscle…” 
 
    “I think I can do that,” you growl, leaning in. 
 
    “Yes,” she breathes, her dark lips parted. “I think you can…” 
 
    You meet, a kiss as fiery as the realms from whence she came. But there is more to that meeting of lips than anytime before. Any kiss before. She breathes, and something dark fills your mouth. Your body. You groan as she continues to kiss you. Touch you. 
 
    Corrupt you. 
 
    The darkness spreads through you. Your arms and body expand. Your skin darkens, hardens. You clasp Camilla to your chest, relishing her gasp, the softness of her breasts. Hungrily you feed on the corruption she offers. Feel it change you more. Your muscles swell and tighten with unholy might. Your brow splits for your new horns. Wings burst from your shoulder blades. Not the tiny, piddling things of imphood, but huge, broad, black things that would shadow the world, fanning about you and Camilla. 
 
    All around the paintings shudder, their frames clattering against the walls. Your teeth grow to fangs. Your eyes pulse, deepening in hue to crimson. 
 
    At last you break the kiss, throwing back your head with a gasp. Unholy power fills your every atom. Your raise your arms, hands coiling into fists, relishing your new might. 
 
    “Oh yes,” you growl, a sound that booms through the halls like a bell of doom. “This is so much better.” 
 
    “Yes,” Camilla breathes, admiring your might. “So much.” 
 
    You glance down at her, smirk. You tug her hard against your chest, up, kiss her again. She gasps in surprise, then yields to your kiss. To your power. 
 
    You growl, her submission feeling good. Right! All should kneel before you. All should serve! 
 
    You fall back onto Camilla’s soft throne, the chair creaking at your weight a moment before it adjusts to your size. Camilla rests on your broad lap, your demonic cock swelling against her thighs. 
 
    You break the kiss, easing her back, your eyes afire with lust. 
 
    “Ride me,” you growl. 
 
    “Yes,” Camilla breathes, adjusting her hips, feeling the thickness of your swollen cock against her folds. “My lord…” 
 
    She descends onto the monster cock that she has made. Her back arches as your length fills her. Stuffs her. Claims her hot pussy. 
 
    “Ohhhh yesssss!” she screams. 
 
    You chuckle, reclining on the throne, already feeling it adjust to your presence. You stroke the wood, and feel it shift and reform under your hand, growing heavier. Grander. A throne worthy of your greatness. 
 
    And great it will be. Even as Camilla rides your mighty cock, visions of the future dance in your head. Of souls gathered. Of realms claimed. Of sin. Of corruption. 
 
    Of power. 
 
    True, glorious power. 
 
    An eternity of endless pleasure. Of might. 
 
    You smirk as Camilla cums atop your cock, moaning in pleasured delight. Your hands grasp her hips, plunging your cock deeper into her with a sudden stroke, making her scream with ecstasy as you claim her pussy yet again. 
 
    Oh yes. 
 
    Being a prince was okay. But a demon prince? You grin as you claim Camilla’s pussy for your own. 
 
    Now that has potential. 
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    Drums roll across plains of ash and fire. The feet of horrors march in endless numbers. March towards the gates. Towards the realms of reality. 
 
    You watch them from the tower of your palace. Built from the twisted black stone of a mountain, its depths are given over to dungeons and depravities, its upper levels to the adoration and pleasure of your loyalists, of which there are many. Few in all the realms of hell are willing to stand against you. 
 
    You can’t blame them. You cut a powerful figure atop your castle, overlooking your realm. Huge and powerfully muscled, your wings framing you like a black cape. Your horns burn, a crown of fire like some infernal halo marking your authority. You tore it off Amvar the Devourer, the previous ruler of your domain. You growl, your grip tightening at the memory of that conquest. 
 
    The woman in your grasp moans keenly, her hips working frantically as you plow her on the railing of your balcony. A mortal, as many of your harem are. There’s just something so delightful about the way they moan and pant, needing to be broken upon your cock, reduced to little more than whimpering slaves. 
 
    This one isn’t far from it. She was once a high priestess of the goddess Shana, cast into the hellish realm in your name by your mortal followers. Her demure white robes had hidden a shapely form, one now dressed in nothing but golden chains bound through the rings piercing her nipples and earrings of jade. Her ass is soft as it spanks your hips, her breasts plump as they swing beneath her, her eyes locked on the plains below, though so misted with pure pleasure you doubt they see much. 
 
    “Hrrrr,” you growl, your chest heaving, your fangs bared and eyes flaming in pleasure. It feels good to be the master. The ruler. The powerful! 
 
    “My lord?” 
 
    You glance back, ignoring the panting of the slut your cock is buried in as a familiar pink figure sashays onto the balcony. Your smirk widens, your thrusts growing faster as your favorite servant strides towards you. “Camilla,” you growl. “What do you need?” 
 
    The succubus who first granted you your demonhood smiles. She was always, above all, a creature of practicality. When she realized your might, she eagerly swore to be yours, a decision that has brought her high in the rankings of hell as your advisor. She cuts a quick bow, her tail flicking in the air. 
 
    “Just some news. The ritual is nearly complete. The gate to the world of men will be open soon.” 
 
    Your eyes flash. Your grin broadens. Ah yes. That. You’ve been working on that for some time. Feeding your influence into the kingdom of man until you’d gathered enough worshippers to enact the ritual. One that will open a gate into the mortal realm. One where you can march your army through and invade reality. Naturally there’s some heroes or something trying to prevent this, but if you’re right, they should be arriving just in time. 
 
    And by all reports, they have a few women who would make lovely additions to your harem. Once they’ve been broken in. 
 
    Speaking of… A shiver of delight courses through you. You hilt yourself inside your slut, her wail of pleasure peaking in a cry of surrender as you cum, pumping her eager depths full of your virile seed. She moans, shuddering as her legs give out, and only the meaty pillar of your shaft keeps her ass in the air. 
 
    “Good,” you say, withdrawing from the former priestess, letting her collapse against the railing, your cum oozing from her pussy in a thick river. You turn casually and stride back into the palace. 
 
    “What about her?” Camilla asks, nodding at the whimpering slut. 
 
    “Let the imps enjoy her,” you say carelessly. 
 
    Even as you say it, a number of the scrawny little demons flap down from the crenellations of your palace, eagerly surrounding the fucked slut. Within moments her muffled moans as she takes a dozen demon cocks can be heard, soon lost as you descend into the dark depths of your palace. 
 
    Flames illuminate the corridors and designs worked upon the walls. You’re proud of your palace. It’s properly grand and grim. Any who look upon it know your might, even if they haven’t heard of you, which is very few. 
 
    You throw open the doors of your throne room. A pit surrounds a thin path and platform where your throne stands, its shape twisted with the screaming faces of your enemies, locked in the bronze of your unholy seat, a reminder to all what fate awaits those who fail you. 
 
    Horrors fill the pit around your throne, all eyes upon the dark ring of obsidian waiting at the far end of the room. The portal through which the way into the mortal realm shall open. Even now it crackles with power, a sheen of rolling fire coiling in the ring, the whispers of the cultists on the other side as they empower it through sacrifice and unholy prayer seeping through. 
 
    You take a seat upon your throne, smiling, your cock at once under the attention of Camilla as she lathes it with tongue and touch, tasting the juices of the priestess you have so recently defiled. You growl, low and hungry. Soon you shall return to the mortal world. Soon your kingdom will be forged in fire and blood and torment. 
 
    You started out as a mere prince, but now you are immortal. A demon. A creature who’s rule will stretch beyond realities. Your name is transcribed in books by men driven mad with knowledge, etched with warnings and the horrors of your rule and conquests. Cultists chant your name for a sliver of your power. Souls are offered up to your lusts daily. 
 
    You are more than a man. 
 
    You are a demon lord. 
 
    And as the obsidian ring resolves, crackling with black sorcery, opening a window into a dark chamber beneath a royal palace, your eyes burn. For soon the world will feel your rule. 
 
    Soon they shall know the might of the Demon Lord. 
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    The Temple 
 
      
 
    Well, it seems pretty obvious which you should go for, at least if you follow the sign. You step towards the painting of the holstaur in her palace, hesitating a moment before reaching towards the image. As your hand draws close, the world suddenly seems to spin, melting in a hundred hues of colours like someone had smudged the world around you. You sway, dazed, and then the world is resolving, but no longer the curtained halls of the Crimson Palace, but the pillared glory of the portrait. 
 
    You stand, swaying a little, gaping in shock as you find yourself in a throne room of a palace, everything around you a little bit too colourful. Too sweeping and obviously painted, although nonetheless real. All except the woman at the end of the room, reclining on the divan. 
 
    She’s everything the painting imagined her to be. In climbing the tower you’ve met a holstaur, and this one does justice to her kind. She wears only a simple toga that leaves one engorged breast on full display. A crown of ivy winds in her luxurious brown locks. She’s easily a foot taller than you, and her breasts are bigger than your head. Her pale face is beautiful and dimpled with smiles, and she beams as she sees you. 
 
    “Ah,” she cries, her full breasts heaving in delight as she stretches her hand out to you, the key which dangles delicately in the valley of those engorged orbs flashing. “My slave! At last, you have come to I, Queen Ambia. Please! Attend me. I fear I have not felt your touch in so long, my heady milk makes me swoon,” she moaned, cupping her plump tits until you can hear them slosh. 
 
    “Huh?” you say. 
 
    Abruptly, you realize you’re not in your armour. Or much of anything. You look down in shock to see the only thing you’re wearing is a loincloth like a bathing attendant, your body otherwise on full display. And far more concerning, your weapon and potions are all gone! 
 
    “Slave?” the holstaur demands, her eyes grown sharp. 
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    Overpower the Holstaur 
 
      
 
    You don’t have time for this. You frown and march towards the busty cow-woman. “Give me that key,” you say, pushing forward a demanding hand. 
 
    “Have you gone mad!” the holstaur says, rising from her divan. “How dare you speak to me so, slave!” 
 
    “Listen lady,” you say. “Give me that thing and no one has to get hurt.” 
 
    “You dare!” she barks, her eyes flashing. “Guards!” 
 
    Alright, fuck this. You snatch at the key, but she slaps your hand away, then your cheek. The blow is surprisingly strong and you stagger back, dazed. 
 
    And right into arms that are rather less forgiving. 
 
    You start, trying to pull away, but those thick arms are like steel bands. You look up in surprise to find yourself looking into the eyes of a pair of massive tanned men, dressed like you, but with shaven heads and bodies toned with strength. And what’s more, they too have that strange, paint-like quality to them, but their grip is undeniably real. 
 
    “Execute this brazen fool!” the holstaur demands. 
 
    “H-hold on!” you yelp as the two massive men force you to the floor. Your eyes widen as one pulls out a huge, scything blade. “You can’t do that! You’re not real! None of this is real!” 
 
    They prove how wrong you are as that painted blade comes down, and takes your head off in a single chop. 
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    Play Along 
 
      
 
    Oookay, this is a bit odd. But you can pretty plainly see what the best option is for getting that key will be. You hastily plaster an eager smile on your face. 
 
    “Of course, mistress,” you say, bowing. “This slave will gladly pleasure your glorious form.” 
 
    The holstaur relaxes, easing back into her throne. “Oh good,” she croons, beaming at you. She hefts your plump tits. “Then please, hurry. I grow ever so impatient, my slave.” 
 
    You know better than that. Those plump teats and their creamy bounty may seem appetizing, but thanks to your encounter with Maribelle you have a good idea what drinking that sweet cream will do to you. But you still need to get that key. 
 
    Fortunately, you have a plan. 
 
    Even more fortunately, it involves pleasuring a beautiful woman and her huge tits. 
 
    You smile and approach her, the loincloth swishing between your thighs as you come before the curvy, horned goddess. But you have no intention of attending her plump tits all at once. Instead, you grab the cloth belt that binds her toga shut and tug it free. 
 
    “Oh!” Ambia gasps as the cloth slips from her waist, her toga unable to hold in the full glory of her other teat and slipping open to reveal both her plump orbs. The scent of cream hits you like a hammer between the eyes, your mouth watering at the scent of her milk. But no. No. First thing’s first. 
 
    “Mistress,” you say, kneeling before her throne, parting her thighs to reveal her hair tufted muff and glistening folds. “Allow me to serve you…” 
 
    “Ohhhhh,” she moans as you kiss her mound, feeling her sensitive flesh twitch and her breath hitch at the sensation of your lips upon her. “Ooooh, that… mmm. That will p-please me…” 
 
    “I’m sure it will,” you say, obediently parting her thighs further, edging between her legs. Her pussy stares you in the face, pink and soft, and with adoration you let your tongue glide along her slit, making the busty goddess of a cow gasp and buck in sudden delight. 
 
    “Ah!” she cries. “Oooh… Where did… mmm…” 
 
    “Please, mistress. Do not think. Only enjoy.” 
 
    Her lashes flutter as she sinks into the divan, and your tongue sinks into her molten cunt. Oooh, she’s very sensitive. Every lash of your tongue makes her gasp. Her ample tits bounce. Her hips twitch as she tries to drive your tongue deeper into her. But you don’t need to go deeper. You need to go higher. 
 
    “Ah!” she gasps as your teasing tongue slides against the pearl of her clit. “Oh. Ohhhhh. You mnnn… that’s… ah…” 
 
    Her thighs tighten around your head. Her hips rock eagerly against your tongue. “Oh goddess… goddess yes. Yes! Oh yes! Fuck! Mooooooo!” 
 
    Her voice rises in a cry of pure orgasmic bliss. Her thighs squeeze your head as she cum, moaning, crying out with purest pleasure as she peaks. Her juices sing on your tongue and her body shudders in ecstasy. 
 
    Her legs loosen, easing the pressure on your head. Her hands grab you, pull you up and bury you against her big, soft breasts. 
 
    “Oh goddess,” she gasps, her face flushed with pleasure, her massive teats heaving, leaking milk in thin rivulets down her orbs. “That was… ah… That was soooo good. But… But need… need my breasts. So heavy. Need…” 
 
    “Of course,” you say, “mistress.” 
 
    At once your hands sink into her firm tit flesh, massaging and squeezing those glorious orbs. Her head falls back, a moan escaping her. You know your business, and it’s not hard to enjoy pleasuring those full breasts. She’s just so big! So ample! Her fat breasts fill your hands, bigger than your head, her nipples dribbling her reach cream as you massage and tease her. 
 
    She lounges in the divan, panting and moaning, her hips working as you milk her fat breasts. Her eyes are spinning in pleasure and her breasts bouncing with eagerness. You can’t pull your eyes away from those full tits. The milk which spurts. That milk. That delicious milk… 
 
    Your mouth is so dry. Gods, you’re thirsty. You never realized just how thirsty until you got a good look at those breasts. Those milky breasts. Those plump nipples just needing a pair of lips around them. To suck. To drink. Your eyes flick between them and the key, dangling there. Teasing you… 
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    Grab the Key 
 
      
 
    No time to think. No time to hesitate. You push back the almost overwhelming desire to bury your face in those ample tits and milk her for all you’re worth and gently reach up, grab the key, and lift it over Ambia’s head. 
 
    The chain clears the moaning cow woman’s head. She doesn’t even seem to notice it, her own hands having replaced yours in mauling her milky tits, moaning as her hips buck and she humps the air with panting desire. 
 
    “Moooooore!” she moans. 
 
    “Maybe later,” you say, tightening your grip on the golden key. 
 
    Even as you say that, the room shifts, melting away like paint in the rain, and both Ambia and her temple swirl away before your eyes. 
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    Suckle Her Tits 
 
      
 
    You can’t help yourself. Those big, plush breasts are staring you in the face. Needing your lips. Needing to be suckled. To be kissed. To be adored and worshipped like they were meant to be. You’d always been a sucker for big breasts. Besides, you’re sure you can still grab the key. After you’re done. 
 
    Your head moves forward. Your lips kiss the warm skin around her nipple, making Ambia gasp, breasts bounce with her hitching breath. Your tease her with your tongue, then lean in, and capture that glorious peak in your mouth. 
 
    And suck. 
 
    “Oooooh!” Ambia moans as your lips work, suckling her fat breast. She can’t hold back from such tender attentions. Milk gushes into your mouth in a flood. You shudder with delight, eyelids fluttering as her warm milk fills you. Spreads through you. Spreading that warm languor of purest pleasure. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Ambia moans, her hands coming to rest on your head, pushing you deeper into the immensity of her milky tits. “Yesss. That’s it. Oh fuck… Yes… Ah… Good slave. Oh yes. Just like… mnn… that. Ohhhh. You’re doing so… ah… so well… Oh my yes. Oh goodness. That’s it. Good boy. Good… ah… slave… Drink my milk. Suckle mommy’s tits…” 
 
    You whimper, feeling the warm glow of weakness spread through you. You can barely lift your head, so entranced by her beauty. So drunk on your milk. She’s smiling at you, and only now do you realize the danger that you’re in. 
 
    Too bad you’re also far from caring. 
 
    Ambia giggles softly, reaching down between your thighs and making you gasp as she fondles your cock and balls. “Oh!” she hums. “Is this for me too? What a good boy.” 
 
    “Mmm. Yessss,” you moan, panting as you continue to suckle, barely able to speak you’re so reluctant to lift your lips from her heaving teat. 
 
    “Shall we enjoy it?” she asks, her voice a low, husky purr. Her thumb stroking your shaft through your tenting loincloth, making you moan and wiggle in pleasured delight. 
 
    “Mmm. Yes,” she purrs, her eyes lidded with heady lust. “I think we should…” 
 
    She brushes aside your loincloth, freeing the thickness of your cock. You whimper in delight as her hand takes your shaft, teasingly stroking you, your balls and legs aching with pleasure as she lazily massages you, her thumb teasing the head of your cock, flicking it, making your hips twitch and a gasp of pain and pleasure escape you. 
 
    “Good slave,” she coos again, guiding your cock forward. Sliding you into her spacious pussy. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” you moan as her depths engulf you. Suck you. Stroke your needy cock. 
 
    “Yessss!” Ambia moans, easing back into her divan, letting you rest atop her, your hips working frantically, fucking her like a beast in heat. She hums in delight, keeping your head to her breast, switching you to the other when it begins to grow empty. “Don’t worry, my slave. I have plenty for you. My handsome boy. Just keep milking me. Just keep… ah… loving me. Oh goddess yes. You’re doing so well. Such a good… nnn… slave. Milk me. Fuck me. We have all the time in the world.” 
 
    You do? Something tickles at the back of your brain, banging on the haze of milky stupor and drunken pleasure. Something you were supposed to do. What was it? You were… um… you were… 
 
    You were supposed to milk your mistress. Fuck her. Obey her for ever. 
 
    Blessed relief spreads through you. Understanding of where you were meant to be in all of this fulfills you. You sigh in ecstasy, continuing to eagerly rut your mistress until you cum, moaning, bucking as she milks you this time, your cock pumping your seed into her. 
 
    Later, she will have you escort her to the bath. That night, she will enjoy you in her bed, letting you moan and fuck her once again. 
 
    Tomorrow you will lick her. Milk her. Fuck her. Bathe her. Sleep with her. 
 
    The day after, the same. 
 
    The next the same. 
 
    Never boring. 
 
    Never changing. 
 
    A prison of earthly delights and heavenly pleasure. An eternity of serving your mistress. Of being her good boy. Her eager slave. Soon, this painted world will be all you know, and you won’t even care. At last, you’ve found your place. 
 
    At last, you are at peace… 
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    Thrall of the Succubus 
 
      
 
    Mistress is enjoying herself. 
 
    She sits on a stool, tapping her chin with the end of her paintbrush as she considers the scene. You can just make out the suggestions of a smoky temple with an altar laid out on the floor, surrounded by braziers and in the shadow of a statue of a looming god. 
 
    Mistress tucks her tongue in the corner of her mouth, dabbing at the paints before swirling another blend of white and black, tilting back her head contemplatively. 
 
    “Mmm. It’s still missing something,” she muses. 
 
    “Yes mistress,” you say automatically. 
 
    She glances at you, amused. You stand not far, naked, the root of your cock bound in a dark band to ensure you don’t cum without her command. Eyes empty. Body hollowed out of anything but obedience to your demonic owner. 
 
    She shifts atop her stool, parting her thighs. “Come, slave. I need some help… concentrating.” 
 
    “Yes mistress,” you say at once. Obediently you drop to your knees, crawling towards her. Your cock swings beneath you, thick and red with denial and lust. You haven’t cum in days, but that’s not to say you haven’t been touched. In fact, mistress takes delight in teasing you until you’re a whimpering, whining mess of hypersensitive pleasure. 
 
    She is right to do it. Mistress is right in everything she does. She is mistress. She owns you utterly. You are merely slave. And you must obey. 
 
    This knowledge sits high in your mind as you come between her thighs. She casually spreads her legs, revealing her delicate pink pussy, glistening as ever. Your tongue comes out, longer than any human’s. Mistress enjoys your oral attentions, but found your skill hampered by your old tongue’s lack of reach. You are glad she has rectified this. She is your mistress. She must be pleasured. 
 
    You go to it with a will, your long tongue sliding inside of her, twisting in her hot depths. The whole meaning of your existence is bound up in how effectively you can make her moan and cum. You’re her favorite for a reason. In short order her hand has gripped your hair, tugging you hard against her muff, her hips working, riding her face with heady, heavy gasps. 
 
    “Yesssss!” mistress moans hotly, her eyes alight as she takes in the painting, not really seeing it, so caught up in your oral adorations. “Mnnnn! Fuck yes. I think I… ah… I’m seeing it… Touch yourself, slave. Stroke that little beta dick of yours.” 
 
    “Yesh,” you slur around your tongue. Your hand touches your swollen cock and begins to stroke, your red shaft so painfully sensitive you’re soon whimpering, head swimming with the excess stimulation on your poor abused cock. She is right to call it a beta dick. It is nothing. Not even good enough to pleasure her. And she can make herself one so much bigger. Many are the times she swelled her mound with dark sorcery, pounding your ass with her newly minted cock until you were a babbling mess. 
 
    It’s torture, but you don’t notice. You wouldn’t. For she is mistress, and all that she does is right. 
 
    And you have to please her. Have to stroke. Have to fuck your hand as you lick her out. As her cruel grip tightens in your hair. As her hips work, riding your face with hot pants and heady moans. 
 
    “Yes. Yesssss! Oh fuck yes. Oh hells. Hells and… and… ah… ah! Mnnnnn!” 
 
    Her whole body tightens. Her tail whips in the air behind her as she stiffens with bliss, her mound twitches as she cums, drenching your face in her hot juices. Marking you in sudden bursts of girlcum. 
 
    You lap it up, drink as much as you can, still licking her. Still teasing her. Still pleasuring her even as your hand pumps your hypersensitive cock until a mortal man would have gone mad with the desperate sensations of agony and ecstasy. 
 
    Moaning, mistress releases your hair, casually kicking you off her and onto your back. “Aha! Got it.” 
 
    She gives no thanks for your service in inspiring her to again dip the brush in the paints and eagerly get back to her art, eyes alive with intensity as she works on the new scene for the latest soul she has claimed. Forgotten, you lie on the floor, whimpering and gasping as you frantically stroke your purpling cock, still denied. And you will be for some time yet before mistress bothers to realize she hasn’t told you to stop. At which point she’ll watch you for a while, grinning cruelly as your eyes beg her for release. 
 
    But there won’t be any. She might let you cum, but you doubt it. There is no release here. You lost your soul to this sadistic seductress. You are her thrall. Her plaything. Her toy to use as she desires. 
 
    Eternity of such torments and pleasures await you yet. But that is the fate of the fool who dared to lose to a succubus. 
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    Fuck Her Mouth 
 
      
 
    You know you probably shouldn’t, but she’s right there, and so is your very hard cock. 
 
    “Fuck,” you moan, planting your hand on her head and pushing her down into your lap. 
 
    If she’s surprised, she doesn’t show it. She does, however, show a great appreciation for your manhood, immediately purring as she lovingly began to lick up your cock with teasing little flicks of her tongue. You groan, head lolling back as she enjoys the taste of your shaft. 
 
    “Ooooh, yes. Right there,” you moan. 
 
    “Does this please you?” she asks. 
 
    “Very much.” 
 
    “Would you like to be further pleased?” 
 
    “Yesssss…” 
 
    “As you wish.” 
 
    Her smiling lips rise and press another kiss to the tip of your cock. Then her lips are sliding down, filling her mouth with your length. You groan in pleasure as her hot mouth takes you to the root, and her delicate fingers slide between your legs to cup your balls. 
 
    “Fuuuuck,” you moan as she lovingly massages your balls, rolling them between her fingers while her mouth shows you how much she enjoys your cock, gliding up and down it with a humming delight that sends your heart racing and hips rocking, plunging your shaft into her mouth as she bobs. 
 
    So enraptured in the sensation of her adoring blowjob, it takes you a moment to remember that there are other women about. And the only reason you do remember is that they are suddenly around you, giggling and stroking you. Massaging you with delicate touches and sudsy hands. Soft breasts press around you. Softer lips kiss you. 
 
    “Mistress will be so pleased.” 
 
    “So pleased.” 
 
    “So pleased.” 
 
    “The goddess shall enjoy you.” 
 
    “You shall serve her well.” 
 
    “Serve her wonderfully…” 
 
    You don’t know about all that, but fuck it, they can say whatever they want as long as they keep rubbing you with their breasts and hands. You sink into their touches, eyes lidded as the cultist in front of you continues to adore your cock with her mouth. Pleasure seeps through you like molten fire. Your cock is so hard. So throbbing. So close you can’t… can’t… 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan, hips twitching as you cum, fountaining into the hungry mouth of the eager slut kneeling before you. Hearing her moan as she hungrily devours every drop, her long lashes fluttering in delight. 
 
    You sigh, sinking into the arms and breasts of the other cultists, the bliss of pleasure oozing through you. 
 
    “Was he good, sister?” 
 
    The cultist lifts her lips from your cock and looks to the others. “He is good, sisters. The goddess shall be pleased to taste him.” 
 
    Joy rings out from all quarters. All too soon it seems the cultists have finished bathing you, lifting you out of the waters and drying you off with fluffy towels. Your arms and armour are soon restored and you exit the baths, the giggling farewells of the women burning against the back of your neck as you step once more into the gloom of the temple. The old man is waiting and bows to you. 
 
    “You are cleansed.” 
 
    “Yep. Absolutely. And still totally pure! No impurities were done in the baths. None at all.” 
 
    “Of course not,” he says with a smile. “Were it so, the daughters of Her would have seen fit not to permit you to leave.” 
 
    “They would?” you say, a chill racing down your spine. 
 
    “Oh yes,” he says, nodding sagely. “They would have-“ 
 
    “Right, entrails. Got it.” 
 
    The old cultist beams, but a his eyes wander and reach your sword, and he frowns. “You cannot bring a weapon in to see the goddess,” he says. 
 
    Your hand tightens on the hilt. “This? Why not?” 
 
    “It is forbidden.” 
 
    You think fast. “Oh,” you say, standing more at ease. “Oh, I see the misunderstanding. This isn’t to battle the goddess. It’s to kill myself with.” 
 
    “Kill yourself?” 
 
    “Oh yes!” you say, the lies sitting glibly on your tongue. “I mean, as the chosen one, it is the reason I brough this blade so far. You really didn’t think that she enjoyed killing her sacrifices herself, did you? Oh no! It was so tiring. So, naturally, I brought this blade, and oh the adventures that went into obtaining it! A blade worthy of killing the sacrifice of the goddess.” 
 
    “I don’t know…” 
 
    “Oh the trials!” you cry. “The tribulations I went through for Her! To have a weapon worthy of spilling my blood in her presence! It was harrowing, my friend. Simply harrowing.” 
 
    “That… um…” 
 
    “Not to say your way of killing people in her name was bad,” you say. “You did so well. But a woman needs some variety in her life. And you’ve surely heard of the sacred blade of Botulus. Right?” 
 
    A tense moment passes between you and the aged man. Then he nods frantically. “Oh. Oh yes! Yes, of course. The ah… the sacred blade. I’ve heard of it. Absolutely.” 
 
    “Glad we cleared that up. Now, where is your goddess?” 
 
    “This way. This way,” the old man says, shuffling ahead of you. 
 
    You follow, daring to exhale. That was a close one. Closer than you’d like. But at least now you’ll get to bring the blade in with you. You wouldn’t relish facing the Scylla without it, since that’s kind of the thing you need to defeat the monster girls. 
 
    The old man brings you to a massive doorway at the end of the temple. Glyphs are carved into the heavy stones that make the door, and beyond lies darkness absolute. 
 
    “Go forth, chosen one!” the old man cries. “And let the goddess sup upon your blood!” 
 
    “Go forth!” the other cultists cry. 
 
    “Okay. Yeah. Going,” you say. You take a deep breath and grip the hilt of your sword, then push forward and into the darkness of the home of the goddess. 
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    Fuck Her Pussy 
 
      
 
    “I guess we don’t have to,” you breathe, your eyes wandering up and down her stunning curves. 
 
    Her sultry smile deepens. She rises, steaming waters cascading off her hips, the slick gusset of her cunny there for all to see as she delicately steps over you, then slowly descends. You hiss as her pussy swallows you cock, tight and hungry, filling her with your shaft. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” she moans, biting her lip with delight, lashes fluttering as she takes you to the root. Her velvety depths squeezing you so wonderfully. Massaging you so delightfully as she begins to rock her hips, riding you, her lips parted and eyes dim with hot, passionate bliss. 
 
    “Yessss!” she moans, riding your cock, her tight pussy squeezing and massaging your cock. “Oh goddess yesss! Fuck me! Fill me up!” 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan, hips working, thrusting up into her hot cunt. Fucking the eager slut with hot pants of pleasure, your head spinning with delight as you stuff her full of your cock. 
 
    Movement surrounds you. The other cultists close in. One slides up behind the girl riding you, her hands enveloping those bouncing tits, kissing the cultist atop your cock with hot, needy pleasure even as your shaft pounds into her cunt. Two others are beside you, their soft breasts hemming you in. Their eager hands admiring your form, stroking your chest as they whisper nothings, kissing you, adoring you. 
 
    Your breath comes in short, hot pants. Ohhhh it’s good. It’s soooo gooood! Fuck! The sight of the two women making out while the most beautiful rides your cock is a heady vision indeed. The feeling of eager female flesh all around you on other sides makes your heart hammer with delight and vision swim with pleasure. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Oh fuck! Fuck!” you moan. 
 
    The girl riding your cock gasps as you redouble your thrusts. She breaks off the kiss with her sapphic beauty, turning back to you, planting her hands on your waist as she hammers you into the tiled base of the baths. 
 
    “Oh goddess! Fuck! Fuck me! Cum in me! Master! Please! Oh yes! Give it to meeee!” 
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” you cry, pushed beyond the brink, throwing back your head as you thrust once more into the sweetness of her cunt. 
 
    And cum. 
 
    Cum. 
 
    Fountaining, drowning in pleasure as your orgasm surges through you. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” she moans, shuddering, sharing your pleasure and that sweet height of orgasmic bliss. Her teeth tease her lower lip in an effort to muffle her cry of ecstasy. 
 
    You sag beneath her, your breath escaping you in a single great gasp. You look up at her, grinning stupidly in bliss. 
 
    Until you see the dagger she now holds. 
 
    Still smiling, though now looking rather more triumphant than pleasured, she raises the blade. “You are not pure,” she says. 
 
    You realize in an instant the trap you’ve fucked your way into. You try and rise but the women behind you grab you, hold you down. In your post-orgasmic weakness, you can’t break their hold. You look up pleadingly at the woman who until now has been riding your cock. She smiles. 
 
    And plunges down the knife. 
 
    You’ll never find out if your entrails will paint the walls, but maybe that’s a good thing. 
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    Realm of Mirrors 
 
      
 
    Standing before the swirling portal that was once hidden behind one of the paintings of Camilla, the succubus, you steady yourself, wondering what sort of horror might await you on these last few floors of the witch Morgana’s tower. You can almost smell the old hag who had kidnapped your bride, carrying her off and setting you on this crazed quest battling monster girls and menaces. 
 
    But you’re nearing the end. You can taste it. Twelve floors to the tower, and you’re looking at the gate to number eleven. 
 
    You grip your sword tightly and step through. 
 
    As ever, there’s a sudden loss of equilibrium as you pass through the cold shimmer of the gate. You gasp, stepping out and back into the material world. You stumble a step before righting yourself and look onto the realm that you’ve passed into. 
 
    The eleventh floor is… odd, to say the least. As you stand there, you find yourself in a dizzying realm of mirrors stretching out in every direction. A hundred you’s stare back blankly. 
 
    “What the…” 
 
    “A very good question.” 
 
    You turn, starting when you see the old woman. Not because she’s particularly shocking, nor because the sight of her awakens the dread of aging and sagging in wrinkles. Not even the fact that her shawl reminds you disturbingly of your mother. But rather, it’s because there’s only one of her. 
 
    You suppose you shouldn’t be surprised. After all, it is only a projection. The old woman dares not enter the tower, for she is Morgana’s mortal enemy. Nonetheless, her aid has gotten you this far, always encouraging you on with some advice steeped in trite comments and teasing. 
 
    But at the moment she looks troubled, her eyes fixed on the mirrors that show her nothing of herself. Her pinched lips grow more so, her wrinkles shifting with her unease. 
 
    “What is it?” you ask. 
 
    After a moment the crone shakes her head. “Hmm. My apologies,” she says slowly. “I was… distracted.” 
 
    “By the mirrors?” 
 
    “Yes. By them. And… other things.” 
 
    “What things?” you say. 
 
    The old crone sighs, leaning a little, her hunched back shifting in her old shawl and dress. She shakes her head. “I didn’t expect to see this.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” you say, suddenly wary. 
 
    “I mean I don’t know what you face on this floor.” 
 
    “What?” you say. “But, I thought…” 
 
    “I’m not a goddess,” the old woman says, and once again her teasing smile alights on her withered lips, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Though maybe you thought I was. Or perhaps your fairy godmother?” 
 
    You clear your throat. “Well, no. But um… If you don’t know what lies ahead…” 
 
    “Exactly,” she says abruptly. “I don’t know. I expected the Valkyrie. Not… this,” she says, casting her eyes across the mirrors with another grimace, almost of pain. 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    “Fine. Fine,” she says softly, brushing her hand through the air as if dismissing the problem. “But you,” she says, eying you, “I think, should be doubly wary. This is a trap, if not a terribly imaginative one. And I think you can guess the nature of it.” 
 
    “This isn’t going to be one of those ‘Man is the Real Monster’ things, is it?” you ask. 
 
    She shrugs, chuckling. “Hmm. Could be. Could be. Although, to be fair, you’ve only really met women monsters in here.” 
 
    “That’s not true! I fought some goblins,” you say. 
 
    “Hmm,” she says with a slow nod. “Fair enough. Now, if the semantics are out of the way, I suggest you get going. Unless you plan on standing around here until you wither away.” 
 
    “Alright. Alright. I’m going.” 
 
    “Oh, and prince?” 
 
    “Yeah?” you say. 
 
    “Good luck.” 
 
    You give her a surprised look, but she’s gone back to staring at the mirrors with a frown. Even as you look at her, the old crone begins to fade away, dissolving into motes of light that flash and shine on the mirrors, reflecting on and on into eternity. 
 
    The sight disturbs you in some way you can’t quite fathom, and you’re eager not to linger on it, and delve into the maze of mirrors. You consider breaking the glass, but a blow from the hilt of your blade doesn’t even scratch the things, so with a sigh, you journey on, accompanied by an army of you’s, who’s uncertain expression mirroring your own do not foster confidence. 
 
    It’s almost maddening wandering through the mirror world, your eyes roaming, sword held tightly as you venture on. At first you were wary. Then disturbed. And finally you’ve made the circuit to bored as the tension starts to grate and the images never change. Just a whole lot of you. Like, a shit ton of you’s. All of them walking along beside you. 
 
    Except that one. 
 
    You stop abruptly and stare at the particular reflection you noticed. It shows you. Well, not quite you. Those are certainly your clothes. And that’s absolutely your sword. 
 
    But those are not your massive tits. Nor are those your cow horns, or your shapely hips and height. 
 
    You stare at the holstaur you and she stares back. You glance aside, and realize that one of the other reflections has shifted as well. This one shows you with horns again, but your skin is red, your frame bulked out and down your back and around your neck is a mane of black fur. Breasts swell against your clothes, torn with the strain of holding back that body of savage lust. A demoness, no frail succubus this, but a bestial one, with lust and power burning in her eyes. 
 
    Your eyes wander again, and find a third reflection. This one has you in a sinuous form, your lower body a serpent’s coils, your skin scaled and your eyes filled with the compelling power of a lamia’s hypnotism. Modest, small breasts curve out of your frame. Even as you look, a forked tongue teases from between those lips, flicking the air, tasting it. 
 
    You peer closer at the reflections. Now that you’re looking, you can see things behind them. Strange places that you’ve never known. Or, perhaps, have known too well. The demon-you stands in a castle, ruined and aflame. The serpent-you rises before a bowl-like throne. The holstaur-you looms before ruins and baths that steam in the air. 
 
    You feel your sword uncertainly, wondering what trap lies behind these reflections. 
 
      
 
    The Holstaur Mirror 
 
    The Demon Mirror 
 
    The Lamia Mirror 
 
    

  

 
   
    Holstaur Mirror 
 
      
 
    Well, if you have to face some existential horror, it may as well involve some rocking tits. Steadying yourself, you step into the mirror. 
 
    It’s like the floor you were standing on was suddenly rotated 180 degrees. Your world spins and so does your vision. 
 
    Not helping is that the floor is suddenly quite a bit lower than it once was. 
 
    “Oof!” you grunt, swaying on your feet. Only… it takes you a second to see that the floor is that low, because a pair of gigantic breasts obscure your view. You blink rapidly, gaping as you realize you look down upon your own breasts. You lift a hand and feel your head, and the pair of stubby cow horns that rise from there. 
 
    “Hooooly shit,” you say, your voice rising from deep within your chest in a throaty purr. 
 
    “Monster!” 
 
    You look down, startled, and find yourself facing… 
 
    You. 
 
    Your human self stands before you, a sword glowing silver in his hands, his eyes sharp with purpose. You know that sandy blonde hair. Those cheekbones. That armour, and especially that faint bulge in the pants. 
 
    “H-huh?” you gape. 
 
    “Holstaur, let me pass! I have to save my beloved wife!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t make me slay you,” your mirror image growls, lifting his sword purposefully. 
 
    You look around blankly, and realize you stand in the baths that you’d seen in the mirror. Steam rises from pits and the floor is shining with tiles, broken by the tall frames of pillars. Realization hits you. You’re the monster girl, and you’re facing off with yourself. And behind you is… is the swirling blue portal bound in black thorns! 
 
    You gape, stunned for a dreadful moment with realization, and then look back down at the figure of yourself, advancing with sword upraised, grim purpose filling him. 
 
    Oh shit. 
 
      
 
    Wait 
 
    Parlay 
 
    Attack 
 
    Seduce 
 
    

  

 
   
    Demon Mirror 
 
      
 
    Well, if you have to face some existential horror, it may as well be the predictability of a demon. Steadying yourself, you step into the mirror. 
 
    It’s like the floor you were standing on was suddenly rotated 180 degrees. Your world spins and so does your vision. 
 
    Not helping is that the floor is suddenly quite a bit lower than it once was. 
 
    “Oof!” you grunt, swaying on your feet. Only… it takes you a second to see that the floor is that low, because a pair of gigantic breasts obscure your view. You blink rapidly, gaping as you realize you look down upon your own breasts. You lift your hands and find that they are a deep crimson and backed with dark fur. Your massive frame is tight with muscle, savagely beautiful. 
 
    “Hooooly shit,” you say, your voice rising in the throaty purr of a demon. 
 
    “Monster!” 
 
    You look down, startled, and find yourself facing… 
 
    You. 
 
    Your human self stands before you, a sword glowing silver in his hands, his eyes sharp with purpose. You know that sandy blonde hair. Those cheekbones. That armour, and especially that faint bulge in the pants. 
 
    “H-huh?” you gape. 
 
    “Demon, let me pass! I have to save my beloved wife!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t make me slay you,” your mirror image growls, lifting his sword purposefully. 
 
    You look around blankly, and realize you stand in the hellscape that you saw in the mirror. The jagged black cliffs and cruel, fire blasted sands. And behind you is… is the swirling blue portal bound in black thorns! 
 
    You gape, uncomprehending, realization of what’s happening trickling in slowly. Oh. You’re… you’re the monster girl. And before you… You look back down at the figure of yourself, advancing with sword upraised, grim purpose filling him. 
 
    Oh shit. 
 
      
 
    Wait 
 
    Parlay 
 
    Attack 
 
    Seduce 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Lamia Mirror 
 
      
 
    Well, if you have to face some existential horror, it may as well be a snake. Steadying yourself, you step into the mirror. 
 
    It’s like the floor you were standing on was suddenly rotated 180 degrees. Your world spins and so does your vision. 
 
    Not helping is that the floor is suddenly quite a bit lower than it once was. 
 
    “Oof!” you grunt, swaying on your feet. Only… it takes you a second to see that you don’t actually have feet. You blink rapidly, gaping as you realize you look down upon your own serpentine lower form. You lift a hand and feel your head, and feel the smoothness of scales along your cheek. 
 
    “Hooooly sssssssshit,” you say, your voice hissing with your now forked tongue. 
 
    “Monster!” 
 
    You look down, startled, and find yourself facing… 
 
    You. 
 
    Your human self stands before you, a sword glowing silver in his hands, his eyes sharp with purpose. You know that sandy blonde hair. Those cheekbones. That armour, and especially that faint bulge in the pants. 
 
    “H-huh?” you gape. 
 
    “Lamia, let me pass! I have to save my beloved wife!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t make me slay you,” your mirror image growls, lifting his sword purposefully. 
 
    You look around blankly, and realize you stand in the image that you’d seen in the mirror. The tall windows and pillared halls of the desert palace surround you, with sumptuous carpets spread about a throne like a bowl and filled with cushions. Realization hits you. You’re the monster girl, and you’re facing off with yourself. And behind you is… is the swirling blue portal bound in black thorns! 
 
    You gape, stunned for a dreadful moment with realization, and then look back down at the figure of yourself, advancing with sword upraised, grim purpose filling him. 
 
    Oh sssssshit. 
 
      
 
    Wait 
 
    Parlay 
 
    Attack 
 
    Seduce 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    This… this can’t be real. Or… or if it is, maybe… maybe this is the right way to do it. Maybe you shouldn’t fight back. After all, when you were… um… you, wasn’t the whole way to advance up the tower to purify the monster girls? 
 
    If that holds true, and the sword the other you carries is the same, then logically, there isn’t any need to fight. You just have to lose. 
 
    As your mirror image charges you hold still, awaiting the purifying swish of your enchanted sword. 
 
    But instead feel the bite of cruel, cruel steel. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, your legs giving out beneath you, sending you crashing to the tiled floor of the baths. Your vision swims as you watch your mirror image draw back his blade, slick with your blood. He smirks. 
 
    “Too easy,” he says, the last thing you hear before darkness closes in… 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    Every one of your demonic instincts scream for you to crush this arrogant interloper. But this… this can’t be real. Or… or if it is, maybe… maybe this is the right way to do it. Maybe you shouldn’t fight back. After all, when you were… um… you, wasn’t the whole way to advance up the tower to purify the monster girls? 
 
    If that holds true, and the sword the other you carries is the same, then logically, there isn’t any need to fight. You just have to lose. 
 
    As your mirror image charges you hold still, awaiting the purifying swish of your enchanted sword. 
 
    But instead feel the bite of cruel, cruel steel. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, your legs giving out beneath you, sending you crashing to the barren ground, dust scorched like ash billowing outward at the impact. Your vision swims as you watch your mirror image draw back his blade, slick with your blood. He smirks. 
 
    “Too easy,” he says, the last thing you hear before darkness closes in… 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “W-wait!” you cry. “We don’t… don’t have to fight.” 
 
    “And why not?” your mirror double says. 
 
    Yes, why not? 
 
    You try and think, which is more trouble than you honestly expected. Your breasts are just so stuffed with cream, it’s hard to think of anything but how to get them a little empty. 
 
    “I um… L-look,” you gasp, shifting from one foot to the other. “We don’t have to fight because… because we’re not enemies! Look. You can pass right through,” you say, stepping aside. 
 
    Your copy eyes you suspiciously, but that’s not too surprising. If a monster girl had offered you a way through without a fight, you would be wary as well. But that’s just it. You’re not a real monster girl, and this whole… scenario has only one necessary end, and that’s to get ‘you’ to the next floor. After all, what other purpose did you have for facing off with the girls of the tower? 
 
    “No tricks,” you mirror image growls. 
 
    “None at all,” you say, relaxing in relief. 
 
    He glares at you suspiciously, and slowly moves towards the swirling gate. You hold steady, nibbling on your lower lip as you feel the pressure in your tits threaten to drive you batty. No. Steady on. You’ll be out of here soon. 
 
    At last, he steps up to the portal, and passes through. 
 
    You sigh in relief, right until the portal blinks out. 
 
    “Huh?” You look around. Something cracks. A piece of the wall suddenly breaks off, like a giant chunk of glass. It falls, shattering on the floor, and taking a piece of that with it. 
 
    “No!” you gasp, stepping back, looking around wildly as the world about you begins to disintegrate. “No. No no no! That’s not fair! That’s not fair!” 
 
    Your denials ring in the shattering of the world, as the mirror realm you stood within falls to so many pieces around you. Your final scream deafens you as you feel your body shatter into a million pieces, and with it, your sanity. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Attack 
 
      
 
    You may be a demon with some really impressive assets and far more fur than you used to have, but you know that this is bullshit and fuck all of it! 
 
    “Want a piece of this?” you growl, spreading your arms, feeling the unholy strength in your limbs. You grin, baring your fangs at your double. “Come get it!” 
 
    For the first time your reflection looks unsure. He glances at his blade, then back at you. 
 
    Which in retrospect, was very dumb of him. 
 
    You lunge forward, propelling yourself with a burst from your powerful legs. Your double shouts in surprise, swinging about his blade. You duck under it and slam into his stomach, tackling him to the ground. 
 
    All the air evacuates him in a sudden sharp, “Oof!” But you don’t let it end there. Raising your arms, you bring down your fists with all your might. 
 
    The blow shatters his face. Literally. His head caves in like it was made of pottery. You raise your arms in surprise as the cracks spread through the rest of him, shattering him into dust. 
 
    “Oh,” you say, lowering your arms. “Okay then.” 
 
    Silence surrounds you. You glance about, and your eyes lock back onto the portal you had been ‘guarding’. Steadying yourself, you rise and make your way towards it. The closer you get the bigger you find it. With a final look back at your dissolved copy, you duck through the shimmering gate. 
 
      
 
    The Sleeping Princess 
 
    

  

 
   
    Attack 
 
      
 
    You hiss, rearing back before this impertinent little snack. How dare he try and confuse you! You’ll kill this imposter. 
 
    Your tail moves almost without you thinking about it, lashing at your doppelganger like a whip made of steel cable. Your copy ducks the blow, diving beneath your hissing scales as they slam into one of the pillars holding the ceiling up, shattering the ancient stone. You hiss, twisting about him, scales singing on the floor as you wind around, looking for an opportunity to strike. 
 
    He turns with you, blessed sword raised, ready for your next attack. You weave, upper body swinging sinuously from side to side. You can taste your venom. The acid in those curling fangs. You bare them. 
 
    Strike! 
 
    You move with blinding speed, lunging for the pathetic mortal who dared defy your home. Your copy braces his feet, and thrusts up. 
 
    A star of agony bursts in your mouth, but that moment of pain is all there is. The force of your own strike rams the sword up through the roof of your mouth. Your body lashes as your copy yanks the sword out, but those are merely your final spasms. 
 
    You were dead the second the sword plunged into your brain. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You smirk. This copycat might look like you, but he hasn’t had your experiences in this tower. If he did, he would know the last thing you should do is look into the hypnotic eyes of a lamia. 
 
    “Sssssoooo,” you hiss, your voice falling into a smooth cadence. A silky purr as your eyes fill with spirals, slowly spinning, filled with mesmerising might. “You came all the way here? Sssssuch a brave ssssssoul…” 
 
    Your copy stares, his eyes widening as your compelling gaze catches his own, holds it. 
 
    “I…I came for… for my beloved…” 
 
    “Of couuuurssssse you did,” you croon, slowly moving, your sinuous body winding you lazily about your copy, forcing him to turn to keep you in view, further addling his mind as he sways dizzily from the efforts. “Of couuuuurssssse… And you’ve done ssssssoooo well. Come sssssoooooo far. She’sssss sssssoooo near.” 
 
    “She is?” he says. 
 
    “Oh yesssss,” you croon. “Ssssso it wouldn’t be wrong to… relaaaaax.” 
 
    “R-re…” 
 
    “laaaaaax…” you finish for him. 
 
    His jaw is slack. His eyes filled with your compulsion. You can practically hear his muscles unknot at the word. 
 
    “Yesssss,” you hiss, your coils slowly tightening, slowly binding your doppelganger. And oh, how it sends shivers down your long, long spine to feel his soft flesh within your heavy coils. How small he is. How much danger he’s in. And yet his pulse is still steady. Still slow. Slower. Relaxed. Easy. His world contained within your spinning eyes. “Jussssst relaaaax. Jussssst take it eaaaaasssssy. Don’t sssstruggle. Don’t fight it. Don’t fight… me…” 
 
    “No…” he says, head lolling, but his eyes never leaving yours. Never taken away. Just staring. Just obeying. 
 
    Just melting to your voice. Your eyes. 
 
    Your utter control. 
 
    A sinful thrill races through you as you feel him sag utterly in your coils. Your body binds him tighter, slithering, hissing over the stones of the temple. The power that fills you is thrilling. Intoxicating. 
 
    And with it, new sensations. 
 
    Realizations. 
 
    And the many potential ways you can enjoy your prey… 
 
      
 
    Eat Him 
 
    Crush Him 
 
    Fuck Him 
 
    

  

 
   
    Eat Him 
 
      
 
    A strange, alien compulsion fills you. 
 
    Well, not really alien. Alien for you. But not for the body you inhabit. Not for your reptilian instincts as strange sensations seep through you in a thrill of hunger. You can feel your jaw unhinge, your mouth open, baring your ridged throat and long fangs. 
 
    Your doppelganger stares up, still relaxed, still at ease, never realizing what’s happening. Not even when your mouth engulfs his head and shoulders. As your coils shift, pushing him up and into your mouth. Your powerful neck muscles convulse, pulling him deeper into the hot tunnel of your throat. 
 
    Deeper. 
 
    Deeper. 
 
    You lift your head, swallowing, undulating as his legs slide down into your throat. Down the tight passage and into the depths of your belly. Your jaw realigns. Your tongue flicks the air in contentment. Oh yes. That felt so very good. 
 
    You can feel your copy in your stomach, being gently massaged by your gut. Slowly dissolved in acid. The pain frees him of your hypnotic control, but his struggles only make you chuckle and burp once. 
 
    Soon enough he stills, and you sigh, wriggling in delight at the heaviness within you. 
 
    Oh, right. The portal. 
 
    You turn back to the shimmering gate. Although you have just eaten a man, you do still have a quest to do. With sinuous laziness you wind your way towards the shimmering gate and duck through, and into the world beyond. 
 
      
 
    The Sleeping Princess 
 
    

  

 
   
    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” you cry as he stands before you. “There isssss no need of thisss.” 
 
    Your doppelganger slowly lowers his sword, glaring at you suspiciously. “Why not?” he says. 
 
    “Becausssse, I have no intention of preventing your passssage,” you say. “I have no quarrel with you.” 
 
    “Are you not under Morgana’s thrall?” he asks. 
 
    You scoff. “Sssssertainly not! I have no intention of letting that bitch ssssssurvive. You want to sssslay her? Be my guesssst.” 
 
    Your coils shift you back and away from the shimmering portal. You motion him towards it encouragingly. After all, if this scenario mimics your battles with the girls of the tower, then your purpose was to ascend the gateways. You’re unmarked by the curse, so why should you get stabbed? 
 
    He again gives you a suspicious look, then slowly advances towards the portal. He keeps his sword trained on you, but you don’t do anything to prevent his journey until, at last, he steps through the shimmering gate. 
 
    You breath a sigh of relief. 
 
    Which was quite presumptuous of you, since a second later the portal vanishes. 
 
    “What?” you gape, staring at the dark gap in the grasp of the thorns. 
 
    Something cracks. 
 
    You look up and see the ceiling split down the middle. Shards fall, shattering to the floor, and you realize your error. This was an illusion. A trap! And one that you fell right into. 
 
    “No!” you cry, lunging for the portal. The iron thorns dig into your hands as you lift it, shake it like it were a watch that just needed a component knocked back into place to work. “No no no no!” 
 
    Your cries of denial grow more frantic as more and more of the room falls to pieces. 
 
    “Noooooo!” you scream in fury and torment as the world around you shatters, and so too do you. Your mind broken by the mirror world, your soul scattered into shards. Lost in the void. 
 
    Which needless to say, puts your adventure at an end. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Crush Him 
 
      
 
    You consider your doppelganger as he looks up dimly into your spiralling eyes. He really is a wonderful likeness. 
 
    Oh well. 
 
    Your coils tighten, and to your surprise, there is no meaty squish of guts and bones being pulped. Instead, the man in your coils shatters like a piece of handsome pottery, the shards raining down the loops of your coils to gather at the bottom in a scattered heap. 
 
    “Oh,” you say. “Well. That’ssss ssssomething.” 
 
    You shake off your surprise and turn back to the swirling gate. Well, if you’ve learned anything in this adventure, it’s to travel on. Your serpentine body brushing aside your copy’s shards, you slither your way to the swirling gate and pass through. 
 
      
 
    The Sleeping Princess 
 
    

  

 
   
    Seduce 
 
      
 
    You smirk, fluttering your long lashes. “You sssssertainly are a sssstrong one, aren’t you?” you purr. 
 
    “I am,” your doppleganger says. 
 
    Arrogant little shit. You don’t let your thoughts show, instead retaining the seductive smirk, your eyes sharp and hungry as you eye him, your coils slithering about yourself. “Mmm. You are. And handssssome. I’ll tell you what,” you say, tugging down your leather shirt, revealing your scaly breasts. “I’m ever ssssso lonely in thissss place. No company at all. If you can… entertain me for a ssssshort while, I’ll let you passsss. Deal?” 
 
    Your double hesitates, eying you warily. “No tricks?” 
 
    “No tricksssss,” you soothe. 
 
    At last he slowly nods. “Alright,” he says, moving slowly towards you. 
 
    You smirk, eyes bright as he tosses his sword towards you. You glance at it, then back to him as he slowly pulls his shirt off, revealing his toned abdomen. Mmm. You always had a nice chest. Firm with muscles. Shaped like a demi-god! The pants go next, revealing his boxers, and the more than prominent bulge therein. 
 
    You wonder if this would be fucking, or just masturbation? He is you, isn’t he? Or at least looks like you. It’s an interesting question. Almost as interesting as his fingers teasing the band of his underpants, tugging them down. Revealing his cock. His firm ass. 
 
    And the fact the sword he’d cast aside is now at his fingertips. 
 
    Your eyes widen as he snatches up the blade and, naked, clears the last few feet separating you and him. You hiss, rearing back, but he’s already too close. The glowing sword swings, slashing deep into your thick trunk. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhh!” you scream. Pain explodes all through your serpentine form as he pulls the sword out and plunges it back into you. 
 
    You wail again in agony, your lower body thrashing like a landed fish. He dodges back and you try and grab him, only for another slice of his sword taking your arm off at the elbow. 
 
    You fall, writhing in pain, thrashing madly. In the red haze of agony, you barely see your doppelganger approach, smirking, and plunge his glowing blade into your heart, putting an end to you right then and there. Defeated in the witch’s tower not as a man, but as a monster girl 
 
    If the sword hadn’t killed you, the irony might have. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” you cry, throwing forward your hands. “We don’t have to fight.” 
 
    Your doppelganger frowns, not lowering his sword at all. “And why not, monster?” 
 
    Monster? Oh, that arrogant little shit. You feel your hands tighten with an eagerness to break his little neck and fuck his corpse. But you force yourself to calm down. After all, if this is a reflection on your quest, then logically, allowing ‘you’ to pass through the portal to the next floor will end it. That was your whole purpose in climbing the tower, after all. 
 
    “I won’t fight you,” you say, stepping aside with the clip clop of infernal hooves. “You want to go through that portal? Be my guest.” 
 
    Your copy eyes you suspiciously, his sword never wavering. “No tricks?” 
 
    “No tricks,” you say, almost growling it. 
 
    After a moment he warily nods and begins edging around you. You watch him go, flexing your long claws irritably. At last he reaches the portal, and with a last suspicious look your way, ducks through the rippling surface. 
 
    You exhale, relieved. 
 
    And that’s when everything goes wrong. 
 
    The swirling blue of the portal suddenly vanishes with a pop. You stare at the now empty gate blankly. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    You look sharply skyward, and see the dark horizon split. Your jaw falls open as a chunk of reality splits off itself, falling to the ground like a massive shard of splintered glass. The crash of its impact is deafening. The pieces of the ground it takes with it horrifying. 
 
    “No!” you howl as the world around you shatters. “No no no no!” 
 
    Your scream of denial is ignored by the imploding world, and when the last of it breaks away, you go with it, tumbling into the void from which there is no waking. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Seduce 
 
      
 
    Your tail swishes behind you as you eye your doppelganger. Well… People often tell you to go fuck yourself, but never have you been offered such a vivid opportunity to follow their advice. 
 
    “Tell you what,” you purr, already feeling your demonic gash slicken with desire, your core warming like a forge under the hot gust of the bellows. “You do a little something for me, and I’ll let you pass through.” 
 
    “And what would that ‘something’ be?” he asks suspiciously. 
 
    You reach up, stroking your crimson breasts, running your hands back down your flanks and the thick dark fur that lies there. “Hmm. How about a quick fuck. Eh? Not so bad, is it? And once I’m satisfied, you can go through the gate.” 
 
    His eyes narrow sharply. “That’s it?” 
 
    “I’m a very needy demon,” you purr. “Just a quickie. That’s all I ask.” 
 
    He eyes you, and as anticipated, you see a flicker of hot desire in his eyes. And an unsubtle tenting of the pants. You’re not surprised. When you were you, a sexy demon girl was a recurring fantasy in your dreams. Of course, yours were more like Camilla than the furry amazon you are now, but the horns and red skin are there, as well as the breasts and pussy. And really, what else is needed? 
 
    “Alright,” he says, as you knew he would. “We’ll do it.” 
 
    “Atta boy,” you growl, lazily settling among the rocks, parting your generous hips to reveal the slick gash of your pussy. Your hand glides up those flush red lips, teasing your glistening folds. “Now, come on over here and show me what you can do.” 
 
    He sheathes his sword and approaches, already loosening his belt and shucking off his pants, revealing his cock. You know that organ well, but this is going to be the first time you were on the receiving end of it. A flutter of perverse excitement echoes through your chest, down your stomach to settle in your molten core. 
 
    “Mmm. That’s right. Give me a good dicking.” 
 
    “Please stop talking,” you doppelganger says. 
 
    “No can do. Now, come here.” 
 
    You reach out, pulling him close and kissing him. Mmm. Your lips taste good! He returns the kiss, although with some difficulty as you stand about half again as tall as him and just as wide. Then his hand has captured a plush breast in a hungry palm, and another is between your thighs, fingers moving against your slick folds, and priorities are shuffled. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you moan as he fingers your pussy and tits. “Mnnnn! That’s it. Stroke me. Ah. Oh fuuuuuck yessss! Right there. Oh gods yes. Fuck. Ah… hah… Finger my sopping cunt. Stroke my demon pussy. K-kiss my big red breasts. Oh fuck!” you gasp as he does as asked, his lips pressing soft kisses to your sensitive red breasts. But then his lips find your dark nipples, and give them a teasing suck. 
 
    “Mmmm!” you moan, hips rocking, driving his plunging fingers into you. Fuck! It feels good to be a woman. “Yes. Oh fuck yes. G-give me your cock now. Fuck me raw. Come on. Do it.” 
 
    He chuckles. “Greedy.” 
 
    “Don’t… ah… care. Do it. Give me a proper dicking!” you growl, your eyes fiery with desire. 
 
    “As you wish,” he says as he aligns his cock, stroking himself before thrusting. 
 
    You gasp as his cock fills your hot depths. Your muscles tense as a pleasure unlike any you’ve known before fills you. Ooooh! No wonder women were always so eager to fuck you. This is so good! As his cock plunges in and out of you, his breath hot and heavy, your inner walls clamp down on him. Your hips work, rutting you against his cock, your moans echoing with purest pleasure as he fucks you. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Oh fuck! More! Give me… ah… give me mooooore!” you moan, head thrown back, quivering in delight as your first orgasm sweeps through you, your black fur standing on end like spines. 
 
    He chuckles. “We’re… ah… far from done,” he grunts. 
 
    Nothing he could have said would make you happier. 
 
    You ride his cock like the eager slut you are, moaning and whimpering. Panting and gasping as he fucks you against the rocks, every plunge of his cock setting off fireworks down your nerves. You gasp again, again. Another orgasm surges through you. 
 
    “Cummmmiiiiiing!” you cry. 
 
    “Yesssss!” your doppelganger moans, burying his cock to the root within you, moaning as he cums with you, filling you with the sweet heat of his seed. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan, shuddering as you climb down from that high, aftershocks of pleasure racing through like fleeting memories of that high. You moan in disappointment as you feel his cock withdraw from your cunt. “Ooooh,” you moan, eyes fluttering open and watching him rise. “Mnn. What are…” 
 
    “As agreed. A good fucking, and then I go on my way,” he says, pulling his pants back up. 
 
    “Oh. Yeah,” you say dreamily. You did say that, didn’t you? You wriggle where you lie. “Mnn. Okay. But ah… come back soon?” 
 
    “Sure,” your copy says, pulling his belt taught with a smirk. “I could always go for another lay with a demon slut.” 
 
    You giggle softly, batting your long lashes his way as he smirks and departs. Mmm. But that was good. Maybe once you escape the tower, you can ask Reuben to see if there’s a spell to try this again. After all, this wasn’t incest. At worst, it’s masturbation. 
 
    You barely realize when your doppelganger passes through the portal. But you do notice when it switches off, the swirling blue vanishing from its confines like someone flicked a switch. Your head lolls towards it in confusion. 
 
    Which is when the world around you shatters. 
 
    So steeped in orgasmic afterglow, what’s happening doesn’t register until the hellscape around you has broken like shards of glass, the mirror world collapsing into the void, and taking you with it. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    You may not know how this whole mirror debacle works, but you do know one thing. You have a pair of massive tits, and they are absolutely stuffed with cream. 
 
    The sensation is all consuming, pressing against your mind with a need that cannot be denied. Not that you would want to. Such ample tits deserve a good milking. And, since you fought Maribelle in the lower levels of the tower, you know all too well the sort of powers holstaur milk has. 
 
    That, and you always wondered what it would be like to guzzle holstaur cream. Of course, you didn’t expect to be on this end of the tit, but needs must. 
 
    And you’re feeling so very needy right now. 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan, crossing your arms under your immense tits, hefting them with a pout. “I would love to let you through. But I’m having… some problems, you know. My big, bouncy tits are just so very full of my milk.” 
 
    Your doppelganger stares at those pale orbs rigidly. You catch a glimpse of his tongue gliding along his lips. “Ah,” he gasps, shaking his head, refocusing on you. “What… what does that matter to me?” 
 
    “Oh,” you giggle, which is something you never thought you’d do, but you also never thought you’d be a H cup. “Well! I’d be more than happy to let you pass. But only if you do a little… favour for me first.” 
 
    “F-favour,” he gulps, watching your arms tighten, giving your pale tits a squeeze, letting a dribbles of pearly cream glide down her breasts. 
 
    “Oh yes,” you croon, batting your long lashes. “If you could just… give me a little milking, I’d be so grateful. So very… Very grateful…” 
 
    You can practically feel the lust radiating off your copy. Gods know you can see it, his pants doing nothing to hide the bulge of his swelling erection. Mmm. He is big. You always knew you had a decent length, but looking at it from the outside and from a place of… aha… need, you can certainly appreciate it in a whole new way. 
 
    “Come on,” you moan, massaging your massive breasts. “Please? Mommy needs a good milking soooo baaaad.” 
 
    You see his throat work, swallowing convulsively. Ha! Got him. “A-alright,” he says at last. “I’ll… I’ll do it. But no funny stuff!” 
 
    “Never dream of it,” you moan, molding your plump teats in your hands. “But ah, could you… mnnn… leave your sword there? Don’t want to… oooh… don’t want to make things… mnnn… awkward, do we?” 
 
    “N-no, I guess not,” he says, unable to tear his eyes from your milky tits. 
 
    “Gooood boy,” you moan hotly. “Then, c’mere and show mommy’s big, milky tits some love…” 
 
    Your double nods slowly, casting aside his blade. He walks towards you, his eyes never leaving the glorious orbs of your plump tits. Your breasts heave with excitement the closer he gets. You settle back on one of the stone benches rising out of the baths, watching as he stops before you, reaching for your engorged breasts. 
 
    “Mmm!” you moan as his palms are filled with the heavy mounds of your titflesh, his hands pressing your breasts together in slow, rolling motions. 
 
    “Ooooh!” you moan. “Yesss. Just like… ah… that. Oooh, you have such… mmm… such a sensitive touch… Oh gosh. Ooooh fuck.” 
 
    “Wow,” he breathes, his whole attention enraptured in the pair of creamy breasts as big as his head. Your milk dribbling weakly from your nipples. 
 
    “Mmm. Like that?” you pant. “They’re just so… so big, aren’t they? So big and… and milky. Ooooh, but I’m just… ah… I’m ever so backed up. I… hah… I think I need… need a bit more attention…” 
 
    “M-more?” 
 
    “Yeah,” you breath, gently taking his head, easing him towards a glorious nipple. “More…” 
 
    He doesn’t fight you. He whimpers as you bring him in. You moan as his lips graze your sensitive teats, wetting them with your cream. Just a brush. But then his tongue lashes out, tastes it. Reaches further to flick those drooling nipples. 
 
    And he’s yours. 
 
    Hungrily he presses forward and between your thighs. His lips lock onto your nipple, drinking eagerly. You moan; a heavy lowing sound as pleasure unlike any you’ve ever known seeps through you. Like hot wine it makes your head spin, the aching in your breasts growing more pronounced. Stronger. Pressure rising. 
 
    “Oh gods. Oh gods yes. Yes! Oh goddess yes! Milk me! Drink me! Milk my slutty cow tiiiiits! M-moo. Moooooooo!” 
 
    You moo in glorious pleasure as the dam breaks, and milk gushes into his mouth. Your doppelganger gasps as sweet, warm milk floods his tastebuds. Eagerly he guzzles it. Drowns in it. Swallows it down in moaning, shuddering pleasure. 
 
    “Ooooooh,” you moan, panting, your own head aching as sweetly as your tits while he milks you. “Oh goddess yes. Oh yes. Good boy. Drink m-me. Drink mommy’s milk. Oh fuck. Fuck yes. Milk my big tits. Oh goddess yessss…” 
 
    You moan in delight, that pressure that had been making it so hard to think easing, clearing your mind. Replaced with warm, euphoric clarity. You can hear your double whimpering and moaning, his eyes lidded and blank with pleasured submission. You giggle in delight, but stop yourself. This is your chance. You could slip through the portal now while he drowns in your cream, mind dull as an eraser. 
 
    Of course, on the other hand, his twitching hips are expressing another need he has. One that you’re more familiar with, if the tingling in your pussy is any indication. You always wondered how good of a fuck you are. 
 
    Mmm… Decisions… 
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    Leave the Mirror World 
 
      
 
    It’s tempting to fuck this double of you into a moaning stupor, not to mention further drain the heady milkiness of your tits, but some things take priority, and getting out of here is surely one of them. 
 
    Your double moans weakly as you ease him from your teat and lay him out of the bench. Aw, poor thing. You wonder what will become of him? Probably nothing worse than what he had planned for you. With that in mind you rise from the bench and cross the room for the swirling portal. Your new height makes it a little awkward, but you manage to duck your horns beneath the rim, and pass through the swirling gate. 
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    Fuck Him 
 
      
 
    Ooooh, you really shouldn’t. But then again, when will you ever be a snake woman with hypnotic eyes and your own body in your coils? 
 
    Exactly. You can’t waste this opportunity to finally find out how you measure up. You hiss, wriggling, teasing down the skirt that hid your abdominal slit. “Sssssuch a good… mindlesssss… sssslave,” you croon as your coils work around him. Shifting, lifting to reveal the bulge of his pants. Your fingers delicately undo the laces, freeing his cock from the fabric confines. “Ah, what have we here?” you purr, your fingers wrapping around a very familiar shaft. 
 
    “Oooooh,” he moans, eyelids fluttering as you lazily stroke his cock. 
 
    “Mmm. All for me? What a sssssweet ssssslave,” you hiss delightedly, your thumb teasing the underside of his cock, stroking him in that way you know makes you squirm. 
 
    And squirm he does. He wriggles in pleasured delight, his addled mind scattered further as liquid lust pours into him, his jaw dropping as he pants and moans like the perfect beta slave. 
 
    “That’ssss it,” you hiss in amusement as he pants, your coils shifting, squeezing his cock between them until he whimpers. “But don’t cum,” you say, the spinning of your pupils arresting his own, holding them with the weight of divine creed. “Musssstn’t cum until misssstressss sssssayssss sssso.” 
 
    “Yesssss,” he moans, his face so flushed with adoration and pleasure you can’t help but flick his cheek with your forked tongue. 
 
    “Good boy,” you hiss, smirking as your coils lift him, turning him slowly around as you adjust his position, moving him flush against you, level with your abdominal slit. You feel the heat of desire course through your long form as your reptilian pussy rubs against his cock, and eases him inside of you. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, coils tightening, pulling him deeper into you as the sharp pleasure of penetration eases into a more lazy, sensuous sensation. “Ooooh,” you moan, your reptilian form slowly undulating around him, fucking your double into your serpent snatch. 
 
    “OOooooh misssstressss!” he moans, a cry of pleasure and almost pain as you abuse his eager cock. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you cry as his cock plunges in and out of your pussy, sliding against your silken scales before delving into the warm softness of your cunt. Your whole body undulates with pleasure, your coils contracting around him. Squeezing him. Toying with him as he frantically ruts into your inhuman cunt. “Fuck yessssss!” 
 
    “Mistress! Oh gods. Mistress! Please! Oh fuck. Fuck!” he moans. 
 
    “Not yet. Mustn’t cum. Musssstn’t cum before misssstressss…” 
 
    A foregone conclusion. Tormenting this poor soul is driving you wild. And as you fuck him the pressure within yourself gets hotter and hotter. The sweet peak closer and closer. You’re hissing with pleasure, nearly there. Nearly… Nearly… 
 
    “Cumming!” you yowl, shuddering as you cum, the sweetest of pleasure. The ecstasy of mating. Your coils tighten convulsively. Squeezing your doppelganger. Crushing him in your coils. 
 
    Shattering him like he was made of pottery. 
 
    You gasp, twitching with aftershocks of pleasure. As you come down from your high, you loosen your body, watching as the powder that had been your copy hiss over your scales and pool onto the floor in a pile. 
 
    “…Ah,” you say. “Well…” 
 
    You smooth back your hood and look about the chamber. It ssssseemssss that you’ve accomplished… whatever it was you were here to do. A little awkwardly, you slither towards the swirling gate held in the thorns of black steel. You glance back at the pile of dust that had been the male you, crushed in the throes of your orgasm. 
 
    That might come back as a nightmare. 
 
    Shrugging, you duck your serpentine head, and plunge into the swirling portal. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    You may not have your sword, but you’re still a head taller and half again as wide as your doppelganger. You can take him. 
 
    With a bellow like a bull you charge towards him. But your double was expecting this, and sleekly dodges around your clumsy blow. You try and stop, but the weight on your chest carries you forward, making you stumble and slip on the tiled floor. 
 
    “Ooof!” you gasp, hitting the ground heavily, your breasts taking the bulk of the impact. You hastily try and rise but a booted foot slams into your lower back. You turn your head to see your double behind you, sword raised, a cruel smirk that puts to rest any doubts about him being a construct of Morgana’s tower. 
 
    “Die!” he roars. 
 
    Down plunges the sword. 
 
    And ends your adventure with a single blow. 
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    The Sleeping Princess 
 
      
 
    You step out on the other side of the portal with a gasp. Immediately you touch yourself, and sag in relief at finding you back in your own skin. It seems it was all an illusion. Maybe that was for the best, you muse, recalling some of what happened in the mirror world. You glance back, and are startled to find that, in fact, it’s not a swirling portal at your back, but a full-length mirror framed with fine filigree like leafy ivy made of bronze. 
 
    In fact, much of the room you find yourself in has that same austere grace. You turn slowly, taking it all in. You stand in a bedchamber. You know this, because a massive curtained bed sits in the middle of the room. It’s the only furnishing other than a number of royal looking tapestries emblazoned with crowns and stags and other noble symbols. 
 
    Your eyes roam, and again settle on the bed. The curtains are so gauzy they’re almost transparent, and through them you make out a shadowy form. Slowly you approach, sword at the ready. No telling what it is, but this high up the tower, you’d best be ready for anything. 
 
    You slide the tip of your blade between the curtains and tease them aside. You glance inside and freeze, gaping. 
 
    Celia lies in the bed, exactly as you remember her, down to the silvery nightgown she was wearing when Morgana snatched her from the balcony. Her hair so rich and heavy it might her been spun from gold cascades over the pillows. Her face is as soft and lovely as you remember from the moment you lifted the veil at your wedding ceremony, brushed with a smattering of soft freckles. 
 
    You don’t quite know what to do, but your presence stirs her, and slowly her eyes open, revealing the blues you remember. She tilts her head and sees you, and a smile warms her face. 
 
    “Arthur,” she breathes. 
 
    “Celia?” 
 
    “Arthur!” she cries, throwing herself into your startled arms, squeezing you with a desperate need to feel you. “You’re real! Oh gods, you came for me!” 
 
    “Celia, I um… What are…” 
 
    “The witch,” your bride gasps. “Morgana. She hid me here, within the mirrors. But you found me!” she cries, easing you back, looking into your eyes, her own warm. A change passes over her. “You found me…” 
 
    Suddenly her lips are on yours, kissing you fiercely. Hungrily, with all the passion that lacked in your wedding. You gasp, pulling her tightly against you, responding on instinct. You stroke her back, moaning softly into her lips. Her gown flutters about her, a slit along it open. Your mind may be stunned, but your body more than knows what to do here. Your hand slips into her gown, palms a gentle breast. 
 
    A breast that has no nipple… 
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    What the Fuck! 
 
      
 
    Now, you know you never had a chance to see your new wife naked, and certainly never got an opportunity to feel up her tits, but you’re also pretty damn sure she didn’t have the anatomy of a doll. You pull back from the kiss with a gasp, holding the thing that looks like Celia at arms length. “What the hell are you!” 
 
    She cocks her head. “What? Arthur, it’s me.” 
 
    “Okay, but who’s me?” 
 
    “Celia. Your wife.” 
 
    “You don’t have nipples!” 
 
    “I was born without them, I have you know. I’m very sensitive about it.” 
 
    “Bullshit!” 
 
    She sighs, and like that her face changes. Not like it shifts to another face, but it may as well have. Her expression grows frustrated and annoyed. “Damn,” she mutters, and her voice sounds different as well. Still the soft, feminine tones of Celia, but with a slight growl laying underneath, like a second voice carrying an undercurrent of menace. “I always forget something…” 
 
    “Who are you?” you say again. 
 
    She rolls her eyes. “Don’t be a fool,” she says in that voice that’s not quite Celia’s. “I’m a mimic. Alright? But does that really matter?” 
 
    “You-“ 
 
    She leans against you again, and you feel the softness of her figure once more pressing against your chest. Your eyes shoot to hers, but her blues are now as hard as ice and just as glassy. “Come now,” she says. “Are you really going to make a big deal out of this? After all, you’ve reached the end of your adventure.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I can return to your kingdom,” she says, moving against you, her hand teasing open her nightgown further, revealing her creamy tits, and you see nipples gently bud on those orbs. “You can tell everyone that you saved your beloved. No one will ever need to know you didn’t. I’ll be the perfect copy. I’ll walk by you. Wave to the crowds. Rule by your side. And…” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And, at nights, you’ll have… variety,” she breathes. 
 
    You suck in a breath as she changes, her skin turning black as pitch, her ears elongating, her body growing slender and her hair silver. “You can fuck a dark elf,” she breathes, and again she shifts, her breasts swelling, her hair turning brown, two stubby cow horns sprouting from her head. “Or maybe you’d prefer to fuck the plush tits of a holstaur?” Again she changes, her body flowing into the short, curvy frame of a smiling goblin, skin lime green, eyes amused and hot. “Or maybe you’d rather a goblin some nights? 
 
    “I can be anything you’ll want,” she breathes, her body shifting through a dozen forms in the blink of an eye. “Man. Woman. Other. Human. Elven. Beast. You can know the pleasures of countless women, yet never have to be caught betraying your oaths. I’ll be a good, obedient wife. No one ever needs to know it’s not the real Celia who sits beside your throne. 
 
    “So how about it?” she says, her eyes sparking as she returns to the guise of your wife, smiling prettily. “Will you rescue the princess?” 
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    Take the Mimic’s Offer 
 
      
 
    That’s… actually not a bad deal, you muse. After all, the whole reason you came to the tower was to rescue a princess. If she looks just like Celia, then technically, you did do it. Certainly, your mother and anyone else can’t complain, so long as this creature can keep the masquerade up. 
 
    That, and there’s no way to deny it, her offer of a new woman every night is very tempting. A smile breaks out across your face. “Well,” you say, pulling her closer, stroking her hip. “I think we have a deal.” 
 
    The mimic smirks. “Good,” she purrs. “I promise not to disappoint.” 
 
    She holds true to that. When you return home, your mother is both stunned at finding you’re still alive, and even more so, that you succeeded. Needless to say, that was an enjoyable event. Almost as much as when she fell down the stairs and died a few days later, opening the path to you becoming king. 
 
    In retrospect, maybe you should have thought more about how convenient it was. 
 
    But you didn’t. Why would you? After all, your beloved new wife was more than happy on keeping your mind off it. Every night she rides you to orgasmic peak, fucking you into a moaning mess. So much so that you find you barely have the energy to get up and run the kingdom. Fortunately, your wife is more than capable at keeping the realm going. 
 
    Only later do you begin to discover disturbing reports. Of royal troops burning villages. Of people being arrested and confined to the dungeons. Rumours at first, but the more you hear about them, the more you start to wonder. 
 
    A creeping darkness begins to sweep over your realm. The castle changes, becoming gloomier. Grimmer. Your wife begins to take to wearing a gown dark as night and frail as spider silk, revealing pale curves. New soldiers fill the keep. Hard men. Cruel men. 
 
    Your kingdom was never a terribly joyous place, but now you can fairly feel the misery of the lands. Revolts occur and are put down mercilessly. You try and bring it up with your wife, but she merely smiles and shushes you. 
 
    “Now now. Everything is under control. Here. Have a glass of wine.” 
 
    You obey. You’ve been so tired lately. So weak. Soon you’re confined to your bed, strength sapped from your body. 
 
    You die, the poison in your veins killing you as surely as any blade. And with your death, the mimic rules the kingdom. A dark queen of misery and war, amusing herself with the tortures of the people and the pain of your nation. 
 
    But hey. At least you got some decent fucking out of it. 
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    Keep Going 
 
      
 
    You had no idea Celia had been born without nipples. How unfortunate! And to be kidnapped by Morgana too? The poor woman has suffered so much. Fortunately, you know a way to make her feel better, and by the gods you intend to follow through. 
 
    You deepen the kiss, pressing her back against the bed. Moments after she rose from it, the ravishing beauty is once more lying down, though this time with you atop her, kissing her with a hungry passion. 
 
    She returns it more than eagerly, moaning into your mouth, her hips rising, rubbing herself against your bulge. “Arthur…” she gasps. “Oh Arthur…” 
 
    “Celia. You…” 
 
    “Please,” she says, voice husky with desire, her hand gliding down you, cupping your bulge. “Please,” she breathes, her fingers teasing open the laces of your pants. “You came… came so far for me. Please. Let me… let me repay you…” 
 
    “Oh fuck, Celia,” you moan as she opens your pants, freeing your cock. You groan as your length swells into her palm. 
 
    “Oh,” she breathes. “So big…” 
 
    You hiss as her fingers shyly glide up and down your shaft, fondling your length with a certain awe that sends aches of lust through your balls and the space below your stomach. You pant, thrusting slowly into her hand. You reach down and yank open her sleeping gown, tearing it a little. Not that she seems to mind. 
 
    You admire her flawless breasts, unblemished but for the lack of nipples, as smooth as a pair of ripened melons. Inevitably your eyes wander lower, to the pink gash of her pussy, already glistening with desire. With an eagerness to feel your meaty cock. 
 
    “Please,” she whispers. 
 
    You oblige. 
 
    You shift atop the bed, lifting her legs and pushing forward. She moans, guiding your cock to her pussy, gasping as you ease inside of her. She’s tight, and yet her inner walls conform to your cock like she was made for you. Molded of flesh as skillfully as a potter would clay. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you groan as her tightness swallows you, rippling around your cock. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” she moans, arching slowly as pleasure shoots through her, up her spine, tingling in her breasts. “Oh gods. Please… oh my prince… my king… take me. Claim me!” 
 
    You didn’t climb this gods forsaken tower not to, and with a grin you thrust forward, burying your cock to the hilt within her. She gasps, pushed back against the bedding by the force of your thrust. Her lashes flutter. Her mouth gapes as you draw back and thrust again. 
 
    “Ah!” she gasps. “Ah. Nnnn! My king… oh yes. Fuck… Ah. Mnnnn!” 
 
    “Celia… My queen. Oh fuck,” you moan. 
 
    The slap of flesh and gasps of pleasure is all that can be heard after that. The eagerness in which she meets your thrusts drive you to new heights of effort, fucking her with a hunger that surprises you even as it drives you for more. Her pussy squeezes your cock in a way no woman’s has before. It’s almost too much. Only a few minutes in and you’re ready to cum. 
 
    “Celia. Oh gods. I… I’m close. I… ah…” 
 
    “Do it,” she moans. “Cum in me. We have our whole… ah… lives for more. Please, my prince. I need… nnn… need your seed. Oh fuck. Fuck! Yes!” 
 
    Her cries drive you over that edge of euphoria. You moan, hilting within her, shuddering as you cum inside your wife. She cries out, an answering moan of pleasure as she shudders with delight, her breath hitching, her breasts bouncing. 
 
    You groan, panting atop her, the thrill of your orgasm spreading hot languor through you. You smile down at her, and she meets it. “My hero,” she breathes, reaching up, cupping your cheeks and drawing you down to her. “My… king…” 
 
    Again your lips meet, and you moan, feeling your cock harden anew. Well, you’ll be spending the rest of your life with this beauty. And it’s looking to be a long, rich life indeed… 
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    Refuse the Offer 
 
      
 
    Tempting, but despite your many flaws, being willing to throw aside your wife and marry a sadistic clone of her isn’t one of them. 
 
    You don’t say this out loud, but you can see the mimic’s eyes narrow as she feels your arms around her involuntarily tense for action. 
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    King and Queen 
 
      
 
    You sit alone in your room, worried. Your chair rests beside the window, and nervously you glance through it at the night below. 
 
    The city is dark, steeped in shadows and fear. All but the market square. There, three huge torches glow, illuminating the dark forms of soldiers gathered round and the faces of the people watching. One might have thought it a celebration, had those three torches not been screaming a few minutes ago. 
 
    You drum your fingers on the arms of the chair, wincing. Your joints ache, something that has become more and more obvious of late. Your legs too. You wonder where you managed to pick up this sickness. Since it came upon you, you haven’t been able to get up and about as easily. You’re not bedridden yet, but you fear it’s only a matter of time. 
 
    In your absence, Celia has been running much of the kingdom. At first this worked out quite well, but as time wore on, things began to change. The old guards of the palace were slowly let go, and strange, new soldiers were hired. Hard men. Uncaring men. Men who would obey their queen without question, and who would fill the dungeons with those who even whispered of dissent. 
 
    And wasn’t that funny? It seemed like no matter how many people the guards arrested, there was always space in the dungeon. 
 
    Of course, the gibbets were getting rather full. 
 
    You shudder and push your head into your palms. How had it come to this? Admittedly you didn’t really know Celia when you married her, but this was still so odd. She never struck you as cruel. Or did you simply never really know her? 
 
    Nevertheless, she is your wife, and you must speak with her. You left a message with the chamberlain for her once she returned from the square, and as you hear the click of heels, you straighten yourself as best you can to receive her. 
 
    The door opens and Celia walks in, and strange to say, her cruelty seems to have made her even more beautiful. 
 
    Black suits her, and she wears a lot of it. Her gown looks like it was cut from a piece of midnight sky. Her crown is iron rather than gold and bedecked in crimson jewels like teardrops of blood. A slit along the side of her dress shows off her long, pale legs, and the plunging neck of her collar reveals the curves of generous breasts. 
 
    Even after watching the burning of the people down in the town, you can’t help but feel a sinful stirring of your cock at the sight of her. 
 
    “Husband,” she croons, striding towards you with a smirk. “You wanted to see me.” 
 
    “Celia,” you say. “I…I wanted to talk to you.” 
 
    “And here I am. What is the matter?” 
 
    Gods but she is lovely. Her perfume is thick and cloying, even stronger than the scent of smoke that lingers around her. You watch her as she approaches, leaning against your chair. 
 
    “It’s… it’s about the burning…” 
 
    “You watched that? Oh my. You really should be resting. You know how ill you’ve been of late.” 
 
    “Yes, well, I thought we needed to talk. Why did you go so far?” 
 
    “A hard hand is sometimes needed, my king. A pity, but a necessary one.” 
 
    “Maybe. But setting people on fire…” 
 
    “Merely means I won’t have to set anyone else on fire,” she interrupts. “Rebellion must be dissuaded.” 
 
    “Well, true. But I’ve noticed some… changes.” 
 
    “Changes?” 
 
    “Yes. I’ve heard you’ve been calling yourself the Black Queen. Isn’t that a little…” 
 
    “I do wear black more often now.” 
 
    “I… yes, that’s true.” 
 
    “Darling,” she croons, leaning in closer, her breasts filling your vision, the whisper of her voice teasing your ear. “There’s nothing to worry about. After all, I’m ruling the kingdom well. You just need to worry about getting better. Did you have your medicine?” 
 
    “I…I didn’t. It doesn’t seem to make me feel better…” 
 
    “Medicine rarely tastes good, darling. But perhaps I have been neglecting you. Shall we fix that?” 
 
    “C-Celia,” you gasp as her fingers tease down and begin to unlace your pants. “Celia. I…ah… I still want to… to talk to you…” 
 
    “Of course. I’m surely not preventing you from talking,” she says, smirking at you as she kneels between your legs, her hands drawing your cock out and into the open. “It’s my mouth which is filled.” 
 
    “Your… ooooooh,” you moan as her soft lips envelop your shaft. 
 
    “Mmmhmm,” she hums, her head slowly bobbing in your lap, her mouth so warm. So eager… 
 
    “Ah… hah… C-Celia,” you moan, trying to string together the words of your protest to the fate of your kingdom. The rumors you’ve heard. But though your legs have given up, your cock remains as sensitive as ever. If anything, even more so. 
 
    Celia seems to know this. Her eyes are hot in a way you never would have guessed they could become on your wedding day, what felt a lifetime ago. You clutch the arms of your chair, head bowed, sweat beading your brow as her mouth sucks your cock for all you’re worth. 
 
    “Ah. Oh… C-Celia. Oh fuck. I… ah… I… oooooh!” 
 
    You moan as you cum, pleasure shooting through you in sharp bursts. Your cock twitching, pulsing, unloading into the eager mouth of your beloved. Her lashes flutter as she devours your seed, her lips smiling around your shaft as you whimper, weakening with every orgasmic shudder. 
 
    Her lips slide from your softened cock as she rises, looking down at you, hip cocked. Her dark gown clings to her almost scandalously, and you’ve heard rumours she’s taken lovers from among the local lords. 
 
    “Well, I hope that settled that.” 
 
    “I… Celia…” 
 
    “Hush, darling,” she coos, bending down and patting your cheek like she might a naughty dog. “I know I’ve been neglecting you. But running the kingdom is so hard. You’ve been all cooped up in here. Don’t worry. I’ve got absolutely everything perfectly in hand. So you just relax. Okay?” 
 
    You flush under her words, but the resolve you’d gathered is gone, drained by her lips and beaten down by the lingering warmth of pleasure. 
 
    “I… I understand,” you say weakly. 
 
    “Such a good husband,” she says in that paternalizing tone of hers. She straightens again and passes you your medicine. “Drink up, my darling. Don’t worry,” she says. 
 
    You hesitate, but she’s right. You need to get better. You can’t rule like this. With a wince you drink, the bitter medicine filling your stomach like a heavy lamp. 
 
    Celia smiles. “There. That wasn’t so bad. Was it?” 
 
    It was, but you manage a weak smile. “N-no.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she says flashing a smile as she saunters out of the room. “Don’t you worry. I’m going to take very good care of you…” 
 
    Her words ring true indeed, for you grow sicker and sicker, and so does your kingdom. By the time you take your last, rattling breath, the woman you brought from the tower rules with an iron first and a bloody flail. Peasants live in misery beneath the heaviness of taxes, used to fund your wife’s orgies and darker entertainment. 
 
    And as you die, you know this fate is all your fault. 
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    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    You think fast and snatch up the pink bottle. You down it quickly, with a gasp. 
 
    And change. 
 
    The mimic draws back in surprise as you moan, your chest inflating into a pair of perfect, round tits. Your muscles shrink, the mass finding new homes in your bubble butt and ample breasts. Your face softens, build thinning into the perfect hourglass figure of an utter beauty of a woman. 
 
    “What the…” the mimic gapes, her dark eyes staring as she drinks in your feminine form. 
 
    “That’s… that’s right!” you gasp, smirking at her. “Did you really think Morgana was telling the truth? I was never a prince. I’m the princess!” 
 
    The mimic’s mouth works dumbly as she tries to process this. “What? But I… I was supposed to be…” 
 
    “The prince? Haha! The prince never entered the tower! I used that spell to fool you. This is the real me.” 
 
    The mimic stares at you. Her face twists in a sudden fury. 
 
    Literally. 
 
    The beautiful visage of Celia warps hideously, the mouth stretched, the lips parting revealing rows of teeth. “No!” the mimic howls in a thousand voices. “That’s not right! That’s not fair!” 
 
    You’re glad for the sudden change. Because it makes thrusting your sword into the distracted horror considerably easier. 
 
    The blade sinks into the monster’s chest. Her distended maw gapes in shock. Her whole body jolts as she looks down at the blade jutting from her chest. 
 
    “Ah…” the mimic gasps, and slowly slides off your blade, slumping to the ground and onto her side. 
 
    You watch, fascinated as her shape changes anew, the gown vanishing, along with every other feature. Within moments, an androgynous shape like a mannequin unclothed lies on the ground before you. 
 
    Within moments the rest of the room follows suit. You look around as the walls melt away, steaming as if reality were too hot for the illusion the mimic had cast on the place. The bedroom fades away, and you find yourself standing in a blank stone room. A cell of hard, cold brickwork. And at the rear of it stands the swirling portal you’ve come to know and dread, bound up in black metal like thorn bushes growing from the stone floor. 
 
    As you step over the mimic’s corpse, you groan, feeling the changes of the potion recede, returning you to your male form. A welcome respite, you muse, rolling your shoulders, feeling them pop and muscles again flex again. You have a feeling you’re going to need them for whatever comes next. 
 
    You press on through the portal, and into the next floor of the tower. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    This is going badly, but if you have confidence in anything, it’s your martial skills. You surge with strength, trying to break the hold of her arms. 
 
    Arms which are, quite suddenly, rather stronger. 
 
    Thicker. 
 
    Hairier. 
 
    You look into the mimic’s face as Celia’s beauty suddenly warps, face shifting, lengthening into a cruel muzzle. Her body swells against you, brown hair sprouting up and down her frame. Your eyes widen in horror as you suddenly find yourself no longer in the arms of a breathtaking beauty, but those of a massive bear! 
 
    “Fuck!” you gasp, struggling in its grasp, frantically trying to draw your sword around the massive paws around you. 
 
    The mimic bellows a roar and leans down, and you’re treated to an up-close view of its many teeth moments before they close around your head, biting it off. 
 
    When you came to this tower, you knew death was a possibility. But being mauled by a bear in a dress never figured high on that list. 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    This creature is just full of surprises, and you don’t want to get caught out by one. Best to wait a bit. 
 
    Is what you thought. 
 
    But as the mimic smiles, you realize it was the wrong thought. Especially when you feel her arms around you thicken, turning long and scaly, wrapping around you with increasing tightness. “H-hey!” you gasp, looking down, and finding instead of slender arms, it’s serpentine coils which are about you, tightening, squeezing you with hunger. “S-stop that!” 
 
    “Ssssstop what?” the mimic with Celia’s face says, her words drawn out by a forked tongue as she slowly rises above you, growing longer. Longer. Her legs melding into a single, long serpentine body, her tongue teasing the air and pupils becoming compelling slits. 
 
    “Stop… that…” you say, your eyes caught in hers. Your jaw slowly growing slack as the potency of a lamia’s hypnotic power thuds through your eyes and into your brain. 
 
    “Why should I sssstop?” the mimic croons, her coils tightening around you, lifting you by your torso into the air. She’s grown even larger now. Larger than even Sassina in her desert palace. “Don’t you love my eyesssss?” 
 
    “N-no,” you gasp, but the sound is weak. Weakening with every throb of her compulsive gaze. 
 
    “Of course you do,” she purrs, easing you forward, cupping your cheeks in her hands as she stares into your eyes. “You love them ssssooo much. You love them ssso much, you want to obey them. Obey me. Obey your misssstresssss.” 
 
    You quiver, fighting to look away from those eyes. To escape that compulsive gaze, but your struggles are futile. She has you. 
 
    And she’s far from done with you. 
 
    Her smirk shows she knows it. You really wish she’d at least change from Celia’s face, but the mimic seems to take delight in looking like your wife as she squeezes your brain with her hypnotic gaze, massaging it with her will. 
 
    “You don’t want to fight me. You don’t want to fight your beloved…” 
 
    “You’re… you’re not…” 
 
    “But I must be,” she purrs, reaching down, unlacing the front of your pants. You gasp as your cock swells into the open, thick and needy. Her smirk widens as she fills her palm with your manhood, and gives it a long, teasing stroke. 
 
    “I musssst be your beloved. Only she could make you feel sssssooooo good.” 
 
    Your face grows flushed as her teasing fingers stroke your cock. Oh f-fuck you’re so hard. It’s hard to think when her fingers keep rubbing you. Stroking you. Teasing you… 
 
    “That’ssss it. Jussst relax. You love me, don’t you?” 
 
    “I… Ah… Nnnn!” 
 
    “You love your beloved wife. Your lovely Celia.” 
 
    “You’re… mnnn… you’re not…” 
 
    “Aren’t I?” she says, beaming. 
 
    You feel those eyes twist your mind, and are helpless to stop it. Unable to look away. Avert your eyes from her face. Celia’s face. But… But Celia didn’t have a serpentine lower body. 
 
    Right? 
 
    You feel so awfully confused. Flushed and whimpering and dazed and uncertain about what’s going on. You just can’t seem to concentrate. You feel like sobbing as you try and make sense of what’s happening. 
 
    “I… I…” 
 
    “Shhhh,” she says, her lips so close. So soft. Her eyes so bright. So sure. So… amazing… “Shhh. No more thoughtsss. Jusssst obedience. Jusssst empty your head. I’ll do all the thinking. All the remembering. After all, I’m ssssssooooo much better at it…” 
 
    You look deep into her eyes, and feel that last thread of resistance snap. You sag in her coils, a drunken smile painting your face as your mind melts beneath her gaze. Her commands. Her power. Of course, she’s Celia. The body doesn’t matter. Her face is all that does. That’s Celia’s face. Your wife. No. More than your wife. Your mistress. 
 
    Yes. Your mistress. And only mistress can make you cum. Can stroke your cock to climax. Can milk your mind out through your dick. Your smile grows blissful as those words ooze into your mind, oddly seeming to come from outside of your head. But that doesn’t matter. Only obedience matters. Only obeying. Obeying your wife. Your mistress. Obedient boys get to cum. You can cum when you obey. 
 
    Obey. 
 
    Obey. 
 
    “Oooobeyyyyy!” you moan as at last you climax, your body twitching in the coils of the mimic as your cock pumps into her palm, spilling your seed and your thoughts all over the floor. 
 
    Celia, lovely Celia, smiles anew. “My darling husband,” she purrs. 
 
    “Celia,” you gasp, smiling dopily at her. “My beloved. My mistress.” 
 
    “Yesss,” she purrs, slowly easing you down, her eyes no less potent. “I am your mistress. But you’ll never call me that in public. Only in private. Our private quarters in our new castle. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes,” you gush, adoring her, obeying her. Like a good boy. A good, obedient husband. “Yes. Our castle. Love it. Love you. Be so happy.” 
 
    “Oh, we shall,” your beloved says, her shape returning to familiar human curves. But her eyes still glow with the wicked power of the lamia. “Promisssse.” 
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    Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    So, she likes changing shape, eh? Well! Two can play at that game. 
 
    Your hand snaps to your belt and pulls free the swirling green potion. The mimic snarls and tries to grab it, but you pop the cork and down it before she can. 
 
    “Hrrrrrr!” you roar as your body swells. As your arms thicken with might and fingers extend into claws. 
 
    The mimic hisses, and it has a strange, serpentine lisp to it now. Much like her arms, which suddenly swell, turning into scaly coils. 
 
    But her new serpentine form can’t hold you back. You roar, your mouth sprouting fangs. Your eyes turning black. Wings burst from your back. 
 
    Still changing, you hurl yourself against the mimic. The creature howls, tentacles sprouting from her, grappling with you as your claws tear at her flesh. 
 
    You fall together to the ground, rolling, struggling. Shifting horrors of fangs and claws and coils. No shape holds for long, every change countered by the other in a horrific brawl of primordial wrath. 
 
    The bed shatters to splinters under your weight as you roll into it. Your teeth find her throat. She howls, her coils and tentacles squeezing you harder, crushing your chest. 
 
    The struggle ends, the both of you mortally wounded, wrapped in a death grip from which neither will escape. You may have failed to climb the tower, but as you see the light go out from the mimic’s eight spider eyes, you know that at least she will not go on to torment your kingdom. 
 
    It’s a comforting thought, and your last as death steals over you in a black mist. 
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    Hypnoslave of the Mimic 
 
      
 
    It’s so wonderful to be the king. 
 
    It was a funny thing, though. When you returned to your castle in triumph, your mother was surprised. And for some reason, she killed herself a few nights after you returned by falling down some stairs. 
 
    Into a dagger. 
 
    You wondered at this, but your mistress, so perfect, so lovely, explained everything to you. That daggers are a very natural cause of death. And besides, after you were crowned, she showed you far more interesting things to occupy you. 
 
    And it’s easy to be the king! That’s the best part. All you have to do is agree with anything your wife says. Sure, now and again the peasants revolt under the suddenly ruinous taxes. And true, your wife seems to take almost indecent glee at stringing up rebels and sticking heads on pikes, but she explains it all so wonderfully. You can’t quite remember those explanations, because at the time she’s pumping your cock, but you know, instinctively, it all makes sense. 
 
    “What a good husband,” your mistress moans as she lays back on the bed. 
 
    “Yes. Mistress,” you pant between lapping at her sweet cunny. 
 
    She laughs, grabbing your head and pulling you against her pussy as she cums again. She so loves having you eat her out. And kiss her feet. And her ass. And you love it too! Because you’re a good husband. 
 
    An obedient husband. 
 
    Now, and for the rest of your life. 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “Listen,” you say earnestly. “Your plan would never work. They’d pick you out in an instant!” 
 
    She smirks. “Hmm. I don’t know. I think you might underestimate my power of deception.” 
 
    “I doubt it,” you say. 
 
    “Oh? Really?” she says, and before your eyes, she begins to change. 
 
    You gape, stepping back as her body hardens, her breasts receding in favour of a broad chest. Her features harden, becoming more sculpted. More… 
 
    Familiar. 
 
    You gasp as the mimic finishes taking on your own visage. Damn! But you are handsome. 
 
    “Woah,” you say. 
 
    “Yes. Quite good. But it’s not perfect,” the mimic sighs. “It’s missing something.” 
 
    “Really? You look pretty good.” 
 
    “Thank you! I do try. But it’s missing this!” 
 
    Before you can react your doppelganger lunges forward and grabs your sword, tearing it from the sheathe at your hip. “Hey!” you bark, taking a step back. The mimic grins, then lunges. 
 
    You feel the enchanted steel plunge into your chest. Pain is a knife-edged flash, but death sweeps in a moment later. You fall to the floor, dead before you hit the ground, and leaving the mimic in your guise to return to your kingdom, and enact horrors you will never see. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    “You’ll never fool anyone like that,” you say. 
 
    She quirks an eyebrow. “Fooled you,” she observes. 
 
    “Almost,” you admit. “But we can’t take you back to the castle like this. I mean, you forgot the nipples? What else did you forget?” 
 
    The mimic flushes in anger. “I forgot nothing else!” 
 
    “Is that right?” you say, dubiously. 
 
    She growls and steps back. Grabbing her shift, she tears it open, baring her naked curves like a challenge. And my my, but she does know her female figure. Her breasts are high and firm and now do have nipples, her waist slender and hips curvy. Her slit is pink and topped with a tuft of delicate blonde hair. 
 
    “There!” she declares. “See? I’m perfect!” 
 
    “Physically, maybe,” you say. “But I have doubts about your responses.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, you might look like her. But I doubt you can act like her more completely.” 
 
    “Of course I can!” 
 
    “Even in the throes of pleasure?” 
 
    “Ha!” the mimic barks. “I can do it.” 
 
    “Look, I’m sure you think that. But I don’t know... What if you drop the masquerade while I’m bringing you to new, orgasmic heights? I don’t know if I can take the risk.” 
 
    She scoffs. “Ha! Nothing you could do could make me lose my form.” 
 
    “I’m not sure…” 
 
    She grabs the front of your leathers, her eyes blazing in challenge. “Fuck me!” she demands. 
 
    “I can see you really mean this. But I don’t know…” 
 
    “Fuck me you pussy! I’ll show you I can scream like your little trollop! I can be more Celia than Celia! If you even can. Now give me your fucking cock and make me scream!” 
 
    You sigh. “Alright. Alright. If you insist,” you say, reaching down and unlacing your pants, fighting not to laugh at how well this is going. You free your manhood, taking it in hand and giving it a few teasing strokes, getting yourself nice and hard. Not difficult, for Celia was beautiful, even if it’s not her in the flesh. 
 
    “As I’m sure you know, Celia loves to suck a man’s cock…” you say. 
 
    “Of course I know that!” the mimic barks, dropping to her knees. You hum as she takes your shaft in her hands, her fingers gliding up and down your cock, stroking you to your full length moments before she leans forward and engulfs your cock in a pair of softest lips. 
 
    You groan to yourself as she begins to bob, taking your manhood with remarkable ease. Though, then again, if she can change any part of her body, there’s no reason to assume she can’t deepthroat you without a problem. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan, pumping into her warm mouth, feeling the softness of her lips glide up and down your shaft with eagerness to prove herself. “Mnn! Okay. You might… ah… have a talent with this,” you pant as you rail her mouth with your cock. 
 
    “Mhm!” she hums smugly, her tongue swirling around your shaft. 
 
    “Oh f-fuck! Yes. Oh fuck yes! Yes! Mnnnn!” 
 
    You hilt inside her mouth, your head falling back, groaning as you cum, pumping your seed down her throat. 
 
    The mimic sucks it down with all the skill of a born slut, finally taking her lips from your cock with a gasp. “There,” she says, smirking at you confidently. 
 
    “Yeah. That was… wasn’t bad,” you admit. “But Celia was always far more eager to have… have my cock. And she made the sweetest expressions when I was fucking her, which I doubt you could manage.” 
 
    “I’ll show you!” the mimic barks, climbing onto the bed and parting her legs, revealing the gusset of her pussy. She points down to her delicate pink folds. “Now hurry up and fuck me!” 
 
    “Okay! Okay! Let me just…” 
 
    You reach down, but instead of grabbing your cock, you grab the hilt of your sword. Her smirk turns to shock as you draw your blessed blade and stab it into her chest, pinning her to the bed like a butterfly in a display case. 
 
    “A-ah,” the mimic gasps, sagging beneath the blade. Your eyes widen as her features seem to melt. Her face, gown, and even figure dissolving until all that remains is an androgynous figure, like a featureless mannequin. 
 
    “Wow,” you say, drawing back your sword. You raise your head as the room begins to change, the walls and bed and tapestries running together like paint in the rain, revealing cold stone walls of a large, brick cell. 
 
    And the portal to the next floor. 
 
    It swirls in a corner, the black thorns clutching it, no longer masked behind the mimic’s power. You glance again at the slumped shape on the floor, then sheathe your blade. That was a close one. Tucking your cock back into your pants, you walk up to the portal, and step through to the next floor of Morgana’s lair. 
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    Level Twelve 
 
      
 
    You step out of the swirling portal, landing lightly on cold, dark stone. You look about, chilled at the sight of dark brickwork that encloses you. It’s cold in here. A chill wind rushes up from the gloomy depths ahead, whispering up along the stones while icicles gleam like daggers waiting to fall from above. 
 
    Cages hang from the ceiling and are scattered on the floor in broken heaps. A strange, ill green glow like swamp light oozes from a thin mist that washes across the floor in eddies. It’s a place that has never known laughter or joy. Only suffering, and judging by the cages, you have a feeling many have suffered here. 
 
    “What is this place?” 
 
    “The lair of Morgana’s knight. The Valkyrie Niffara.” 
 
    You don’t even react as the old woman manifests beside you, her face grim as she looks out upon the sea of mist. She’s stooped more than usual, as if her spidery shawl weighs more than ever, but her eyes are still sharp, her silvery hair stirring in a wind that you can’t feel. 
 
    “Morgana caught a Valkyrie?” you say with some surprise. 
 
    “Tricked one,” the crone says with a shrewd glance. “The witch offered her an armour that could not be pierced by any blade. It worked. But it also turned her into Morgana’s slave and thrall. It is she who Morgana sent forth to capture many of the monster girls within the tower.” 
 
    “I think I remember Krona mentioning a knight…” you say. 
 
    “Likely. Few can stand against the maiden blade to blade.” 
 
    “Can I?” 
 
    “Do you want my honest opinion?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    “You’re fucked.” 
 
    You wince. “Maybe a bit less honesty.” 
 
    She laughs, the cackling sounding weird in this joyless place of dark stone and green mist. “Not to worry,” she grins, pantomiming a lewd thrust. “I’d say you’ve got tools other than that blade of yours to help. Which is good, because that enchanted sword won’t help you much in here. Remember. No weapon can pierce her, so long as she wears that armour.” 
 
    “Great,” you mumble. 
 
    “Best of luck,” the old crone says, beginning to fade. “And… stay safe… my prince…” 
 
    You watch her vanish, catching a lingering, sad smile on those withered lips. Your brow crinkles in thought at her final words. Has she ever called you ‘prince’ before? 
 
    You push the unease aside. You’ve got work to do. And judging by the halls you stand in, it’s going to be tough one for sure. For this is the final guardian of Morgana. The last of her protectors before you face the witch herself. The end of your quest is near. 
 
    You just wish it weren’t so damp and clammy. 
 
    With some reluctance you step into the ethereal mists, shivering as the glowing fog laps at your ankles like the waves of a phantom sea. You push forward for some distance, walking beneath chains that rattle and icicles that gleam. Something crunches abruptly beneath your foot and you flinch back. The motion sends the mists whirling, and you see the hollow skull you crushed. 
 
    “Oh lovely,” you mutter, starting off again, wincing each time you hear the hollow crack or crunch as you move forward. 
 
    As you walk, you begin to hear a different sound. The cold wind which blows seems to have assumed a different guise now. Instead of the steady moan, you start to make out individual notes. A chorus of torments that ring through the dark stone halls of the Valkyrie’s home. You stop as you suddenly come upon the source of the moaning cries. 
 
    The floor drops away to a great plain wrapped in darkness save where the licking mist washes against the rough stone floor. Cages are scattered across the grounds, along with shackles and chains. Ghostly figures are bound to them. Phantasmal figures dressed in armour ancient and new, their skin lit by the pale green glow of the mists as they sag against old stone or rusting bars, bound in their ghastly prisons. 
 
    It like looking on a battlefield who’s dead never left, instead bound to the world and place of their demise by iron and suffering. Their groans and cries lifting into the air, their skin bleeding the mist that swallows the barren ground. 
 
    And you get to walk through them. 
 
    Oh joy. 
 
    With face set grimly, you walk down into the mists. Shackles rattle and bars clank as the ghosts stir. A path has been set out among the bound dead, and you head down it, eyes forward, set and fixed. The ghosts take no notice of you, wrapped in their own unholy misery, but the cold of the grave radiates from them like an almost physical thing. 
 
    You’re almost across when a voice breaks from the cries. 
 
    “Another going to face the Niffara?” 
 
    You stop, turning to the speaker. 
 
    His armour marks him as a Northman, the scalemail shredded, the thick, fur coat beneath tufting his collar. His bullet helmet shadows a hardened face with eyes as cold as the northern seas. He has an impressive build, with thick, corded muscles, evident even as he squats on the ground, arms resting on his knees and shackles rattling from his wrists. 
 
    “Are you talking to me?” you say. 
 
    “I’m not talking to the rest of these,” he says with a contemptuous gesture at the rest of the ghosts. “They’ve all given in, been lost in their own suffering and wails. But not I. I see you going to face the Valkyrie alone, like so many of us did. Though others,” he adds with a grim smile, “were merely slain on the battlefields of old. Her personal collection of cowards, villains and the ilk.” 
 
    “And which are you?” 
 
    “A villain!” 
 
    You turn in some surprise at a woman’s sharp voice. Unlike the many who wallow in their chains, she stands in a large cage, domed like a vast birdcage. Her hair flows to her shoulders and she wears a breastplate that leaves her toned stomach bare. A winged helmet with an open front reveals attractive features. A leather skirt studded with metal hides her hips, and her eyes are proud and challenging, but the most interesting part of her are her wings of black feathers, sprouting from her back, hunched, confined by the closeness of the cage she awaits within. 
 
    “He’s no hero come to slay Niffara and free these souls their torments. He was a reaver. Gorek the Black! The scourge of the southlands, who put to sword a hundred souls and enslaved thousands more. He died on the fields of Attern, and his foul soul was seized by Niffara and locked in this place.” 
 
    “She lies,” Gorek snaps. “She is a fallen Valkyrie, Antaya. A pigeon who tried to challenge Niffara and had her paltry wings plucked. The Valkyrie found her and bound her here with the rest of those she considers unworthy souls.” 
 
    “You lie like the dog you are!” Antaya shoots back. 
 
    “Snake tongued!” 
 
    “Rapist!” 
 
    “Bitch!” 
 
    “Um,” you say. “Right. I’m just gonna be going…” 
 
    “Wait!” Gorek shouts, rising from the ground, his chains rattling. “I can help you.” 
 
    “You can?” 
 
    “The Valkyrie slayed me on the battlefield, but it was a near thing! She had a secret technique of battle, and by it, she was able to best me. But I know it now! And with this knowledge, I can beat her and free all these souls.” 
 
    “So… what?” you say. “You want me to hack off your chain?” 
 
    He shakes his head bitterly. “Nay! Such a thing wouldn’t work. These chains are forged of suffering and rage. But if I might possess your body in the battle, I can fight the Valkyrie and defeat her this time.” He reaches towards you. “Just take my hand, and together, we shall put an end to her.” 
 
    “Don’t trust him!” Antaya cries, throwing herself against the bars with a rattle of steel, her eyes desperate. “He means to steal your body and use you to ravage the seas once again! But I can help you. I am a Valkyrie like her, and can fight her on equal footing. Here,” she says, extending her hand. “Let me fight with you, and we shall defeat her at last.” 
 
    Your eyes flick between the two ghosts, their arms extended desperately for your aid. 
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    Choose Gorek 
 
      
 
    You don’t much trust a fallen Valkyrie, and having someone who actually fought Niffara would be helpful in confronting the Valkyrie. 
 
    “Alright,” you say, taking his hand. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    “Yes,” Gorek says, face splitting open in a grin. “Let’s.” 
 
    Your hand tingles, and you gasp as the ghost dissolves, flowing up into your arm like a stream of green light. You shudder as you feel him enter you. Fill you. Suffuse your body, pushing you to the corner of yourself, your mind taking a backseat to the phantom’s. 
 
    Your arms move without your input, stretching, flexing as a will other than your own animates them. Gorek rises to your full height, stretching with a groan. 
 
    “Oh yes,” your lips say, your voice taking on a gravellier tone. “It’s been too long since I’ve been in the flesh!” 
 
    Alright, you think. Now, we’d best get off and face Niffara. 
 
    Gorek laughs, throwing back your head with mirth. “Are you daft! The Valkyrie would slaughter us! Why would I throw away life just after regaining it? Besides, far more pleasures of the flesh await.” 
 
    Hold on. But… 
 
    Again the reaver laughs, shaking his head. “Fools don’t deserve the life and the living. Now, I think it’s time for the world to once again know the steel of Gorek, the Black!” 
 
    No! 
 
    “Quiet down,” he says, smirking with your lips, turning on your heel, and marching your body back the way you came. “Sit back. Enjoy! Let me show you how to really live!” 
 
    You strain and try and regain control of your body, but the phantom doesn’t budge. Whatever he did to possess you, he’s in control now. You struggle uselessly until the swirling portal leading back down the tower reveals itself ahead, and then sag, mentally spent, reduced. 
 
    And wondering just what this monster shall do with the flesh he has stolen from you. 
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    Choose Antaya 
 
      
 
    You’re no expert on Valkyries, which is really part of the problem you find yourself facing. But having an actual Valkyrie riding along in your head might give you the edge you need against the immortal Niffara. 
 
    “Alright,” you say to the phantasmal Valkyrie, taking her hand. “Let’s try this.” 
 
    Antaya smiles in relief. “You will not regret this,” the ghost says as she seems to dissolve into a stream of light like the aurora borealis, flowing into and up your arm. You gasp as you feel the Valkyrie’s presence within you, filling you like a sudden chill, but growing warmer. 
 
    Changing you. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, stiffening on your heels as you feel the Valkyrie’s presence swell in your chest, your jerkin stretching to accommodate a pair of sudden, shapely breasts. “Nnn!” you moan as a sweet throbbing radiates from your rear, your ass curving. You whimper as you feel your cock recede, inverting, forming a tight pussy. 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan as your face softens, growing more feminine with a pair of plump lips and long lashes. But the biggest change aches from your shoulderblades, and with a soft cry you feel power swell from your back, expanding, stretching out into a pair of long, ethereal wings with feathers made of light. 
 
    You stagger under the sudden change of equilibrium. “What… what has…” 
 
    We have changed. 
 
    “Changed?” 
 
    Yes, the voice in your head says. Fear not. This is but to prepare us to face Niffara. 
 
    That name aches through you. A strange, alien feeling radiates out from your core. “N-Niffara?” 
 
    Yes. Come. It is time we face the Valkyrie. Together as one. 
 
    You’re not sure how you feel about that, but reversing this seems unlikely until you confront the ruler of this grim realm. You turn and resume your walk through the endless shadows of this underworld of ghosts. 
 
    At first you stumble, but as you walk, you begin to get used to your new gait. Your hips swing, ass swaying, and your firm breasts begin to feel more natural. No. More than natural. Like they were truly yours. Soon, you wonder why you’re even walking? You have wings. 
 
    No more than a thought is needed before those ethereal feathers spread out and, with a flap, carry you into the sky. Your heart soars with triumph. Ah. You remember flying. Don’t you? You blink, trying to remember where it was that you flew before. 
 
    Of course. Over the battlefields of old, soaring in search of souls who died in glorious combat. 
 
    Was that you? 
 
    Of course it was. Who else could it be? 
 
    But… 
 
    Hush. Remember. 
 
    You remember. Remember so much. The battles. The endless gore and suffering. 
 
    And her. 
 
    You remember so strikingly the beauty of Niffara. The sight of her, wings of golden light cascading onto the earth as she reaped the unworthy. Powerful. Triumphant. 
 
    A shiver races through you. The memory of the first time you saw her. 
 
    The feelings it awoke within you. 
 
    You remember again the mission you were given. The news that Niffara had been taken. Corrupted. That she was lost to the Valkyries and Valhalla. 
 
    How that was not enough. 
 
    You took to earth, seeking her out. Finding her in the cold tower. Amid a plain of suffering, the unworthy brought low and punished in the mire of the dark. 
 
    And she. 
 
    A reaper. Gone was the armor which normally garbed a Valkyrie in blessed chastity. Instead, she wore leathers like a cage of bands across her curves, her eyes filled with contempt and power. 
 
    You called down a challenge. Begging her to return to Valhalla with you. 
 
    She refused, mocking the High Father and the halls. 
 
    You had to face her. Challenge her. 
 
    And were crushed by her. 
 
    The memory of that utter defeat burns in your memory. But more. The feeling of rightness about it. At being at the feet of that glorious warrior woman. Defeated. Broken. Cast away in a cage to contemplate your foolishness. And you did. Remembering her glory in triumph. Your pathetic defeat at her hands. And you realized a truth. 
 
    You see a glow up ahead. A cold blue light that washes across this world of darkness and misery. Pillars of ice jut from the landscape, anchored by chains to the floor, flaring outward from an inner ring like a crater. 
 
    And there she stands. 
 
    Your breath hitches at the sight of the woman within the rings, her head tilted back, watching you. Hair of silver stirs in a wind that isn’t there. Wings of light flare from her back like shards of glass. Her body is firm, toned, and curved in all the right ways. Black leather binds her chest, waist, and legs in thin straps that cling to her pale flesh, glowing a faint blue. Her face is proud, strong, her eyes flashing as she awaits your arrival. 
 
    You descend, your wings fluttering as you land before her, the cold mist billowing away as your wings give a last few flaps and fold against your back. 
 
    She glares at you. Through you. You can feel those piercing eyes see through your mere flesh and at the soul within. She sneers. 
 
    “So. You return in stolen flesh, Antaya.” 
 
    “I have,” you say. 
 
    She flicks her wrist, and in her palm hisses into existence a blade of light as cold and blue as the glaciers of the world. “To try your luck again?” 
 
    You draw your sword and look at the enchanted golden blade. 
 
    Then throw it aside. 
 
    Niffara lifts a brow as you drop to your knees before her. 
 
    “I did not come to challenge you,” you say, looking up at her, worshipping her. “Niffara. Please. I beg of you. Take me as yours.” 
 
    “What is this?” she asks, scoffing. “Are you surrendering without a fight?” 
 
    “Yes! Please,” you beg, bowing before her. “I beg of you. I know I am unworthy. I cannot best you in battle. But I beg of you. Let me stay by your side. Let me serve you. Let me love you. Please!” 
 
    Niffara laughs cruelly, but there is a spark of curiosity in her cold blue eyes. “Prove it.” 
 
    You lift your head. “What?” 
 
    “Prove your submission to your mistress, worm!” she barks. 
 
      
 
    Kiss Her Feet 
 
    Kiss Her Pussy 
 
    Kiss Her Lips 
 
    

  

 
   
    Choose Neither 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” you say slowly. “I think I’m… just gonna go now.” 
 
    “No! Wait! I can help you!” Gorek bellows. 
 
    “Please! You cannot defeat her! None can!” Antaya cries. 
 
    “Right. But maybe I should try this my way. And not. You know. Possessed by the ghosts of people she already beat. Just a thought. Anyway, have fun. I’ll try and free you or… whatever. So… bye.” 
 
    You wave goodbye with that awkward air of telling a homeless man you have no change, hurrying away back through the fields of moaning phantoms, tuning out the pair’s cries for you to return. 
 
    Yeesh. This place is awful. 
 
    All the more reason for you to get this over with. Well, that and the whole purpose of your mission here. You tighten your belt as you hurry through the misty gloom, the air seeming to grow cooler the further you go. Less clammy, but far more biting. 
 
    The reason for this soon comes into view. Ahead, rising out of the floor like shattered pillars, are massive chunks of ice. Frost rimed chains dangle from them as if seeking to hold them secured to the earth, the rattling setting your teeth on edge as you grow nearer. As you do, a new glow permeates the gloom. Far brighter than the green haze that rises from the mists. A brilliant white light that pierces the dark, and soon, you can see the figure who radiates it. 
 
    She stands alone in a circle devoid of mist as if it were burned away by the light she emits. Her skin is pale as snow and almost as luminous. It might even be, but you’re distracted by her wings. Great things of light like shards of glass suspended around her, they flare out, illuminating her in a halo to better be admired. 
 
    And boy, but there is a lot to admire. 
 
    She’s physical perfection, emphasised by the fact the only thing she wears is a bunch of tight leather straps over her body, and few of them to boot. One band only just hides her nipples while two split down her mons to bare her pink cunny to all the world, and just above it, the brand of dark wings framing a ring of chain. Despite the fact she’s dressed more immodestly than if she’d just gone naked, the tilt of her chin and cold, contemptuous gleam of her blue eyes shows more arrogance than any goddess, and you met one several floors earlier. Still. You’re not surprised her outfit is so brazen, considering all you know of Morgana. 
 
    Niffara tosses her head as you approach, silver hair stirring in a wind you can’t feel. 
 
    “At last,” Niffara says, her voice resonant and commanding. “You have come. I was wondering when you would arrive, mortal. You shall climb no further!” 
 
    “No?” you say. 
 
    “No,” she says, extending her arm. In her hand forms a blade of light, as cold and blue as the hottest flame. “For you must first best me! And no blade shall pierce my flesh. Now come!” she cries, her wings flaring outward. Her blade of light rising. “Meet your doom!” 
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    “Victory!” you roar in triumph. 
 
    Victory indeed. The town of Landers burns like a pyre, every home aflame. Not a problem, for the plunder has already been dragged free and to the waiting ships of your fleet. 
 
    Not to say gold and jewels were your only reward. Slaves pack the hold of your ships. Lovely women and strong men, both meant for different ends. The women will be sold for a high price indeed. You’ve met a number of monster kingdoms that will delight in the soft, female flesh of human breeding stock. 
 
    You’re not on the ships at the moment. Time enough for that. Resistance has been crushed in the fell sweep of your fleet across the bay. Not a soul remains free who could oppose you, and so, in the manor of the former lord of the town, you enjoy the spoils of your conquest. 
 
    Your raiders roar with you, hammering the tables that once seated nobles and merchants, now populated by pirates. You stand at the head, a goblet raised, wine as rich a red as blood quaffed like you’ve drank it since before you could walk, and a woman bent before you on the table, your hips hammering her ass and cock thudding in her tight cunt. 
 
    She was once the lord’s daughter. Or sister. Or niece. Or something. It doesn’t matter. She’s a slave now. And your fuck, and by her moans she’s since lost the ability to protest that she enjoys the feel of your manhood. 
 
    You’ve changed since leaving the tower. Of course you have. Because the man that is you is not the same as the one who entered that place. You’ve taken the name Gorek, and the career of pirate. A crew was easy to find. Victories begat more ships joining your fleet. Captains swarm your banner with the promise of plunder, marvelling at your skill on the waves. None can best you. You ride the seas like you’ve lived a life upon them, which of course, you have. 
 
    Your eyes are sharp and cruel. Your beard thick and unkempt. Your body has swelled with new muscle into a brutish frame of cruel undertaking. A part of you still remembers being a hero, at least nominally, but that part is like a vague memory. 
 
    There is only Gorek the Black, now. Pirate. Scourge. A mean feared in every port along the seas. 
 
    You roar as you hilt your cock within the woman before you. She wails in pleasure as you cum, pumping her trembling pussy with your seed. You merely laugh and shove her to the floor, grabbing another goblet of wine from the man sitting near and drinking it down in one go. 
 
    You are Gorek, the pirate king! 
 
    And no one will stand in your way. 
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    You’ve dreamed of this moment. Ached for it. Without a moment’s hesitation you rise and walk towards her. Excitement tingles through you as you press against her, and kiss her wonderful lips. 
 
    Light seems to bleed from her and into you. You shudder, moaning softly with delight as you taste the wonder that is Niffara. 
 
    Then, her hand grabs your hair, wrenching it back. You cry out in pain as the Valkyrie looks at you in contempt. 
 
    “You think you are worthy of my lips?” she growls. 
 
    You quail, realizing your mistake. “No! Mistress, please, I was overzealous.” 
 
    “Idiot!” she snarls, hurling you to the ground. You hit it hard, whimpering. Raise your head as Niffara lifts her sword. “Your insult shall be punished!” 
 
    You don’t even resist. You are unworthy to resist. Instead, you close your eyes and bow your head meekly, moments before the Valkyrie’s sword takes it from your shoulders and sends it bouncing across the floor. 
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    You know she is a wonder. A glory. And she deserves to know it. 
 
    With reverence you crawl to her feet and cling to her powerful legs. You raise your head, enraptured by the sight of her velvety cunt before you. So pink. So perfect. So wonderful and awaiting you, crested by the brand of Morgana’s dark wings and ring of thorns. 
 
    With adoration you lift yourself higher, and press a worshipful kiss to those delicate lower lips. 
 
    “Ah!” Niffara gasps, starting in surprise. “Th-that…” 
 
    “Mistress,” you moan, your tongue gliding along her folds. Lapping at her sweet juices. Energy tingling against your taste buds as you lathe and kiss her delicate folds. “My mistress. You are so wonderful. So beautiful. My goddess. Please. Allow me… allow me to adore you. To love you. Please… Oh mistress… Please…” 
 
    “Mnnn,” Niffara moans softly, her pale cheeks blooming with warm red. “You… ah… you may… nnn… adore me, s-slave.” 
 
    Your heart soars. She has accepted you. She has allowed you to show her how much you love her. With joy you wrap your arms around her waist, kneading her firm bottom, outlined in the leather straps as you lap and lick at her cunny, your tongue delving into the warmth of her pussy, tasting her inner folds, relishing the way her pussy tightens around your questing tongue. 
 
    “Mnn! Yes. Ah. Yes! Like that. Oh gods. More… Ah… Mooooore!” 
 
    You will give her more. You will give her everything! You need to please her. You need to love her. You need to show her you deserve to be her slave. 
 
    By the sounds escaping from the Valkyrie, you’re succeeding. Her hands grip your hair as she grinds her pussy on your face, her breath hot and panting as you pleasure her with servile eagerness. Your tongue climbing higher. Higher. At last finding that pleasured pearl at the top. Tasting it. Licking it. Adoring it. 
 
    “Yes. Yessss! There! Right there! Oh by the gods. Oooooh yessss! Mnnnn! Fuck. Fuck! Ah! Yes! Cumming!” 
 
    She cries out, shuddering as she climaxes, her juices spilling down your face as you moan and drink your mistress’s essence, eyes lidded with the joy of pleasing this goddess before you. 
 
    At last, panting, you pull your mouth from her muff, looking up at the flushed face of the Valkyrie. 
 
    “Was… was it good, mistress?” you gasp. 
 
    “Very good,” Niffara pants. 
 
    “May I serve you, my mistress?” you say, rubbing your cheek against her leg, looking up at her with pleading, soulful eyes. 
 
    Niffara exhales deeply and nods. “Mmm. Yes. I believe you… you may be worthy to be… be my slave.” 
 
    Your face breaks out in a beatific grin. “Oh thank you mistress!” you cry, clinging to her thigh. “Thank you thank you thank you! You won’t regret this!” 
 
    “Yes. Yes. I know. Now,” she says, grabbing you by the hair and shoving your face back against her cunt. “You are far from done.” 
 
    You quiver in delight and obediently return to servicing her perfect pussy, moaning delightedly as you lathe her cunt with your tongue. You are hers. Your dream has come true. At last. At last. 
 
    You are the Valkyrie’s slave. 
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    You’re not rushing in against a Valkyrie. Far better to hold back and wait for her to make the first move. 
 
    Which is apparently to rush you, her sword so cold it screams as she slices through the air. 
 
    “Shit!” you gasp, bringing up your own blade in a hasty parry. Blessed steel and enchanted light clash with a sound like thunder. Niffara pulls back her blade. Her wings give a single beat, carrying her into the air, her sword rising and coming down like a hammer. Again you parry, the crashing sound echoing in the emptiness. Mist rushing away from the force of the impact as you’re beaten down onto your knees. 
 
    Niffara is relentless. Again and again her blade comes down, hammering yours, the vibrations numbing your palms and arms, the cold of her blade burning your face until it’s red and prickling. 
 
    But inevitably, your sword cannot stand against her blade. And with an ear-splitting scream, your blessed steel shatters. 
 
    Your eyes widen and mouth opens in surprise, and then Niffara’s blade comes down in a final stroke, and ends your shock for all time. 
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    You think fast, because that’s all you’ve got going for you right now. 
 
    “Hmph!” you say, tilting your head. “Sword fight? Is that really it?” 
 
    Niffara lowers her blade a little, suspicious. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well! Just that, you consider yourself a champion, but you only challenge others to a martial contest. If you really were unbeatable, then it seems to me that you should be able to fight in other ways. But,” you sigh dramatically. “I suppose if you really want to fight, I can do that too.” 
 
    “What are you babbling about?” she barks, glaring at you with those icy blue eyes. “I fear nothing!” 
 
    “Psh,” you scoff. “I’m sure.” 
 
    “I can defeat you in any contest!” 
 
    “A likely story.” 
 
    Her pale cheeks are flushed with indignation. “Fine!” she snarls, her sword dissipating in a flash. “Name your contest, mortal! We will see who shall triumph in truth!” 
 
    You relax a little. The blade is gone. Baby steps. Only… what sort of contest can you defeat the Valkyrie at? 
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    You’ve got one chance at this. Gripping your sword tight, you draw it with a cry, rushing towards the Valkyrie. She looks down at you contemptuously as you rapidly close the distance, your sword swinging for her unguarded midriff. 
 
    You hit! 
 
    And… bounce off. 
 
    You stagger back under the recoil of the blow, gaping. Not even a scratch on her marble skin. You look back to your sword and try and poke her with it, only for your blade to slide off her toned midriff uselessly. 
 
    “Um…” you say. “Uh oh.” 
 
    “Indeed,” she says, and skewers you with her own sword. 
 
    You gasp, the cold of her sword so intense you don’t even feel the blow. Only a burning sensation as the flesh around your wound blackens with frostbite. She unsheathes her blade from your stomach and you fall, limp to the ground, life oozing from you in a haze of pain. 
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    Your chains rattle around your ghostly wrists as you slump on the dark ground of your prison. All around you, other phantoms moan and wail in their suffering, the rattle of their chains and whispery voices rising in a chorus of torment as they seek to express their misery. 
 
    You keep silent, for now, but you know it’s only a matter of time before you join them. Ever since you woke up, your body as substantial as the mist that eddies about you, your limbs chained to the cold ground, you’ve felt your sanity slipping away. Soon enough you will be just another lost soul, begging for some succor from the world. 
 
    And knowing none will come. 
 
    You raise your head, staring at the heavens, black as the void of despair. You always knew you were putting your life on the line in attempting to defeat Morgana, but you didn’t think your soul as well. 
 
    Is this, then, all that awaits you? Endless darkness? Endless suffering? Endless days among the damned, listening to their groans of torment? 
 
    You feel the sound bubbling in your stomach. Tears cut lines down your cheeks. You raise your hands to the heavens, and from your throat comes a wailing moan of agony. You have to express yourself somehow. Let someone know your pain! 
 
    Your cries join the dozens of others who fill the ghastly realm. Just another wailing voice in the chorus, carrying so far it all melds together like the moaning of the wind. Perhaps someone will defeat Niffara someday. Perhaps, someday, your soul will be freed. 
 
    But you doubt it. And that knowledge only makes your cries rise louder than before. Wailings of agony everlasting, uncaring. Your adventure at an end. Your torment is just beginning. 
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    Maybe violence isn’t the only way out of this… 
 
    You spread your hands before you. “I’m not here to fight you, Niffara.” 
 
    “No?” she says, her eyes narrowed with suspicion. “Then what have you come here for?” 
 
    “To fuck.” 
 
    She gives a start. “You… wh-what!” 
 
    “It just seems to me that fighting isn’t everything in life,” you say conversationally. “I mean, it would be such a shame to not discover all the other things such a beautiful body can do. And I’d be more than happy to demonstrate.” 
 
    “You… you crude creature!” the Valkyrie bellows. 
 
    You take a startled step back at her vehement shriek. “Woah! Woah! Easy there,” you say. “Calm down!” 
 
    Even as you say it, you realize your mistake. 
 
    “I AM CALM!” NIffara screams. Her wings vibrate, the shards that compose them chiming like glass. She raises her blade, and it suddenly crackles, growing longer, rawer, taking on a new shape. Lightning snaps from it, gouging out lines in the rock as she hefts a thunderbolt. 
 
    “L-let’s talk about this!” you stammer, backing up. 
 
    “No! More! TALKING!” she roars, and hurls the bolt. 
 
    All you see is a white light so intense it blinds you. Then it hits. There’s a split second of pain so excruciating it seems to last forever. 
 
    Fortunately, it really lasts less than a second. 
 
    Unfortunately, it ends with your charred body hitting the ground like a log. 
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    Your adoration of Niffara goes beyond mere love. She is a goddess, and you are a slug. A worm. Unworthy of her attention or even her notice. This knowledge burns in you like the lights of the aurora. Instinct takes over, and you fall to your knees before her, wings fluttering as you crawl to her. 
 
    Niffara takes all of this in with bemused interest, but divines your purpose as you come to her. She smirks, and eases back. From the ground behind her, with a crackle of frost, a throne of ice grows, creaking and cracking with cold as she delicately sits down and lifts her naked foot for you. 
 
    Your hands are shaking in wonder as you touch the arch of her foot. Your hands glide over that flawless pale skin, stroking it. You glance up, meeting her contemptuous gaze, and you lean in, and press a kiss to her toes. 
 
    No kiss has had more passion than the adoration you lathe onto her foot. Soon your tongue slides out and up the bottom of her foot. When you reach her toes you gently slip your lips around them and begin to suck submissively, delighting in the feel of each, showing them the sort of attention you would if they were a cock. 
 
    Niffara’s breathing has deepened, her ample tits rising and falling heavily as you worship her feet. “Yessss,” she murmurs softly, her teeth grazing her lower lip as you humiliate yourself for her. “That’s it. Adore my feet, slave. You are fortunate I allow you to kiss them.” 
 
    “I know, mistress,” you pant, your tongue again gliding up the sole, your lips kissing the top of her foot, trying to show her how much you adore her. “Thank you. Thank you…” 
 
    Niffara smirks, resting her cheek in a palm, head tilted as if to see you from a better angle. Her pale skin blooms with a blush. The throne she sits on seems to hiss softly as if her skin were suddenly too warm for the ice. 
 
    “Enough,” she says, pulling her foot from your hand, kicking you lightly in the chest. You’re sent sprawling onto your back, gasping, but any thought of getting back up dies as you watch Niffara stand and stride over you, towering above you. Glorious, her wings flaring out like shards of light, gleaming around her. 
 
    “I accept your submission, slave,” she growls. 
 
    “Oh mistress,” you gasp. “Thank you!” 
 
    “Show me your thanks,” she says, and straddling your chest, grabbing your hair, and forcing your face into her muff. 
 
    You shudder in delight, amazed you’re being permitted to worship at her honeypot so soon. But you waste no time. Your tongue at once slips free of your lips and glides up her glistening cunny, tasting the sweetness of her essence, drowning you in her lovely cunt. 
 
    “Yessss!” Niffara moans, grinding herself onto your tongue and face. “Ah. Ah! Yes. That’s it. Mnnnn! Good slave. Good slave…” 
 
    You moan at her praise, even as you stroke her labia, teasing your lips higher, higher, towards that pearl of pleasure you know to be there. Of course, Antaya doesn’t know of it. But the part that is still you does, and is used to ensure the greatest of pleasures are given to this goddess atop you. 
 
    “Oh!” Niffara gasps as your tongue flicks that pearl. “Oh… what… ah! What is… Mnnnn!” 
 
    You gently kiss her clit, allowing your lips to close around it and give it a loving, sweet suck. The Valkyrie’s thighs clamp down about your head, her voice rising in a ringing gasp as you gently tease and caress her clit with tongue and lips. Driving her towards the orgasm you can already feel worming through her like the serpent around the roots of Yggdrasil. Her hips roll against you, her hand tightens in your hair as she fucks your face. 
 
    “Yes. Oh gods yes! Yes! There! Right there! Oh yes. Yessss! Yesssssss!” 
 
    Her scream rises, a wail of purest pleasure as she cums, her juices eagerly lapped up by you. But there’s so much! It spills down your chin, onto your breasts. You moan in eager delight as you taste her pleasure. Pleasure you’ve given her. That knowledge surges through you with pride like a fire glowing in your chest. 
 
    At last, Niffara pulls your head from her muff, the Valkyrie panting and flushed. “Not… ah… not bad…” 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” you moan, smiling happily. 
 
    “Mm. Good slave. Perhaps I can make use of you,” she muses. 
 
    Your heart skips a beat. “Please, mistress,” you whimper. “I live to serve you. I beg of you…” 
 
    She smirks, basking in your servile attitude. “Hmm. Perhaps I shall. I will think about it. And you,” she says, pressing your face back into her pussy, “may assist in my decision.” 
 
    Glowing with delight, you resume your work upon her cunt. Soon enough she’s moaning anew, the tugging of your hair sending shocks of pleasure racing through you. 
 
    You’ll be sure to make your case very thoroughly for being her slave… 
 
      
 
    Serving the Valkyrie 
 
    

  

 
   
    Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    You don’t like the odds of facing a woman who filled a literal valley with the souls of dead warriors. But you also have no intention of ending up like those poor souls. If a man isn’t enough to best her, then perhaps a monster will do. 
 
    Your hand snaps to your belt and grabs the swirling green potion. You pop the cap and down it hastily. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, strength swelling through your form. You groan as your clothes and armour meld into your skin. Niffara takes a startled step back as your body grows, extending. Scales ripple across your skin. Your legs mold to your sides and your head grows smoother, narrower. 
 
    Scales hissing on the cold, icy floor, you coil yourself, lifting your head and open your jaws, revealing your long fangs. A lamia now, in all your monstrous glory and cruel, cruel pride. 
 
    “Monster!” the Valkyrie snarls, bringing her glowing blade to bear. 
 
    Your head sways as you seek an opening, then strike, fast as lightning, the power of your whole bulk behind the lunging blow. 
 
    Niffara’s wings flaps, hurling her into the air and beyond your strike, your body hissing after you as you gather once more. She hovers in the air, her crystalline wings chiming with every beat as she flutters them, her eyes narrowed at your monstrous, pale form. You hiss anew at this arrogant bird. Daring to evade your strike. 
 
    But you have more weapons than mere brute force to use, don’t you? 
 
    You know this instinctively, and factually. Did you not see Sassina attempt to use such powers on you? All it takes is a thought. And a will. A will to dominate this feeble-minded pigeon. 
 
    “Why do you fight?” you hiss softly, feeling the pulsing compulsion radiate from your eyes. Reach across the space between you and Niffara. “Why do you… ressssisssst…” 
 
    Niffara blinks in surprise. “Why?” she says. “What… what are you…” 
 
    “Ssssurely you are not ssssso foolish to look away from your foe?” you say. “Ssssurely not…” 
 
    She blink again as she tries to meet your stare. But her arrogance and martial strength are no match for your eyes. For the compulsion within them. You smirk a little as you see her eyelids droop just a bit. 
 
    “I… I do not fear… you…” 
 
    “Of courssssse not,” you croon, slithering closer, the hiss of your scales barely audible over the smoothness of your voice. Poison to the mind, and already having its intended effect on the Valkyrie. “There issss no need to fear. I am not your enemy. Not at all…” 
 
    She blinks again. “I…” 
 
    “No fear…” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “No danger.” 
 
    “…danger…” 
 
    “Jusssst… relaaaaax.” 
 
    Her wings slow their beats, and slowly she descends backs to earth. Her blade slips from numb fingers, dissolving into blue sparks before it hits the ground. You smirk, slithering down to where she’s landing, never breaking eye contact as her feet gently touch the ground. 
 
    “There,” you coo, slithering around her, knocking the back of her legs so she collapses atop your coils, sinking into them like they were a pale couch, her head tilted back, her mouth open, fairly drooling as your eyes spin away her thoughts. Her mind. Any vestige left that might be called free will. “Issssn’t that sssso much better?” 
 
    “Yes,” Niffara sighs, all trace of the arrogant warrior gone. All that’s left is an empty minded drone. Enslaved to your gaze. Your power. You smirk a little. Such silly things, these warrior types. Always putting all their effort into their muscles, leaving their minds so woefully undefended. Of course, you were like that too, weren’t you? But that person seems vague and distant. The you now is very much here. Very much real. 
 
    And has a very submissive Valkyrie in your grasp. 
 
    The tip of your tail slithers closer and gently strokes her tender cunny. Niffara gasps, mewls as your tail strokes her, casting her attempts to think back down as she moans and wriggles among your coils. 
 
    “No need to fight. I am a friend. A wonderful friend. I only sssseek your pleasssure. You love pleasssure, don’t you?” 
 
    “Ah… I um… oh…” she whimpers, eyes glowing with submissive light. 
 
    “Of coursssse you do,” you murmur, looming over her, beating her down with the force of your spiralling eyes. “And you want ssssso much pleasssure. Don’t you? Sssssoooo much delightsssss.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” she moans softly, her eyes spiralling away. Away. Away. “Pleasure…” 
 
    “Then, you musssst let me pleassssure all of you. Remove your armour.” 
 
    Her hands move to the leather straps, hesitate. “But… um…” 
 
    “Jussssst trussssst meeee,” you say, another pulse of compulsion radiating from your eyes. 
 
    You see the resistance ebb away anew, and a dim smile paint her lips. “Yes,” she murmurs. “Pleasure…” 
 
    You watch greedily as her hands shyly remove the straps one by one. From her waist. Her breasts. From around her tender cunt. Soon she is naked, pale and vulnerable, looking up at you in mindless obedience. Heady bliss. 
 
    You feel your serpentine cock swell hungrily for this beauty. For what you might do to her here. Now. But… Your eyes glance aside to your blessed sword where it has fallen, gleaming with ethereal light. Ready to free her from the witch’s curse. 
 
    But… but maybe you don’t want to free her. Maybe you want to keep her. 
 
    The warring sides of you throb in your skull. Niffara whimpers as your tail continues to tease her pussy. 
 
      
 
    Fuck Her 
 
    Free Her 
 
    

  

 
   
    Quick! Attack Her 
 
      
 
    Her guard is down! The time is nigh! 
 
    The second her sword vanishes you spring to the attack, shouting your battle cry, sword swinging. Niffara doesn’t move as your sword swings against her midriff. 
 
    Only to bounce off uselessly. 
 
    “Huh?” you say. 
 
    “As I suspected,” she said, and suddenly her hand is one more filled with her chilling blade. Panicking, you try and strike her again but your sword just bounces off her like it were made of rubber. 
 
    She thrusts, and you gasp, feeling the freezing sword plunge into your stomach. 
 
    “Just another coward,” Niffara says as you slide off her sword, dead. 
 
      
 
    Prisoner of the Dead 
 
    

  

 
   
    Fuck Her 
 
      
 
    Her helpless, obedient, beautiful body in your coils decides it for you. You smirk, leaning over her, your eyes throbbing with compulsive power. 
 
    “You want to be mine,” you purr, filling her empty head with the molten pleasure of your voice. 
 
    “Yours…” she moans, soaking it in, trembling with awareness of you. Of your power. Of her obedience. 
 
    “You want to obey. You want… to ssssserve…” 
 
    “Serve,” she moans. 
 
    You smirk, feeling your cock swell from your abdominal slit. You ease back, reclining among a bed of your own coils. Your body eases her to her feet, pushing her forward. The Valkyrie stumbles and falls to her knees almost at once, but you don’t mind. Because it puts her perfectly level with your swelling lizard cock. 
 
    Niffara lifts her head and stares at your pulsating dick. Her mouth drops, her eyes still awash with spirals. 
 
    “Sssserve your masssster,” you hiss. 
 
    She shudders in delight at your voice. “Yes…” she moans, crawling the final few feet to you. You watch, eyes alight with pleasure and power as she presses herself against your body, her soft tits cool against your scales, her nipples nubs of pleasure that makes her whimper as she rubs them against your frame. But she doesn’t let it distract her. Her hands rise, taking your cock in their delicate touch, her breath steaming the frigid air as she begins to stroke you. 
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan softly. “That’sssss it. Jussssst like that. Ssstroke me, ssslave. Ssstroke your master’s cock. Adore it. Worship it. Good ssssslave.” 
 
    You can feel her tremble with lust at your sinuous words. Her lips part, her tongue sliding free to delicately lap at your shaft, her whimpers and moans enticing you, your reptilian cock twitching under her eager ministrations. 
 
    In fact, she deservers a reward for being such an obedient slut. 
 
    She gasps as the tip of your tail once more slithers against her cunny, teasing those parted folds, making her twitch and moan with desperate pleasure. The teasing of your tail only drives her to focus more on your cock, trying to block out the sensations that make her shapely hips roll, fucking herself against the teasing tail, gasping as it pushes into her. Firmly. Hungrily. 
 
    “Yesssss,” you hiss as the whimpering Valkyrie submits to your eyes. Your will. Your cock. “Sssserve your massssterrrrr.” 
 
    “Oooooh masterrrrr,” she moans, shuddering as she lifts her lips, taking the tip of your cock between them and shyly beginning to suck and bob. But she’s still so inexperienced. She can barely fit half your cock in her mouth, but she more than makes up for that with enthusiasm, her soft whimpers and moans a delight as the once proud Valkyrie services your cock, little more than your obedient plaything. 
 
    And you want to play. 
 
    You very much do. 
 
    Your tail shifts beneath her, withdrawing from her pussy. She whimpers at the loss, but your coils merely wrap around her waist, lift her into the air. 
 
    “Do not worry,” you hiss, carrying her above you, dangling her above your pulsing shaft, so slick with her saliva. “It isssss time for you to sssserve.” 
 
    She quivers with need and fear. “M-master,” she whimpers. “It’s too big… It won’t… won’t fit.” 
 
    “It sssshall,” your purr. “Jusssst… relaaaax…” 
 
    She has no choice, really. The power of your eyes compels her. Her eyes grow lidded, her jaw slack as you slowly lower her onto your cock. She whimpers, twitching as your wedged cock works against her tight cunny, moaning as her lower lips part, as your cock stuffs her to the brink. 
 
    “Oooooh!” Niffara moans, her wings chiming like glass as they quiver with the sensation of your cock within her. “Oh master… ah… Masterrrrr!” 
 
    Mind over matter allows her to fill herself with your cock, so tight she’s a vice around you, but nonetheless she rests upon the root, her legs parted about your sinuous body as she quivers, adjusting to the fulfillment of your cock. 
 
    Then you begin to bounce her, and so goes her mind. 
 
    “Ah! Ah! Ah!” she gasps, her mouth and eyes wide open as your cock impales her. As her legs tighten and thighs twitch with the ecstasy of your cock within her. “Oh… oh gods yes. Yes! Oh master!’ 
 
    You hiss, too busy relishing the feeling of her tightness about you. Driving your cock up and into her eager depths. Her eyes are blank, empty, spinning with your domination. She’s yours. You know it. She knows it. And you’re going to make her yours. Cum in her. Tame her pussy for yourself. 
 
    “Yes. Yessssss! Cum for me, sssslut. Cum for your massssster!” 
 
    “Master! Yes! Masterrrrrrrr!” Niffara screams, throwing back her head, her hair fanning out behind her, wings stretching to their full length, chiming as she cums, screaming her delight to the world. The feeling of her vice of a pussy around your cock pushes you over the edge, and you hiss with delight as you at last cum within your slave, your cock pulsing as you stuff her quivering cunny with your reptilian cum. 
 
    She sags atop you, her head lolling, fairly drooling with the mind melting orgasm. You smirk, hissing in amusement as you resume bouncing her atop your cock. You’ll want her utterly yours before you get to work. It’s not enough for her to just be your submissive plaything. She needs to be your slave. Your lust drunk, mindless drone. 
 
    You have plans for her. 
 
      
 
    The Serpent King 
 
    

  

 
   
    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    You reach for your belt and grab the pink potion. Popping the cork, you down it, gasping as you feel the sudden warmth of the potion’s change course through you. You moan as your breasts balloon against your tunic, your hips widening and muscles shrinking. You can feel your face grow softer and more feminine, and your cock shrink into your body with a sensation that makes you shiver with a strange sort of pleasure. 
 
    You stagger under your new center of balance and face off with the Valkyrie, who looks quite unimpressed. 
 
    “So, you choose to fight me as a woman,” she says. “Very well.” 
 
    “Um, I guess,” you say. 
 
    Niffara shows no emotion as she strides towards you, her blade crackling with cold. You hastily bring up your own sword, but a sharp blow by the Valkyrie sends your weapon flying. You gasp, retreating a step, but Niffara’s wings beat, sending her suddenly forward, and her blade into your chest. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp as her frigid blade of light pierces your heart. Contemptuously, Niffara withdraws her weapon, letting you collapse to the ground. 
 
    “Weak,” she says as your vision dims. 
 
    And your true torments begin. 
 
      
 
    Prisoner of the Dead 
 
    

  

 
   
    Free Her 
 
      
 
    The part that is you, that climbed the tower, that fought and fucked your way here, pushes aside the pulsing lust of your monstrous form. Your tail slithers out and grasps your blade, pulling it back to you. You grasp it, the steel feeling oddly unfamiliar in your scaly hands. Niffara continues to stare up at you stupidly, and it almost feels wrong to plunge the blessed steel into her. 
 
    But you do it anyway. 
 
    “Ah!” Niffara gasps, stiffening atop your coils, her eyes flying open in wonder, then lidding as the curse unwinds from her, the winged mark above her mons disintegrating into smoke, leaving her naked, but freed. 
 
    You shudder as you feel the effects of the potion weaken, groaning as your body assumes once more your human shape. You stagger a little, shaking your head and looking at the Valkyrie as the spirals of your hypnotism fade from her eyes. 
 
    “Uh, Niffara?” you say. 
 
    “Y-yes,” the Valkyrie says, blinking rapidly. She looks at you more intently, and you see comprehension of all she had done under Morgana’s control come rushing back. Her eyes widen in horror, a hand rising to her lips in shock. “Oh,” she moans. “Oh by the gods! What… what have I…” 
 
    “What did Morgana do,” you say pointedly. “Her curse made you act that way.” 
 
    “But… but I…” 
 
    She’s starting to shake, her wings chiming. You grab her shoulders before she can start hyperventilating. “Listen!” you say. “Morgana cursed you. She made you do all those things. That wasn’t you. So calm down! There’s still time to fix things.” 
 
    She blinks, focusing on you and your words. Her lips part. “Ah…” she says. “You… you’re right…” 
 
    You watch her pull herself together, taking a deep breath and shaking her head. “Forgive me,” she says, bowing to you. “For all I have done. I did not mean… You have my thanks, mortal, for saving me.” 
 
    You relax a little. “Happy to,” you say. 
 
    “But Morgana still lives,” she adds, her brows crinkling with hate. “And she must be stopped.” 
 
    “Which is what I’m here to do,” you say. 
 
    She gives you an appraising look. “Yes,” Niffara says slowly, glancing you up and down again. “Perhaps you can…” 
 
    She steps away from you and into the middle of the frozen platform where she had made her lair. She raises her hand, and into it sparks another blade of blinding light. The Valkyrie plunges it into the ground, the icy floor shattering beneath the blow, shards scattering across the floor, and revealing what had been frozen beneath. 
 
    The next portal swirls at the bottom of a hollow in the ground. It swirls lazily, the stone around it gripped by the black, thorny ivy. You grimace at the sight of it. 
 
    “Through there lies Morgana herself,” the Valkyrie tells you, her voice sober and subdued. “Shall you face her?” 
 
    You sigh, hefting your blessed blade. “Well, I didn’t come all the way here not to,” you say. 
 
    “Then I shall pray for your success. And yet…” 
 
    “And yet?” you say. 
 
    She eyes you thoughtfully. “Mortal,” she says. “No blade could pierce my armour, yet you managed to best it nonetheless.” 
 
    “Oh, well. It wasn’t that big a deal…” 
 
    “You have faced many trials, champion, and it occurs to me that a seat at Valhalla’s halls would be open to you. But perhaps not, if you were overcome by Morgana.” 
 
    “Er…” 
 
    “Champion,” she says, tossing her hair, utterly uncaring of her nudity as she faces you above the swirling portal. “Should you so wish, I would be willing to carry you to those halls. Eternity of feasting and battling awaiting you!” 
 
    “Oh, um…” 
 
    “And,” she adds, and you catch the faintest hint of a blush on her pale features. “I… would not be ungrateful for all you have done…” 
 
    The implication hangs in the air, as do her amazing breasts. You look the Valkyrie up and down, her flawless pale body ready, willing. You feel your cock stir at the sight of her. It… has been a long climb. Would it really be so bad to be at peace? 
 
      
 
    Go to Valhalla 
 
    Go through the Portal 
 
    

  

 
   
    Contest of Wits 
 
      
 
    You have confidence in your martial skills, but against a being literally made to stride across battlefields as an avatar of war, you’re gonna have to be realistic. But, if you do say so yourself, you do have a brain, and perhaps battling the Valkyrie in a contest of the minds would work better. 
 
    “I challenge you to a contest of wits!” you cry. 
 
    “Of wits?” she says, tossing her hair haughtily, “Very well, mortal. So be it!” 
 
    Well, that’s a good first step. Now, the rest of said steps need to happen. Your mind races to come up with a contest of wits against the Valkyrie. 
 
    And strip her of her armour… 
 
    You raise a hand. “Guessing game,” you say. “And each time you get a question wrong you must remove a piece of clothing.” 
 
    Her eyebrows climb. “What?” she says, the T enunciated with a snap of her teeth. 
 
    “Look, I don’t make the rules,” you say as you rapidly make up the rules. “But where I come from, guessing games are only won when one person or the other is naked, and therefore proves their superiority. It’s very complicated and uh… cultural.” 
 
    Her eyes narrow, and you hold your breath, wondering if you overplayed your hand. At last, she tosses her head with a scoff of contempt. 
 
    “Hmph! Bring on your game, mortal. I never lose!” 
 
    This proves something of a misnomer. 
 
    One quite quickly proven, and emphatically, as you begin the contest. 
 
    “What is… ah… green and… misty,” she says. 
 
    “Is it… the mist around us?” you say. 
 
    Her lips purse. She doesn’t confirm it, but she does slowly remove the strip of leather around her breasts. 
 
    It’s almost embarrassing how bad she is at these games. Though, then again, given that her whole existence is dragging people whose careers see a lot of blows to the head down to Hel or Valhalla, you suppose it isn’t too surprising. It’s almost sad how she can’t guess any of yours. 
 
    “What rattles and snakes and winds about.” 
 
    “Snakes!” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I… Ah… L-leather?” 
 
    “Also no. Last try.” 
 
    “I-Ice!” 
 
    “No. It’s chains.” 
 
    She shakes in anger, but off goes another strip. 
 
    It’s not a long game. She didn’t have a lot of strips of leather adorning her, and soon enough she’s naked, the remains of her impractical yet indestructible armour lying in sad piles all around her. Her face is flushed and eyes crackling blue with anger. 
 
    “Fine!” she barks. “You won. Now what?” 
 
    “This,” you say. 
 
    So furious in her humiliation, the Valkyrie doesn’t respond fast enough. Her eyes widen as you lunge for her, sword flashing through the gloom. She raises her hand, belatedly summoning a blade of light, but it’s quite too late. Your blessed blade plunges into the Valkyrie’s chest. She gasps, doubling over, eyes opening wide as the witch’s curse dissipates, the mark above her mons disintegrating into twisting black snakes of smoke. 
 
    You pull your sword from her, and the Valkyrie staggers. 
 
    “Uh, Niffara?” you say. 
 
    “Y-yes,” the Valkyrie says, blinking rapidly. She looks at you more intently, and you see comprehension of all she had done under Morgana’s control come rushing back. Her eyes widen in horror, a hand rising to her lips in shock. “Oh,” she moans. “Oh by the gods! What… what have I…” 
 
    “What did Morgana do,” you say pointedly. “Her curse made you act that way.” 
 
    “But… but I…” 
 
    She’s starting to shake, her wings chiming. You grab her shoulders before she can start hyperventilating. “Listen!” you say. “Morgana cursed you. She made you do all those things. That wasn’t you. So calm down! There’s still time to fix things.” 
 
    She blinks, focusing on you and your words. Her lips part. “Ah…” she says. “You… you’re right…” 
 
    You watch her pull herself together, taking a deep breath and shaking her head. “Forgive me,” she says, bowing to you. “For all I have done. I did not mean… You have my thanks, mortal, for saving me.” 
 
    You relax a little. “Happy to,” you say. 
 
    “But Morgana still lives,” she adds, her brows crinkling with hate. “And she must be stopped.” 
 
    “Which is what I’m here to do,” you say. 
 
    She gives you an appraising look. “Yes,” Niffara says slowly, glancing you up and down again. “Perhaps you can…” 
 
    She steps away from you and into the middle of the frozen platform where she had made her lair. She raises her hand, and into it sparks another blade of blinding light. The Valkyrie plunges it into the ground, the icy floor shattering beneath the blow, shards of ice skidding away and revealing what had been frozen beneath. 
 
    The next portal swirls at the bottom of a hollow in the ground. It swirls lazily, the stone around it gripped by the black, thorny ivy like it was overgrowing the place. You grimace at the sight of it. 
 
    “Through there lies Morgana herself,” the Valkyrie tells you, her voice sober and subdued. “Shall you face her?” 
 
    You sigh, hefting your blessed blade. “Well, I didn’t come all the way here not to,” you say. 
 
    “Then I shall pray for your success. And yet…” 
 
    “And yet?” you say. 
 
    She eyes you thoughtfully. “Mortal,” she says. “No blade could pierce my armour, yet you managed to best it nonetheless.” 
 
    “Oh, well. It wasn’t that big a deal…” 
 
    “You have faced many trials, champion, and it occurs to me that a seat at Valhalla’s halls would be open to you. But perhaps not, if you were overcome by Morgana.” 
 
    “Er…” 
 
    “Champion,” she says, tossing her hair, utterly uncaring of her nudity as she faces you above the swirling portal. “Should you so wish, I would be willing to carry you to those halls. Eternity of feasting and battling!” 
 
    “Oh, um…” 
 
    “And,” she adds, and you catch the faintest hint of a blush on her pale features. “I… would not be ungrateful for all you have done…” 
 
    The implication hangs in the air, as do her amazing breasts. You look the Valkyrie up and down, her flawless pale body ready, willing. You feel your cock stir at the sight of her. It… has been a long climb. Would it really be so bad to be at peace? 
 
      
 
    Go to Valhalla 
 
    Go through the Portal 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Serpent King 
 
      
 
    It’s good to be the king. 
 
    You know this. The people know this. The slut currently resting on your lower body as she adores the thickness of your cock especially know this. 
 
    Naturally, since you left the tower with your new slave, you needed a home more suitable for your… level. Fortunately, a trade prince in the deserts of Shazar was more than happy to give up his palace once Niffara had slaughtered his troops and he’d looked into your eyes. And just as naturally, once you put in a proper bed in the throne room for you to bask in the heat of the desert, you needed some more slaves to show you the attention you so deserve. 
 
    And now you lounge in the languor of your rule. Shapely slave girls, their eyes dim spirals and smiles adoring, stroke and writhe against you. Two are on your waist, their tongues gliding up and down your meaty cock as they show it their devotion. You hiss contentedly, shifting atop your throne of pillows. You only lift your head when you hear the chiming of Slave’s wings. 
 
    Slave has no name. Not anymore. She doesn’t need one. Her devotion to you is name enough. Through a skylight she descends, her crystalline wings chiming as she gently lands, then goes to her knee, and bows her head to you. 
 
    You smirk. Once again she’s garbed in the leather straps that is her impenetrable armour. After all, why not? It makes her more effective, and she’ll remove it at anytime you command. 
 
    “Ahhh, Sssslave,” you croon, the tip of your tail lazily stretching out, lifting her chin so you can see how her eyes pulse with spirals of your domination. “And how did your misssssion go?” 
 
    “Master,” Slave says, her full breasts heaving as she says that word. That wonderful word. Oooh, how it races down your spine with delight to hear her form those syllables. “I did as you commanded, and sought out the Adoon tribe.” 
 
    “Mmm. Good,” you croon, the tip of your tail gliding down her throat, between her full breasts, making her breath catch. “Continue,” you say. 
 
    “A-and,” she gasps as your tail teases lower, lower. Past the firm hollow of her pale stomach. The juncture of the straps about her groin, at last finding her tender cunny. “And then I… I did as you c-commanded and… and… t-told them they must obey y-you…” 
 
    “Mnnn. Go on,” you hiss softly as your tail teases her naked pussy, stroking those pink lips with delight as she whimpers and gasps in helpless pleasure. 
 
    “And ah… and then um, when they… and then when ah… when they refused your greatness I… I d-did as… ooooh… as you ordered and… hah… ah… I um… I k-killed them a-all,” she moans. 
 
    “Well done,” you say, the tip of your tail teasing her helpless cunny, slipping just the first inch into her, delighting in the way her ass twitches, breasts bounce, and teeth nibble on her lower lip in helpless pleasure. 
 
    “Yesssss,” she moans. “I s-served you well… Oh master… master. Please. I… ah…” 
 
    “Ah,” you say. “Of coursssse. You want a reward, don’t you?” 
 
    “Please,” she pants. “Oh… oh master… Master, please. Slave… Slave needs it.” 
 
    “Of course. Of course. Come. It issss time for Ssssslave’s reward…” 
 
    She’s fairly glowing with excitement, scrambling across the floor, her wings fluttering as she climbs onto your coils and up your form. You ease back into your throne, your reptilian eyes shining like glass as the Valkyrie you’ve enslaved moves over your groin, your cock throbbing and slick from the ministrations of your other slaves. With reverence Slave positions herself above your cock, guiding it into her slick folds. 
 
    No matter how many times you see it, you never get tired of watching the once proud Valkyrie’s eyes roll back, her lips part with a whimper of purest pleasure as your cock once more impales her. Her lips tremble with delight as she rolls her hips, riding the pillar of your manhood, whimpering and moaning in helpless delight as she fucks herself atop you, her wings chiming, her pants hot and frantic. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Oh master. Master! Yes! Please! Oh gods. Oh gods, master. Yessssss!” 
 
    You hiss in mirth, and in pleasure. The tightness of her always surprises you, and your hands grasp her hips, driving her down harder onto your cock, breathing hard as you stuff her tender depths anew. 
 
    “Yessss. Take it, ssssslave. Take your massster’ssss cock. You need it. You want it!” 
 
    “Neeeeed iiiiiit!” she moans, her breasts bouncing as she rides you. “Master. Oh gods. Master! Please! May I cum? Slave needs… ah… needs to cum. Oh master. Pleeeease!” 
 
    You hiss low, working your cock into her faster. Faster. Hearing her moans of ecstasy. Watching her breasts bounce, her silver hair shine, her pale skin grow beaded with her sweat. 
 
    “Yessss. Cum for me, ssslave. Cum for your master!” 
 
    The words flick the switch within her mind. She hilts your cock within her, and cums, orgasm like a fountain of pleasure within her, her wings chiming like silver bells as they quiver with the tension of her peak. “Yesssss! Master! Thank youuuuuu!” 
 
    You groan as her pussy tightens around your cock, and you cannot help but join in her orgasm, pumping your serpent seed into her eager depths. 
 
    She collapses atop you, spent, wasted by the peak of her sweet orgasm. You let her recover, already lazily sliding your cock in and out of her anew. She whimpers in pleasure, her wings fluttering and flexing with the pleasured aftershocks of her orgasm. You’ll fuck her many times tonight, and maybe even allow the other slaves to enjoy her. You know they’re jealous of her, but you don’t mind. Let your servants amuse themselves. They are all yours. 
 
    And it is so very good to be the king. 
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    Go Through the Portal 
 
      
 
    You’ve come too far now to abandon your quest. “Thank you,” you tell the Valkyrie. “But I have to keep going. Morgana is just up ahead.” 
 
    The winged woman sighs, bowing her silver haired head. “I understand. In truth, if you were worthy of Valhalla, I suppose you would not have agreed to ascend quite yet. Best of luck to you, mortal. And beware the witch’s beauty.” 
 
    Remembering the hunched, toothless crone who had stolen your bride, you say, “I… don’t think that will be a problem.” 
 
    With a farewell nod, you step forward, take a deep breath, and step through the final portal, and into Morgana’s lair. 
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    Contest of Pleasure 
 
      
 
    There is one sphere where you’re absolutely positive you outmatch the arrogant Valkyrie, but only someone absolutely underhanded and scheming would do it. 
 
    Sounds about right. 
 
    “A contest of endurance!” you declare, grinning. 
 
    Niffara sniffs, flicking some of her silver hair from her face. “A simple task. I can outrun, outfight, and outdistance you in any way, mortal.” 
 
    “But can you outfuck?” 
 
    She blinks. “I… what?” 
 
    “You heard me,” you say. “Can you, Niffara, make me cum before I make you.” 
 
    You watch her jaw fall. Then, her pale features redden with a sudden blush. “Wh-what! How dare you!” 
 
    “Oh, chicken, eh?” you say. “Only want to play the game you know you’ll win at?” 
 
    “I am not chicken!” she snaps. 
 
    “Then why don’t you accept?” 
 
    “I… Because… It’s… It’s indecent!” 
 
    “Oh, like that armour isn’t,” you say, gesturing at the straps that bind her body up. “You just don’t want to lose.” 
 
    “I never lose!” 
 
    “Then accept.” 
 
    “Fine!” she snaps. “We will see, mortal, how you fare!” 
 
    You grin. “Alright,” you say, practically tearing open your jacket to reveal your toned chest. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    Niffara’s been to enough battlefields that a man’s body is no stranger to her, though they were often in pieces by the time she arrived. Still, you can tell that the context of it has never occurred to her like this, and as she watches you strip away your armour, her blush only deepens. 
 
    Especially when your pants and underwear go. 
 
    She swallows thickly at the sight of your cock, proud and jutting at her, aroused despite the cold and your predicament, or maybe because of it. You’ve certainly learned a number of new reasons to get hard, and apparently a fuck-faceoff with a Valkyrie in frozen hel will do it. 
 
    So many new discoveries. 
 
    You move towards her and she furrows her brows as you brazenly cup her pussy. She gasps, breasts rising with her sudden intake of breath. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll be gentle,” you say, stroking her glistening folds. 
 
    Her flush deepens. “F-fool! Do you really think nnnn!” 
 
    You kiss her, pushing her back onto the cold ground, her wings tinkling as they brush the stone, her gasp into your lips soft as your finger continues to stroke her cunny. Your kiss grows hotter. Your tongue plunders her mouth as she moans, her eyes grown lidded, her hips moving to your touch. 
 
    She’s almost pathetically sensitive, gasping and whimpering as you touch and stroke her. You almost feel bad. 
 
    You know, if she hadn’t earlier threatened to chain your soul in a plain of wailing misery. Fortunately, you see no reason to stop, nor why not to allow yourself some fun. After all, the point is to make her cum, and you think you have a pretty good handle on that. 
 
    “Y-you… ah… you bastard,” she gasps. 
 
    “Why? Don’t you love it?” 
 
    “N-noooooo!” she moans, quivering as your finger slides higher, strumming her clit. 
 
    “I think you do,” you say. “In fact, I think you need a bit more…” 
 
    It’s tempting to fuck her, to pound her slutty pussy with your cock, but why take the chance of cumming before she does? You have far more tools than that. 
 
    You release her, only to grab her hips and lift her up. She gasps, then cries out as your tongue replaces your finger, stroking her pussy with every hint of satisfaction. 
 
    “O-ooooooh!” she moans, biting her knuckles, her legs and arms moving with the uncertainty of ecstatic pleasure. “You… you… mnnnnn!” 
 
    “All you gotta do is cum,” you tease as your tongue continues to lash her. 
 
    “Mnnn!” 
 
    “Or do you want to feel better?” 
 
    “B-better?” 
 
    “I can do much more if I can get at those nipples,” you say. 
 
    Her hands shake as they rise to the straps that bind her chest. She hesitates. “I…” 
 
    “Don’t you want it?” 
 
    She bites her lips, needing that final push. 
 
    You can do that. 
 
    Your tongue travels to the peak of her pussy, teasing that hood, that pearl of pleasure, and gently, you graze it with your teeth. 
 
    Her hips buck. Her gasp trills. “Nnnnn!” 
 
    “I can do more,” you say. 
 
    You don’t have to say more. She’s already tearing off those strips of leather. You reward her by reaching up and grasping those budding breasts, squeezing them, making her moan as your tongue continues its assault on her clit and your fingers pinch and tweak her throbbing nipples. 
 
    “Ah. Ah! Mnnnn! Nnnn! Oh gods… Ah… Oh gods of the h-halls! Oh gods yes. Yes!” 
 
    “Do you want to cum?” you tease. 
 
    “I… ng! I ah…” 
 
    “Do you want me to fuck you? Do you want to cum with my cock in you?” 
 
    Her eyes are smoky. Her cheeks are aflame. She manages a shaky nod, her breasts heaving with pleasure. 
 
    “Take off the last of your armour.” 
 
    She does. Any reluctance she formerly felt is utterly lost to the thought of taking your cock. Her straps are torn away, baring her pale curves. Without the dark bands, she looks far more vulnerable, a sight that makes your cock throb with anticipation of defiling her curvy body. 
 
    Mustn’t disappoint. 
 
    You lift your lips from her pussy, pushing up her body. Kissing her. Massaging her breast while your other hand lifts her hip, aligns your cock, and slides you into her tight little cunt. 
 
    “Mmnnnnn!” she moans, shuddering, arching as your cock stuffs the sweet tightness of her cunt. She arches, rocking against your thrusts, every moan and whimper amplified with sweet pleasure. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you moan in tandem to her, rutting her delicate pussy. Fucking her like the slut she so needs to be. 
 
    “Ah. Ah! Ah!” she pants, every gasp timed to another thrust. Another slap of flesh on flesh as you fuck her. Kiss her. Tease her to a moaning, whimpering mess of female flesh. Her wings chime and her silver hair flickers in the light of her wings. Her eyes are wide and lost in the sensation of her rutting. Any thought of the contest banished before the sensation of your cock hammering her. Her inner walls squeezing you. 
 
    You feel her orgasm peaking. The tightening of her pussy. The way her pants quicken and her soft lips part, eyes widening as a sensation the likes of which she’s never dreamed rise from deep within her. “Oh. Oh gods. Gods! Yes! Yes! Oooooooh!” 
 
    Her pussy clamps down on your cock. Her whole body stiffens, and she wails with pure pleasure as your cock continues to plunder her pussy. Her cry joins the chiming of her twitching wings, the shaking of her ample tits. 
 
    You can barely hold back as she peaks. Only once she’s ridden the high of that wave do you start truly pounding her tender cunt, fucking her raw, moaning as you thrust your shaft deep into her almost virginal pussy. 
 
    “Yes. Yes! Oh fuck. Fuck! Yesssss!” you cry out, throwing back your head as you bury your cock within her, moaning in bliss as at last you cum, pumping your load into her. 
 
    Again Niffara cries out. Again she cums, joining your ecstasy with her own, shuddering in the bliss of orgasm as powerful as the first. 
 
    She sags onto the cold floor of her realm, heavy breasts heaving with panting breaths, aftershocks of her orgasms making her twitch and whimper. 
 
    You pull from her, unsheathing your cock from her drooling cunny. She whimpers, your cum and her juices oozing from her pussy. Smirking a little, you make your way back to your shed pants, and unsheathe your sword. 
 
    She’s lifted her head by the time your return. She blinks, her eyes clearing as she registers your blade. 
 
    “You-“ 
 
    You thrust the point into her. She gasps, doubling over, eyes opening wide as the witch’s curse dissipates, the mark above her mons disintegrating into twisting black snakes of smoke. 
 
    You pull your sword from her, and the Valkyrie sags. 
 
    “Uh, Niffara?” you say. 
 
    “Y-yes,” the Valkyrie says, blinking rapidly. She looks at you more intently, and you see comprehension of all she had done under Morgana’s control come rushing back. Her eyes widen in horror, a hand rising to her lips in shock. “Oh,” she moans. “Oh by the gods! What… what have I…” 
 
    “What did Morgana do,” you say pointedly. “Her curse made you act that way.” 
 
    “But… but I…” 
 
    She’s starting to shake, her wings chiming. You grab her shoulders before she can start hyperventilating. “Listen!” you say. “Morgana cursed you. She made you do all those things. That wasn’t you. So calm down! There’s still time to fix things.” 
 
    She blinks, focusing on you and your words. Her lips part. “Ah…” she says. “You… you’re right…” 
 
    You watch her pull herself together, taking a deep breath and shaking her head. “Forgive me,” she says, bowing to you. “For all I have done. I did not mean… You have my thanks, mortal, for saving me.” 
 
    You relax a little. “Happy to,” you say. 
 
    “But Morgana still lives,” she adds, her brows crinkling with hate. “And she must be stopped.” 
 
    “Which is what I’m here to do,” you say. 
 
    She gives you an appraising look. “Yes,” Niffara says slowly, glancing you up and down again. “Perhaps you can…” 
 
    She steps away from you and into the middle of the frozen platform where she had made her lair. She raises her hand, and into it sparks another blade of blinding light. The Valkyrie plunges it into the ground, the icy floor shattering beneath the blow, and revealing what had been frozen beneath. 
 
    The next portal swirls at the bottom of a hollow in the ground. It swirls lazily, the stone around it gripped by the black, thorny ivy like it was overgrowing the place. You grimace at the sight of it. 
 
    “Through there lies Morgana herself,” the Valkyrie tells you, her voice sober and subdued. “Shall you face her?” 
 
    You sigh, hastily dressing. “Well, I didn’t come all the way here not to,” you say as you hike up your pants and tighten your belt. 
 
    “Then I shall pray for your success. And yet…” 
 
    “And yet?” you say. 
 
    She eyes you thoughtfully. Specifically, your groin. “Mortal,” she says. “No blade could pierce my armour, yet you managed to best it nonetheless.” 
 
    “Oh, well. It wasn’t that big a deal…” 
 
    “You have faced many trials, champion, and it occurs to me that a seat at Valhalla’s halls would be open to you. But perhaps not, if you were overcome by Morgana.” 
 
    “Er…” 
 
    “Champion,” she says, tossing her hair, utterly uncaring of her nudity as she faces you above the swirling portal. “Should you so wish, I would be willing to carry you to those halls. Eternity of feasting and battling!” 
 
    “Oh, um…” 
 
    “And,” she adds, and you catch the faintest hint of a blush on her pale features. “I… would not be ungrateful for all you have done…” 
 
    The implication hangs in the air, as do her amazing breasts. You look the Valkyrie up and down, her flawless pale body ready, willing. You feel your cock stir at the sight of her. It… has been a long climb. Would it really be so bad to be at peace? 
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    Go to Valhalla 
 
      
 
    It’s been a long journey up this forsaken tower. 
 
    And you know what? 
 
    You can live with that. 
 
    Or, not, as the case may be. 
 
    You have a good estimation of who you are, and even if you do survive this tower, you somehow doubt you’ll land a nice one of the myriad of afterlives available to you. In fact, given circumstances, a free pass into the heavens of a kind is awfully tempting. 
 
    “Yes,” you say. 
 
    Niffara perks up. “You’re sure?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” you say, warming to the idea more and more. You spread your arms. “I’m ready,” you say. “Take me to Valhalla!” 
 
    Niffara tries to hide her excitement under a dutiful veneer, but you can see the way her wings flutter with excitement as she closes the distance. She pulls you against her, her smile lighting up the gloomy hell of this world. 
 
    “Then come, hero of the world. And join the table of gods!” 
 
    She kisses you then, her lips soft, adoring. 
 
    Light seems to fill you. Spreading through your chest in a warm glow. You think you hear music, but that might just be Niffara’s wings as they shine with a glow that’s almost blinding. Her eyes are closed, her arms tight around you. 
 
    The world is moving. 
 
    Quite literally. It takes you a second to realize your feet have lifted off the ground. That you’re rising through the air in the arms of the lovely Valkyrie. 
 
    Higher. 
 
    Higher. 
 
    Higher into the beckoning heavens, and an eternity of the three F’s: fighting, fucking, and feasting. 
 
      
 
    Valhalla 
 
    

  

 
   
    Valhalla 
 
      
 
    The stag raises its head from the grass, its dark eyes staring out at the lush fields. Small stands of trees rise here and there, breaking up the monotony of the grasslands, at least, until you reach the highlands, where the Halls of the Gods stand, the great domed buildings rising like a golden dawn on the horizon. Within its halls the heroes of ages feast and laugh and fight and celebrate. Endless joys are known within. 
 
    The stag knows none of this as it stands, listening. You make no move, the arrow in your bow never erring, the string taut. Perhaps the stag heard the creak as you drew it? But it doesn’t matter. It doesn’t spot you among the shadows of the woods. 
 
    At last, the stag dips its head, and you let the arrow fly. 
 
    Your shot is true, slamming into the beast’s heart. It jumps, legs kicking once before it collapses in a heap, dead. 
 
    You stow away your bow, stepping from the shadows. You’re dressed in little, just a pair of breeches for the hunt, your chest unveiled in the ever warm air of Valhalla. You tuck aside your bow as you stop beside the stag with thought. 
 
    You hear a tinkling and raise your head, smiling as you see a familiar figure descend. 
 
    Niffara’s wings glow a golden light, her armour the same. Fitted to her body, she is both glorious and beautiful, her winged helm shining in the daylight as she lands beside you. “A fine kill,” she says, smiling. 
 
    “You were watching?” 
 
    “I did not come down to risk frightening the beast.” She admires your kill. “The halls will feast well.” 
 
    You laugh. “Does that mean I get a reward?” 
 
    Niffara blushes, glancing away. It’s not unheard of for a Valkyrie to take a lover, but it is uncommon. That said, if any deserve one, it would be you. You can still remember the High Father’s joy when Niffara flew once more into his halls, bearing you, and told him of your journey. A week of feasting had greeted the news, and your saga is still told to newcomers. 
 
    Niffara is doubtless thinking of that, even as her hands moves to her armour. She touches the diamond that centers her breastplate, and in a flash the golden clothes vanish into light, baring her stunning curves. 
 
    “A hero deserves his reward,” she breathes. 
 
    You grin, welcoming her embrace, her gasp as you lay her out on the grass, and her moan as you enter her. 
 
    You fuck her slowly and lovingly beneath the warm light of the heavens. You have an eternity to enjoy your new existence in the halls. An eternity to fight. An eternity to hunt. 
 
    And an eternity to show your Valkyrie your love. 
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    Level Thirteen 
 
      
 
    You step through the portal and into a hall as somber as it is gloomy. Not to say it’s undecorated, but it’s all distinctly… 
 
    Pointy. 
 
    Chandeliers dangle above like black thorn bushes twisted into shape, flames dancing on the tips of each in a low flicker. Candelabras with much the same look rise from the floor, twisting about before spreading forth into the candles they hold. Pillars are spaced throughout the room, some lining a red carpet that lays down the floor and leads you deeper into the void beyond the light. 
 
    You don’t move at first, expecting the old woman who has been your constant companion to show herself. But after a few minutes you venture a, “Hello?” 
 
    Only your echoes answer. 
 
    “Old woman?” you say. “You there?” 
 
    Still nothing. 
 
    You linger a minute more, but her lack of presence disturbs you. Perhaps she doesn’t have enough power to reach you so high up in the tower. Perhaps there’s some other reason. It’s a disturbing feeling. 
 
    “Alright. Guess we’re doing this,” you say, if only to fill a silence made eerie. You press on, your sword already in hand. This is, after all the thirteenth level, and therefore, the culmination of your quest awaits. 
 
    Now, if only it wasn’t so fucking creepy. 
 
    As you walk the candles begin to fade, the lights flickering about you, softly smothered with a tongue of smoke. Soon enough your eyes are straining, your blessed sword your only light, and your pace slows further. 
 
    Something moves in the dark. 
 
    You whirl in that direction, sword up. “Who’s there!” you demand. 
 
    “Me!” 
 
    Flames flare from every candle. You cry out, dazed for a moment. You blink away the tears and black spots, squinting at the glow as the room resolves into some semblance of proper shape. 
 
    You stand in a throne room as grim as the halls before. Vast curtains hang low, ragged and half torn as if by immense claws. A throne rises high at the far end of the room, its back like a raven’s head, its wings the arms, its talons stretched forth as if snatching up its prey, the steps leading to it lit with twin braziers that flare with an ill green light. 
 
    And upon the throne sits a woman. 
 
    She wears a gown as dark as night and so thin you can almost see her marble skin beneath. Her breasts are full and shapely, her legs long and crossed teasingly. Her shoulders are swamped in a cloak of dark feathers and her hair spills down her shoulders like a river of silver. Nestled in the plunging V of her dress, cradled by those firm breasts, is an amulet that glows with a terrible green light. 
 
    Your eyes linger on her jaw-dropping figure, inevitably drawn to her face and the stunning beauty of it. But then you see her eyes. Eyes filled with mirthful cruelty. Eyes you saw once before in the face of an ancient crone as she clutched your bride and leapt from the tallest window. 
 
    “Morgana?” you say. 
 
    “In the flesh! And what fine flesh, hm?” she says, smirking down at you and cradling her full tits. “Not bad, eh?” 
 
    “Yeah,” you say without thinking, then catch yourself. “Wait, I mean, no! What the fuck! You’re not Morgana.” 
 
    “Oh? Think I’m an illusion? Can any illusion have tits this firm? Or an ass this spankable? Hah!” she says, rising, giving her bottom a firm spank. The echoing smack of flesh decides it for you. No illusion sounds that real. 
 
    “Um, alright. You’re real. But you’re…” 
 
    “Beautiful? Lovely? Sexier than a devil?” 
 
    “I was going to say old and wrinkly…” 
 
    Just for an instant you see a flash of true fury in those eyes, but it’s gone in a second, replaced with amused mocking. “Mmm. True. I was looking awfully haggard, I admit. But there’s always a way around that.” 
 
    “Right,” you say uneasily. “Well, then, ahem. Release my bride!” you bellow in as much heroic muster as you can. 
 
    Morgana throws back her head and roars with laughter. “Ha ha ha! Oh dear! You’re too late, my heroic, handsome prince.” 
 
    “You killed her!” you gasp. 
 
    “Ha! Hardly. I freed her ages ago. In fact, I think you met her. Poor thing’s been hanging around the tower ever since I finished with her.” 
 
    The puzzle pieces click together. The crone at the base of the tower. The youthful sorceress before you. “Dear gods,” you murmur, looking again at the witch. “You stole her youth!” 
 
    Morgana smirks, her thumb stroking the amulet that hangs about her neck. “What can I say,” she purrs. “Youth is wasted on the young.” 
 
    Your eyes flick to the glowing green gem, then back to Morgana. “You bitch,” you growl, raising your sword. 
 
    “Why get mad at me?” Morgana asks in that mocking way of hers, tilting her head towards you with amusement. “After all, she did trick you into climbing this tower for her. She could have left any time she wanted. Sure, she’d be an old crone, but was it worth risking your life?” 
 
    “She… I mean…” 
 
    “And besides,” Morgana continues, strutting down the steps, her firm breasts moving, her long legs slipping from cuts in her dark gown with every stride. “You were betrayed long before then.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” you demand, curious despite yourself. And maybe a little turned on. 
 
    “Poor, poor hero,” the witch croons. “Such a simple prince. A warrior and a rogue, famed for your skill with a sword. Didn’t you ever wonder how you managed to land such a catch? A princess like Celia? No no. Her parents and yours knew I would be coming for her. Royal essence is so useful for spells. So, they designed their cunning little plan. Marry her off to some hero that would come to save her. It was the only thing they could do. And your mother was certainly paid well, whether you succeeded or not. And look at that! I guess they wagered right. You climbed all the way up here, resisted the siren call of twelve lovely monster girls (sometimes literally), all to best me and save the princess fair. 
 
    “But we both know better.” 
 
    “How so?” you say warily. She stands in front of you, but you hesitate with your blade. 
 
    Morgana reaches out, touching your chin with a long, elegant finger, tilting back your head as she looks into your eyes. Seductive. Dangerous. 
 
    And so very, darkly, lovely. 
 
    “I think you’re a man of opportunity. You’ve impressed me. Really, you have. I could use a man of such… mmm… vigour. It would even be worth losing all my precious monster girls to have such a dark knight at my side. And in my bed.” 
 
    “You think…” 
 
    “Tell me you don’t want to bury your face between these every night,” she says, cupping her plump tits. “Tell me you wouldn’t want to fuck me? Tell me you aren’t tempted to know my power. To be unstoppable. Fuck heroism. Fuck prince charming. We’ll do things your pretty little bride would never dream of. We’ll make this world burn in my name. 
 
    “So how about it, hero?” Morgana asks, her smile wicked, her eyes aflame. “Let’s be bad.” 
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    Be Bad 
 
      
 
    On one level, you know you shouldn’t. 
 
    On another level, you can’t help but think of all the manipulations, lies, and efforts that have gotten you here today. 
 
    And on a third level, your eyes are riveted to the witch’s plump tits and curvy frame, just begging for a good, hard dicking, all the while promising you can do whatever you want, and damn the consequences. 
 
    Decisions are made. 
 
    You reach out, wrap an arm around her waist, and haul her close. Morgana laughs throatily, her tits pressing against your chest, her smoky eyes lidded as her arms loop around your neck, pulling you close. “Mmm. I knew you’d make the right decision,” she croons. 
 
    “Shut up and fuck,” you snarl, and crush with a kiss. 
 
    She moans against your lips, returning it with a hunger that matches your own. Her body sings to your rough touch, arching against you, mashing her firm tits against your chest as she grinds herself against your leg, as brazen as she is lovely. A creature of pure, sensuous delight. You growl, sweeping her about, hands tearing her filmy gown from her stunning curves and baring her pale flesh for all the world to see. 
 
    She moans, her hands running down your back, and you feel your clothes part, disintegrating with a hiss as they melt away like her touch were acid. But only your clothes. Your flesh instead is given a taste of her nails, scratching you hard enough to draw blood. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, growling. “Bitch!” 
 
    “You love it,” she laughs, her eyes smoky, her amulet bouncing atop her naked tits. She suddenly slithers free of your arms, falling back. 
 
    Shadows coalesce beneath her, rising like smoke and forming a huge, dark bed. She lands on them, propping herself up on her elbows as she looks up at your teasingly, clad in nothing but the torn rags of her gown like some jungle queen waiting to be ravished. “Come on,” she says, her dark lashes fluttering. “Fuck me like the slut I am.” 
 
    Damn her, but she knows how to get your engine purring. The opportunity to really fuck this bitch that tormented you all the way up this tower is almost too much to bear, to say nothing of what she offers afterwards. Freedom to let loose all your worst instincts. Power to do whatever you want. Carte blanche is a wonderful feeling, and you intend to make her pay for every step up this fucking tower of torments. 
 
    You climb onto the bed after her, a growl rumbling from your throat. Her breasts heave as you grab her hips, pushing them open, baring her shaven slit. 
 
    “Come on,” Morgana breathes. “Don’t be shy. I’ve taken bigger than you. Promise.” 
 
    “Whore,” you rumble, but you smirk. That said, you’re not going to just ram in there. Instead you move over her further, and push a finger into her. 
 
    “Ah! Nnnnn!” Morgana moans as you grab her hair, yanking her head back. Her eyes are smoky with pleasure and pain, her breasts heaving with excitement. “Mmm. Is that all you mph!” 
 
    You silence her with another kiss, as punishing as the last. As passionate as all the ones before. She moans, meeting your kiss with as much hunger and fury as your own. You drive two fingers in and out of her hot pussy, a third soon joining them, sending her moaning and bucking as you finger her. 
 
    “Mnnnn! Yes. Oh fuck! Please. Your cock. I… I need it… Need it in me…” 
 
    “Do you,” you say. 
 
    “Yessss!” Morgana moans, her dark eyes hot with desire. “I need it! Need you to fuck me like a slut!” 
 
    You slide your fingers from her depths, her juices drooling from every digit. You leisurely suck it off each finger, relishing her need. “Alright. Here.” 
 
    You grab her leg, yank her into your lap. She gasps in surprise, then moans as your cock rubs against her slick pussy. 
 
    Pushes inside. 
 
    “Mnnnnn!” Morgana moans as her depths swallow your cock. 
 
    “Fuck!” you gasp as her tight inner walls clamp down on you as you feed inch after inch of your manhood into her. 
 
    “Yesssss!” the sultry witch moans, her hips rocking as you begin to thrust into her. “Oh fuck… ah… Fuck! Yes! Fuck me, you bastard! Fuck me haaaaard!” 
 
    “Fuck!” you groan as you pound your cock into her, every impact sending her large breasts bouncing. “Yes! Fuck! Take it! Take all my cock! Take it you fucking slut!” 
 
    “Yessss! I’m your slut! Fuck me! Fuck your sluuuut!” 
 
    You lean over her, no mercy, no tenderness. You pound into her with all the hate and frustrations you’ve known since entering this tower. You snarl as her arms grab you, her nails dig into your back with the force of your fucking. The pain mingles with the pleasure wonderfully. Your cock throbs within the witch’s depths. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Oh fuck… Fuck! Do you want this?” she pants. “Do you want to be mine? My dark knight? My champion? Do you want to fuck me everyday? Do you… ah… want this?” 
 
    “Yesssss!” you groan. 
 
    “Then cum! Cum in your mistress. Cum in me now! Cum in me you fucking bastard!” 
 
    “Yesssss!” you roar, head thrown back, burying your cock within her aching depths, feeling the sweetness of orgasm surge through you like wildfire. 
 
    And cum. 
 
    “Nnnnnnn!” Morgana howls as your cock pumps into her, your thighs twitching with pleasure as you stuff her with your seed. As you feel her own orgasm surge through her, tightening her around you, her nails digging into you, her lips parting in a wide O of pleasure as your hot cum fills her. 
 
    “Yesssss!” she screams, ecstatic in her pleasure. In her joy. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you groan as you cum, emptying yourself in her. 
 
    Panting, you fall off her and onto the side of the bed, your chest heaving with the force of your orgasm. You feel the scratches on your back bleed into the sheets, and find you don’t really care. 
 
    Morgana cackles as she rolls onto her side, her pale cheeks warm with pleasure, her smirk wicked with delight. “Mmm. That was good,” she says. 
 
    “G-good,” you pant. 
 
    “So good,” the witch croons, her hand wrapping around your wilted cock. You hiss with sensitivity as she starts to teasingly stroke you. She’s got a lifetime of practice in with those hands, and you feel it with every teasing motion up and down. “And,” she said, her fingers moving down to the spot just above your cock, “I’m going to make it even better…” 
 
    You groan as her finger teases designs on your pelvis, your skin tingling with the pattern. A tingling that spreads through you in a delightful buzzing sensation. You can only focus on that momentarily, for the next Morgana has climbed over you, dangling her pussy above your throbbing cock as she looks down on you with a mocking grin. 
 
    “Now,” the witch croons, rubbing the lips of her cunny against the head of your cock. “Let’s make this official…” 
 
    And slides down, filling herself with your cock once more. 
 
    Your head falls back, a throaty groan escaping you as Morgana rides you this time, her hips rocking, her pussy tight and squeezing your cock. You groan, grasping her hips Thrusting up into her, even as she bounces atop your cock. 
 
    “Ooooh yesssss!” she moans. “Yes! Oh fuck. My knight… my… mnnnn… champion. Fuck your mistress. Make me cum! Make me cum for you. Oh fuck. Fuck! Yes! Yes! More! Give me more!” 
 
    “So… hah… greedy!” you groan. 
 
    “Yesss! I’m a greedy bitch! Now cum in me! Fuck meeeee!” 
 
    You can hardly hold out. As you feel your pleasure grow, it seems to swell beyond anything you’ve known. It races down your nerves and through your body, spreading from the space where the witch had touched you. Darkness burns in the design she wrought, and you can feel something new grow in you. A deeper sense of power. Of purpose. Of unmitigated desire. Your breath grows short. Panting. Moaning. 
 
    Peaking. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuck!” you groan as you cum anew, your cock twitching within her, swelling as you feel that peak of pleasure. You moan as your cum pumps into your foe, every burst of it radiating through you in hot quivers of sensation. 
 
    “Yessssss!” Morgana wails as she joins your orgasm. “Yess! Be miiiiine!” 
 
    Shadows deepen. You cry out as the mark above your cock burns into your flesh, etched in a brand of shadows. A ring of thorns crested by wings. The same mark you saw on the monster girls enthralled by the sorceress. Euphoria races through you like a wonderful drug. A sense of freedom. Of unmooring from something that once held you back. Morals? Values? 
 
    Fuck it. Who cares? You only know that it feels soooo gooood! 
 
    Morgana collapses atop you, sagging upright like some idol of pleasure. She looks down at you, her lips forming a tired smirk. “Mmm. How… ah… how do you feel?” 
 
    You try and formulate the change within you, but at last can only grin. “Good,” you say, your voice having a strange, deeper tenor that hadn’t been there before. 
 
    Morgana cackles, lazily reaching out and tracing the pattern on your pelvis anew. “Mmm. Well, that’s good to know. Because it’s only gonna get better from here…” 
 
      
 
    Knight of Darkness 
 
    

  

 
   
    Be Good(ish) 
 
      
 
    It’s tempting, you gotta admit. To be given carte blanche to do whatever the fuck you want, free of morality, mortality, and all while getting to enjoy the lusty sorceress as your personal cock sleeve. 
 
    But on the other hand, that’s how Morgana lives her life. And you just climbed a tower filled with evidence of what that’ll do to people. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe not,” you say. 
 
    Morgana snorts, stepping back. “Really now,” she says. “I thought you were smarter than that.” 
 
    “Sorry to disappoint.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m not disappointed,” the witch says, smirking as the shadows deepen around her, the dancing tongues of candle flames growing dimmer. “I would have preferred a partner to a slave, but oh well. I can do that too…” 
 
    You don’t like the sound of that, or the look of those shadows. You can fairly feel the oppressive darkness descend upon you. You’re in for it now. Better make it count! 
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    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    Your hand snaps to your belt and grabs the pink potion given to you so long ago when you first began your climb up the tower. Perhaps you’ve carried it for this very moment. Without a second’s hesitation you chug back the potion and hurl it aside. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you groan as you feel the effects of Meeda’s potion take hold, your muscles shrinking, your chest expanding into a pair of soft, full tits. Your ass balloons into your pants, making up for the lost definition of your muscles and stretching against the now tight fabric, made only tighter when your hips follow suit into a perfect bubble butt. A sensation only equalled when your cock and balls invert, forming a pair of tender pussy lips. 
 
    You sway a moment as you take stock of your sudden shift in equilibrium. “Ha… haha! What do you… think of… that…” 
 
    You slowly trail off, realizing you lost some height, and that Morgana was a rather tall woman. Made only taller by the way she tilts her head back, smirking down at you in a way that sends tremors racing to your core and tingling in your nipples. 
 
    “Hm,” the witch croons. “Good question. What do I think of that? Maybe we should get a more thorough impression first, hm?” 
 
    She purses her lips and blows a gust of air at you. It’s so soft, but your clothes rip from your new frame like tissue paper in a gale. You gasp, instinctively trying to cover your cunny and full breasts with your hands, with minimal success. 
 
    Morgana cackles. “Well! Not bad. Not bad at all. I did like the prince, but a princess opens up ever so many new… opportunities…” 
 
    Ohhhh, you don’t like the sound of that. Or that gleam in the witch’s eyes. You take a wary step back but Morgana merely flicks a finger. 
 
    You yelp as ropes of shadow snap up from the cracks in the tiled floor. Two bind your wrists, two more your ankles. Within moments you’re forced to your hands and knees, but it’s nowhere as bad as when the same bands wrench your arms behind you and bind them together, forcing you to push out your ample chest. 
 
    “Yes, I like that. Perfect position for you from now on,” Morgana says as she struts up to you. 
 
    “L-let me go!” you yelp. 
 
    “Hmmm. That would be rather out of character of me. I think I’d be far more likely to do… this!” 
 
    Again her fingers flash. You squeak as your legs are yanked apart, revealing your tender pussy. The witch’s eyes glow as she lifts her foot, and presses the toe against your slit. 
 
    “Nnnnn!” you groan, burning with humiliation and a strange, new sensation that tingles in your core as Morgana brazenly strokes your helpless cunt with her toe. 
 
    “Yes, this seems far more ‘me’ don’t you think?” 
 
    “P-please!” you whimper. 
 
    “But I do like begging too,” the witch muses as she continues to stroke your pussy, her toe gliding up and down, just enough pressure to push past those parted folds. “So how about this.” Her hand moves to the front of her skirt and slides a finger along the fabric, parting it seamlessly to reveal her shaven pussy. “Make me cum with that pretty tongue of yours, and I’ll consider letting you go.” 
 
    Revulsion turns your stomach. Licking this monster’s pussy? And not even a literal monster. You could stomach that (and have). But this… this bitch! 
 
    “Oooh, I like that look,” Morgana cackles, grabbing your hair, making you yelp in pain before she shoves your face against her muff. “Nice and indignant. That just makes this sweeter!” 
 
    You hate this bitch, but on the other hand, if you don’t obey, she’ll never let you go. Reluctantly, you allow your tongue to slide free, gliding up her glistening cunt. 
 
    “Mmmm. That’s it. Lick me like a good dog. My personal princess pussy licker. I like that. Maybe I’ll get you a collar with that on it. I think you’d look cute.” 
 
    This fucking bitch. 
 
    You try and ignore the constant demeaning comments from the witch, focusing instead on licking her to orgasm. And it’s… becoming easier and easier, you have to admit. Something that isn’t exactly comforting. But somehow, being buried beneath this seductress, your head wrenched back in order for her to use you as her personal dildo is somehow… 
 
    Exciting. 
 
    Even as you think it you realise you’ve been wriggling in your bonds, rubbing them into your wrists and your pussy against her foot, wantonly humping her as you lick her out. Your shame at this discovery does nothing to quell your eagerness. If anything, it makes the sensations twisting through you all the sweeter. Before you quite realize it, you’re fairly vibrating as you fuck yourself atop her toe and lick her out, your tongue instinctively finding that pleasured bead at the peak and your lips gently sucking on her sensitive clit. 
 
    “Yessss! That’s it. Right there. Oh you naughty little princess! Where did you learn to be such a good pussy licker? Mmm… Oh fuck. Fuck! Keep that up. Right there. RIght… Mnnnn!” 
 
    The sound of her pleasured peak sends you over yours, and as she soaks your face with her juices, you cum, moaning and quivering as you helplessly cum all over her foot like a wanton slut. 
 
    Morgana releases your hair, letting you fall back with a panting gasp. 
 
    “Oh my,” the witch breathes, her cheeks flushed with orgasm and eyes sparking with pleasure. “You are good.” 
 
    “Then… then you’ll let me go?” you pant. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    You gape at her. “But… you said…” 
 
    “I’d think about it. And I did. And I decided you’re much too fun to just release like a hooked fish. No no! I think you might be worth keeping.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    Your eyes follow her hand as it returns to her slick cunny. Widen as a runic ring glows about her pussy. Your jaw drops as her hand slowly pumps the air, and a phallus as dark as raven’s wings swells into her hand. Bigger than your own ever was. 
 
    “There,” she says, shadows seeping from her new cock. “Now, how about I show you how I enslaved all those monster girls.” 
 
    You realize you’re panting and quickly close your mouth, but your eyes never stray from her fat shadow cock. “P-please. I… I don’t…” 
 
    “Want it? Of course you do. Shall I demonstrate?” 
 
    Her hips move forward. You realize what she intends, but for some reason you don’t turn away as her cock presses against your face. Your lips part without thinking, and take the swollen cock of the witch between them. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Morgana moans. “That’s it. Show your mistress how much you adore her cock.” 
 
    Your cheeks burn, but you can’t stop from bobbing, sucking at first shyly, then with ever growing desire. Something about it all stirs you in ways you cannot name. In fact, the more you suck, the more you think that maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Being the witch’s helpless female thrall? Another girl in the tower? Obedient to your mistress for all time? Would it be so wrong to want that? To need that? To desire to serve this goddess of a sorceress? 
 
    “Fuck, you’re getting into this,” Morgana moans, her heavy breasts rising and falling with her deep breaths. “Mnnnn. That’s it. Suck it like that. Oh good girl. Good princess. Mnnn. That’s it. Fuck. Yes. Yes! Yessss! Oh fuck yessss!” 
 
    She grabs your hair, pulling you down onto her shadowy shaft. You gag, but then feel the cock within your mouth twitch. You know what’s coming, and you don’t fight it. As you feel her shudder, and her foul cum flood into your throat, you do your best to swallow it all. 
 
    Humiliation burns through you as she pumps her unholy seed into your mouth. You swallow as best you can, her cum thick and tasting oddly sweet, like syrup. A taste you can’t seem to get enough of. The more she fills your mouth with, the more you guzzle, eyes rolling back as you swallow the witch’s cum. 
 
    Morgana sighs and shoves you back. You hit the ground with a whimper, your stomach heavy with her cum, her spit slickened cock not reduced at all despite her orgasm. She smirks down at you, stroking her fat cock. “Good princess. Now, spread ‘em.” 
 
    You realize with a start the shadows have gone from your arms and wrists. You’re free! Free to… to… 
 
    To lie back on the ground and spread your legs, revealing the slick furrow of your pussy. To reach down and part those lower lips, baring the tender pinkness of your depths. “Please,” you pant, desperate to feel more of her. Deeper of her. Needing that shadowy cock to fuck your new pussy until it owns you. “Please… Mistress. I need it. Need your cock. Fuck. Please… Please…” 
 
    Morgana laughs at your display, but you don’t feel even a hint of shame in it. You want her cock too badly for that, your eyes begging her for it. The witch smirks and moves over you. “On your knees, slut. Show me what a good puppyslut you are.” 
 
    The reminder of your new nickname only makes you burn with greater desire. You crawl onto your hands and knees and turn about, lifting your pert bottom for her attention, shaking your ass for her cock. “Please, mistress,” you moan. “Bitch needs your cock. Please! I need you in me. Fuck your slut!” 
 
    Morgana smirks as she grabs your rear. “Good girl.” 
 
    And thrusts her shadow cock home. 
 
    Your eyes fly open along with your mouth as that arcane phallus stuffs you. A shuddering moan escapes your parted lips as she stretches you around her. “OOoooOOOOO!” you moan as she draws back and plunges home again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    Again. 
 
    Thrusting into you like her personal glory hole. Her tits bouncing as her hips spank your ass with a sharp, slapping sound. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Morgana moans. “Oh fuck! That’s how I like my sluts. Nice and tight!” 
 
    “Sooooo tight for youuuuu!” you wail, your voice breaking in the headiness of pleasure as she claims your cunt for her own. Your rut back against her cock like a bitch in heat, moaning and panting as her dark shaft stuffs you to the brim. “Please! Mistress! Cum in me! Make me your princess bitch! I need it! Need your cum! Oh fuck… Mistress… Yes. Mistress! Pleaaaaase!” 
 
    “So eager! Fine. Be… mine!” 
 
    With a final cackle of delight Morgana buries her cock within you and cums. 
 
    Her hot, corruptive seed stuffs you in a sudden swell of pleasure. You cry out in delight, quivering as her dark cum pumps into you. Feeling the mark of her domination burn above your pussy. A dark ring of thorns and raven wings. A brand of your mistress, pushing you over the edge. 
 
    And cumming like you’ve never cum before. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you scream in ecstasy as hot pleasure races through you. You shudder and moan, sagging to the floor in a limp mess of hot, panting moaning. 
 
    Laughing, Morgana unsheathes her cock from you. “Here princess. Come give your mistress’s cock a kiss.” 
 
    You moan, crawling upright once more and to her feet. Cum drools from your pussy as you press yourself against her thigh, your eyes filled with adoration, your lips kissing and tongue stroking her bitchbreaker like a good slave. 
 
    “Mmm,” Morgana purrs, stroking your hair as you lavish her cock with attention. “I think you’ll make a wonderful start to my new collection. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    “Yes,” you moan from her feet, “Mistress…” 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    A witch like Morgana is going to have plenty of tricks up her sleeves, and you don’t intend to jump at them. You bring your sword up, ready for anything. 
 
    Morgana smirks, and spreads her hands. 
 
    From every crack in the floor lash up shadows like whips. You whirl, sword cutting a wide arc, slicing through them with a flash of golden light. 
 
    Morgana cocks a brow with interest. Her hands start moving faster. More whips of darkness swell from around you, snapping at you like cobras. Your sword moves nearly as quick, slashing through the dark, the shadowy bands dissolving like burning paper. 
 
    Morgana’s not smiling anymore. Her brows are furrowed with annoyance as she raises her arms. The darkness behind her gathers. Swelling like a great wave of shadows. You have no intention of facing that, and lunge for the bitch. Morgana’s eyes widen. She takes a quick step back, throwing forward her arms. A wave of darkness surges from behind her, washing over you. You swing your sword forward, battling back against the swell, the light of your blessed blade burning the dark as your feet squeak back inch by inch. Your muscles burning with the strain of battling back the witch’s magic. 
 
    The tide of darkness ebbs, and you still stand. The dark around you is like a fog, but the burning emerald light of the witch’s amulet flares like a beacon, her body but a darker shape amid the blackness. You turn to it and lunge. 
 
    The shadows part before the tip of your blade. Morgana gasps, twisting away, her amulet flicking in the air, evading your sword by a hair’s breadth. 
 
    But she does not. Not completely. 
 
    The edge of your blade just nicks her breast, a drop of blood arching from the wound, her pale flesh marred by a crimson gash. 
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    The Giantess 
 
      
 
    Morgana stares at the wound in her flawless breast, her face ashen. She looks at you in shock. 
 
    And then, fury. 
 
    “You… DARE!” she roars. 
 
    You stagger back a step, her voice booming like thunder. 
 
    “I would have given you a chance to serve as my slave!” the witch snarls, and before your eyes begins to grow. “Well fine! If you don’t want to be my slave, you’ll be mY TOY!” 
 
    Your jaw falls slack as Morgana grows ever larger. Larger. Larger. Soon she towers above you, filling the whole of the midnight chamber. A giantess, as beautiful as she is terrible. From above the mountains of her tits she looks down at you, once more smirking, but far from playfully. Her laughter booms from on high like a goddess mocking the meagreness of those who would defy her. 
 
    “TIME TO DIE, LITTLE MAN!” she rumbles, her step forward making the floor quake. 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    “Woah, let’s not run away with ourselves here,” you say. “We can still negotiate!” 
 
    “Oh?” Morgana says, smirking. “How so?” 
 
    “I mean… look, we don’t have to fight. We’re reasonable people,” you say, lying through your teeth. Morgana is about as reasonable as your mother is kind. “We can sort this out in ways other than violence.” 
 
    “Mmm. Too true,” Morgana muses, smirking at you. “However, I won’t just give up this pretty necklace, you know. I love being young far too much. But… perhaps there is a way…” 
 
    “What?” you ask intently. 
 
    You don’t like the look of her smile. “Hm. Well, you sacrificed so much for your precious Celia coming up this tower. What’s a little more.” 
 
    Oooh, you don’t like where this is going. “Meaning…?” 
 
    “How about this. You seem like a good boy. How about I take your youth instead of hers.” 
 
    “My… but…” 
 
    “Unless you were lying about coming all this way to save her,” Morgana croons. “Unless you were trying to… trick me…” 
 
    The candles around you flicker. A quick glance shows the shadows of their glow writhe like tentacles. “No!” you say quickly. “No no no. Absolutely not. I am being utterly straight with you.” 
 
    “Good!” Morgana beams, her dark lashes fluttering. “Then, we have a deal?” 
 
    You really don’t like it, but you also don’t see much of a way out of it. You sigh, shoulders sagging. “Alright,” you say. “Deal.” 
 
    “My! What a selfless hero. I almost feel bad about this. Almost. But, a deal’s a deal. So put down that sword, lover boy,” Morgana says, spreading her arms. “And give this witch a kiss.” 
 
    You really want to deny the appeal of her demand, but the bulge in your pants belies the attempt. She’s undeniably beautiful. An absolutely horrible person, but attractive in a dark, sensuous way. 
 
    You toss your sword aside. You made your bed. Time to lie in it. Moving forward and into her grasp, you reluctantly let her wrap her arms around your neck, pull you close, and kiss you. 
 
    The press of her lips tingle through you. Her tongue glides against your lips, and you part them, gasping as she deepens the kiss. 
 
    Deeper. 
 
    Deeper. 
 
    You moan softly as her body presses up against you. Tingling spreads through your lips and the rest of you. But that soon makes way for a different sensation. A tightness in your body, as if she were trying to suck you through your joined lips. 
 
    “Mmmm!” you moan, shuddering as you feel your body weaken. As the witch moans, pressing against you, her tits mashed against your chest, even as your body thins. Even as your arms wither. Your hair loses its sheen from gold to silver. Your skin sag in wrinkles as aches and pains stretch through you like the first bite of winter’s chills. 
 
    Morgana breaks the kiss with a gasp, stepping back, almost reeling. She smiles drunkenly, touching her lips. “Mmm,” the witch moans. “That was delightful.” 
 
    You wheeze, sagging where you stand, your frame so wizened and shrunken your clothes hang off you. You feel like your skin is made of paper and your bones of dust. You raise your hands, looking at the veiny, spotted palms with horror. New worries enter your mind. Fears of death. Of the cold. Of your vulnerability and young people’s choice in attire. 
 
    “Oh dear, you don’t look so good,” Morgana says, smirking, her skin fairly glowing with life. 
 
    “I… don’t feel so… good,” you wheeze. 
 
    “Aw, that’s a shame. Well, welcome to old age! Any surprise I wanted out of there?” 
 
    You eye her wrathfully, but if she seemed lovely before, she’s absolutely striking now, her young, toned form and breasts without the hint of sag stirring your lust even more than before. “What… whatever,” you wheeze, holding out your withered hand. “The amulet. As we agreed.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. That. Well, you see, there’s a problem there.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I lied.” 
 
    “You…” 
 
    “Yes. Lied. I’m a lying liar. Oops! Should have mentioned that.” 
 
    “You… Grn! Ah!” 
 
    You clutch your chest as tingling numbness spreads through you. You stagger a step, the world dimming around you. 
 
    “Mmm,” Morgana hums. “That’d be your heart. Really, you should have controlled that temper! You’re not a young man anymore.” 
 
    You stagger a step towards her, but the world feels distant, and your legs don’t seem to be working right. You stretch out a hand to her. Accusing? Pleading? You don’t know. The only thing you do know is you’re dying. And as your decrepit frame falls to the ground, Morgana’s laughter chasing you into the darkness of death, your only thought is how foolish you’d been, and how you came so far only to fail. 
 
    And to have ever trusted a witch. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    All the rage you’ve felt since confronting this witch the first time boils up while she stands, smirking at you. All the trials, the fighting, the fucking, the enslavement, all of it brought about by this bitch. You raise up your sword and charge her with a shout, giving voice to every agony and rage you’ve known since entering this accursed tower. 
 
    Morgana smiles, and flicks her fingers. 
 
    You catch movement from the corner of your eye, but it’s far too late to confront it. Carried along by your charge, you try and turn to face this new menace. 
 
    Except it isn’t one. 
 
    It’s dozens. 
 
    Bands of shadows snap from the cracks in the floor like whips, grabbing your arms and legs. One snatches your ankle, yanking your foot out from under you, sending you crashing to the ground and driving all the air from your lungs. As you gasp for breath, the shadows slither across your arms and legs, binding them tightly together. 
 
    Morgana laughs. “Always thinking with your muscles,” she says, her fingers moving like those of a puppeteer. You’re hauled upright, the shadows dragging you back and against one of the many pillars that populate the space and stretching you spreadeagle against the stone. 
 
    You strain against their hold, but though they are as ethereal as shadows, they’re strong as steel. “R-release me!” you gasp. 
 
    “Well that would be pretty stupid of me,” Morgana says as she stands before you, her eyes running up and down your form appreciatively. “And a waste.” 
 
    You gasp as she cups the bulge of your cock, her smirk widening as she feels you swell into her hand. “Oh yes,” the witch purrs, her eyes growing lidded as she fondles your cock through the fabric, her tongue licking her lips. “A very big waste…” 
 
    “What… what are you going to do to me?” you say, trying to make it sound like a demand, even if it comes out more as a whimper. 
 
    Her eyes flick up to yours and she smirks. “Why, I’m going to teach you how to think less with your muscles, and more with your cock. How does that sound?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She cuts off your reply by grabbing the top of her gown and ripping it open, freeing the heavy orbs of her plump tits. Your jaw falls slack at the sight of those perfect breasts on full display, her smirk of amusement making you wriggle uneasily. 
 
    “Oh yes,” she says, unlacing your pants lazily, letting your chubbing cock fall forward and into her waiting palm. “I think you’d be far more fun if you only thought with this.” 
 
    “I… I have no… nnn… idea what we’re… ah… talking about,” you gasp. 
 
    “Looks like we’re already well on our way!” Morgana croons as her fingers begin to stroke your cock, pumping you while she smirks up at your blushing face. “See, what we’re going to do, my handsome prince, is milk your brain out through your cock, and make it so your only purpose in existence is to cum. Something which I’ll hold all the keys to.” 
 
    “You’re… you’re mad!” you gasp, even as your cock grows ever harder at the thought of being this witch’s personal cum slave. 
 
    “Please! I’ve had years of practice. You don’t think I only learned how to enslave monster girls, do you?” 
 
    Her grin answers her question. And to your horror she begins lazily moving a finger in slow, teasing patterns just above the root of your cock. The same place you’ve seen her emblem dissipate from every monster girl you’ve thus far freed. Horror mingles sweetly with growing pleasure as the sadistic witch continues to pump your cock, your pants growing to full on moans, your desperate efforts not to cum only drawing out your pleasured torment. 
 
    “That’s it. Hold it back, my handsome prince. I want to see you explode with cum! I want to milk every bit of your resistance, every thought in that head, every desire but to get me to fuck you right out of you. This is going to be delightful! Ohhhhh! I can’t wait!” 
 
    “W-wait!” you gasp as she kneels before you, her naked tits bouncing. “What are… ooooooh!” 
 
    You groan as her plump tits are suddenly wrapped about your cock, pumping you for all your worth, which is increasingly little. The feeling of those flawless tits rubbing your cock between them makes you moan and buck, panting as your head throbs with growing pleasure and your balls ache with the need to cum. 
 
    “Fight it, slave. Fight your mistress. I want you to cum like your life depends on it! All for me. Gimme that royal seed.” 
 
    “I… ah… ah… I’ll… n-never… never… Oooooooh!” 
 
    Your sounds of resistance fade as your peak become undeniable. As your hips desperately thrust against the shadows that bind you. As your body overwhelms your tenuous self control in a great burst of pure pleasure. You howl as you cum, your cock spurting between her tits, your mind going white with the intensity of that pleasure. 
 
    And it doesn’t stop. 
 
    You buck, rutting against the air as your cock pumps and pumps your cum onto the witch’s face and tits. As she opens her mouth, greedily letting your seed fill her mouth before she swallows. 
 
    You whimper, sagging in the grasp of the binding shadows, the blankness of your mind fading. But all that replaces it is a deepening need to feel it again. 
 
    “Mnnnn,” you moan weakly as the spot above your cock hisses, the witch’s magic branding you with the wings of her mark, framing a circle of dark thorns. Morgana cackles at the sight and stands. She touches your chin, tilting up your head so you’re forced to look into her warm eyes. 
 
    “Well, your majesty? What are you thinking about?” 
 
    You open your mouth, but only a single thought comes to mind. “C-cum! Please, mistress, need to c-cum again. Please. Please…” 
 
    Morgana laughs at your pathetic pleas. She waves her hand, and the chains of shadow dissolve. You collapse to your knees, panting and already grabbing your needy cock, pumping it with a whimper as you try and stroke yourself to another orgasm. 
 
    “Silly prince,” the witch croons as you whimper and moan, masturbating like a man possessed. “Only I get to make you cum now. See?” 
 
    She lifts her foot and presses it down on your shaft. You cry out, then groan as hot pleasure surges through you anew. Shamelessly, you hump her foot, whimpering in pain as she rubs your cock, but far more with desperate, needy pleasure. 
 
    “Well, your majesty? How about it? Will you obey me forever?” 
 
    “Yes!” you cry, your eyes pleading with her, your lip trembling as hot pleasure teases up and down your spine, your balls aching with the need to release. “Please! Do anything. Mistress… please… gotta cum. G-gotta nnnn! Gotta cum!” 
 
    “Mmm. Alright. Cum.” 
 
    You cry out, that simple command pushing you over the edge, and again you spurt your pathetic seed all over your chest. Morgana laughs at your state, even as her eyes burn with perverse pleasure. 
 
    “Oh,” she cackles. “I’m going to enjoy this…” 
 
      
 
    Slave of the Witch 
 
    

  

 
   
    Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    Morgana is a sorceress of unbelievable power and unbelievable bitchiness. You have confidence in your sword, but not that much. You didn’t climb this tower to try and match sword swings with her magic. Far better to use another tool for the job. 
 
    And lucky for you, you have just the one. 
 
    You grab the swirling green potion at your belt and chug it down in one go. The bottle falls from your hand, shattering on the ground as the changes wrack your form. 
 
    “Hrrrrr!” you groan, clenching your hands into fists as you feel your body shift and change. Pain spears through your mind, scattering what thoughts you had, your back arching, ripping through your shirt, your legs tearing apart your pants as you grow. As dark fur spreads across your frame. As your face elongates into a brutal muzzle and teeth lengthen into wicked fangs. Your tail sprouts, swishing through the air as your fingers lengthen with claws. 
 
    Within moments, you tower over Morgana, snarling. A werewolf, massive and powerful. Your lips peel back, exposing your fangs, a low, rumbling growl building in your throat. 
 
    Morgana observes this, smirking with amusement. “My my,” the witch says, her eyes bright and lidded. “Isn’t this a welcome change.” 
 
    “Kill,” you growl, taking a step forward. “Kill!” 
 
    “What? Me? Before you even got to fuck me?” 
 
    Your brow crinkles as your feral mind attempts to parse this information. “Kill…?” 
 
    “Noooo,” Morgana croons, grasping the plunging neckline of her gown, giving you a sultry look before yanking it open, tearing the cloth and letting her plump, flawless tits bounce into the open. “Fuck.” 
 
    Her throaty word stirs your thoughts and your desire. You growl, shifting, your cock swelling from between your legs in a red wedge of canine arousal. Your growl grows lower, deeper. Your yellow eyes can’t turn away from the luscious spheres of her flawless tits, your cock throbbing with hunger for this beauty. 
 
    “Kill…” you say, but the word lacks the grim purpose of before. 
 
    “No,” Morgana says, turning about, leaning against a pillar and pushing out the heart shape of her ass, defined sharply against the dark fabric of her gown. She rubs her bottom teasingly for you. “Fuck.” 
 
    The sight stirs your mind, awakening the far more dominant needs of instinct. Your tongue lolls, your pants hot as you take in the eager form of the female, her ass thrust out, needing the taste of your red shaft. A part of you is screaming it’s a trap. That you must rip out her throat like the beast you are. But a far more interesting part of you is saying, what if we fucked this bitch into a moaning puddle of lust? Cum in her, stuffing her with our thick, virile wolf seed. Doesn’t that sound nice? 
 
    Which voice you listen to was a foregone conclusion. You prowl forward, eyes feral and hungry for the shapely wench. You grab her hips, making Morgana moan in delight, then gasp as your claws tear apart her gown, shredding it and unveiling the peachy orbs of her ass. 
 
    “Yesss!” she moans, parting her legs, revealing the steaming furrow of her pussy. “Fuck me, my pet. Fuck this bitch with your fat wolf cock. Make me scream!” 
 
    Her words make your cock throb, her tone maddening. You waste no more time, grabbing her hips with your massive paws shamelessly thrusting your fat wolf cock to the root within her. 
 
    Morgana screams in delight as your canine cock feeds into her tight depths. You’re shocked that she takes all of you in that single thrust, but the shock lasts only long enough to pull back and thrust forward anew. 
 
    “Yessssss!” Morgana moans as your wolf cock pounds into her helpless cunny, her juices drooling around your red shaft and into your dark fur. “Oh gods yes! Fuck me! Fuck me like an animal! Breed me you monster! Breed my human pussy!” 
 
    You can’t even conceive of doing otherwise. Snarling, you tower over her, your hands abandoning her hips, wrapping around her chest and filling your paws with her tits. Her gasps and screams of pleasure as you mold her fat breasts while reaming her pussy drives you on. Morgana clings to the pillar like it’s all that holds her sanity whole as you relentlessly fuck her like the animal you are. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me! Give me your cum! Cum in me! Stuff me with your knot! Breeeeed meeeeee!” 
 
    You throw back your head and howl as you climax, your cock throbbing as you unleash your hot cum into her, your knot swelling, sealing her tight and your cum within her. 
 
    “Mnnn!” she moans, shuddering with the force of her own orgasm, eyes rolling as she feels you stuff her with your knot. “Oh yes. Oh fuck. So big… Oooooh…” 
 
    You pant, still gripping her beneath you as your cock throbs. Feeling her tightness around your canine cock as she whimpers and shudders with delight. At last you feel your knot shrinking, and reluctantly withdraw your cock from her tightness. 
 
    No sooner do you, than Morgana has dropped to her knees and enveloped your shaft in her soft lips, hungrily bobbing atop your cock, her smoky eyes locked with yours as one hand strokes your crimson dog dick, the other cradling the heaviness of your balls, palming them in a way that makes you growl with pleasure and your cock harden anew. You plant a massive paw against the pillar, looming over the sultry sorceress as cum drools from her pussy and her lips continue to adore the thickness of your manhood, sucking like a trained slut. 
 
    “Hah… hah… Rrrrr… rrrrooooo!” you howl as you cum, cock throbbing as you drown her anew in your cum, her lips just pulling free before your knot can crack her jaw open. 
 
    Instead she’s rising, coming up only to your chest, and yet she doesn’t seem diminished by your height. If anything, she seems stronger, her soft lips smirking, still glistening with your seed, her fat tits jiggling as she continues to stroke your cock. 
 
    “Mmm. I think I like the beast far more than the prince,” she croons, her other hand rising, sliding along your throat. This is all so strange, you don’t know how to react, other than to continue to enjoy the stroking of her hands, your cock once more swelling into her palm as she teases you. “And I did always love beauty and the beast. Though I hated how he turned back into a man. I prefer the monster.” 
 
    You growl, but without malice. Your human thoughts have long since been swallowed by instinct, and before a sultry slut like Morgana, one rises above all others. You barely feel the dark collar crackle into being about your throat, almost lost in the thickness of your fur. You’re far more interested in the hand on your shaft, urging you once more to full hardness. 
 
    Morgana smirks at you, removing her hand from your cock. You growl, but know you cannot bite your mistress. You don’t even question where that thought comes from. Your mind is too simple to parse what thoughts are yours and what are from the cursed collar already infecting your mind with its sorcery. 
 
    And even if you could, would you care? 
 
    Not when Morgana lowers herself onto hands and knees, lifting her ass once more like a bitch in heat, your cum continuing to drool from her parted pussy lips. So much lost. 
 
    She needs more. 
 
    “C’mon, my pet,” the witch says, her dark eyes smoky with desire as she swings her pale bottom side to side invitingly. “Breed me.” 
 
    You couldn’t refuse that invitation while still in control. You certainly can’t now while under the dominion of the witch’s collar. Fortunately, she has no plans on reducing your feral hunger. With a snarl you lunge for her, moving over her, your cock thrusting eagerly for her dripping pussy and stuffing it once more. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Yesssss!” Morgana screams, shuddering in ecstasy as you pump your massive dog dick in and out of her plump pussy. “Yessss! Oh fuck yes! Fuck me, monster! Breed my human pussy! Fuck me haaaaard!” 
 
    As if she needs to ask! You howl, panting, growling as you plunge your throbbing canine cock in and out of her shuddering cunt. 
 
    “Yes! Oh fuck yes. Yes! Yessss!” Morgana wails as she cums around you, and still she plunges herself back upon your red cock, eager for another taste of your animal shaft. Such depravity awakens you in ways you’ve never known. You grab her, hauling her back against your chest, making her gasp as you plunger her down onto your cock and moan as she cums again. 
 
    “Yes! Fuck! Breed me you monster! Fuck me full of your cuuuuuum!” 
 
    You can’t hold back. Howling with pleasure, you cum again, fountaining into your human slut, stuffing her full of your inhuman seed until her stomach swells a little with the sheer amount of it. At last, spent, you collapse against a pillar, heaving and panting, your cock twitching within her even as your knot stuffs her once more, sealing your cum in tight. 
 
    Moaning happily, Morgana reaches back and strokes your muzzle. Twisting her head, she kisses you, the strange feeling of her soft lips against your muzzle exciting in its own way. 
 
    “Mmmm,” the witch sighs, smirking up at you. “I think we’re going to have lots of fun. Don’t you, pet?” 
 
    You growl in agreement, nuzzling her. No longer do you see her as your enemy. Now, all you see in her is your mate. Your eager breeding bitch. The prince is gone. 
 
    But the beast remains. 
 
      
 
    The Werewolf 
 
    

  

 
   
    Wait 
 
      
 
    Oooooh shit! That’s not good. Those feet will crush you flat! You hold off, wavering as you try and see the chance to strike, but against such a giantess, you have little chance of that. Morgana grins cruelly as she lifts her foot above you and brings you down. 
 
    Having waited for the chance, you dive out of the way. Her foot slams down, stone crushed beneath her weight. The force of the impact sends you to your knees as the earth shudders and bucks. 
 
    “GOT YOU!” 
 
    Her hand swoops down and snatches you up. You scream in surprise as you’re lifted into the air, her hands soft but fitting easily around your body, crushing your arms against your sides. She raises you to eye level, smirking down at you. 
 
    “P-please! Morgana! You don’t have to do this!” 
 
    “AND WHAT DO YOU THINK I’M GOING TO DO? CRUSH YOU? OH NO! YOU DESERVE SOMETHING FAR BETTER THAN THAT!” 
 
    The giantess inhales, and breathes out a thick, dark smoke. The oily blackness washes over you, making you cough and gasp. 
 
    And change. 
 
    You groan as you feel your limbs begin to stiffen. Your body harden and clothes dissolve, leaving you naked, but paralyzed. As rigid as a plank of wood. 
 
    Your eyes can only barely widen as Morgana lowers you. As her other hand parts her dress, and bares the silken folds of her naked pussy. 
 
    And you realize what fate she has in store for you. 
 
    “Mmmmf!” you manage to moan through lips frozen stiff, even as you are pushed towards those waiting depths. As your head and torso are slid inside the witch’s immense pussy. 
 
    “NNNNNN!” Morgana moans, her pussy clamping down around you, squeezing your frozen frame in paroxysms of pleasure. “OOOOOH YESSSSSS!” the giantess moans, thrusting you eagerly into her sopping cunny. “YES! OH FUCK YES! DO YOU LIKE THIS, PRINCE? DO YOU LIKE BEING MY ROYAL DILDO? BECAUSE I DO! I LOVE FEELING YOU IN MY HOT PUSSY! MY GIANT GUNT! OH YES. SQUIRM YOU LITTLE BITCH! LET ME FEEL YOU SQIURM!” 
 
    You realize you can move, but only slightly. Nonetheless, you immediately start trying to wriggle free of her grasp. But the paralysis is too consuming, and your movements only serve to excite the giantess above you, her pussy squeezing you harder as you struggle. 
 
    “YES! FUCK YES! YESSSS! YOU LITTLE BASTARD THAT’S IT. THAT’S IIIIIIIIT!” 
 
    Her wail comes with a sudden convulsion of her hot depths. In an instant you’re drowning in her juices as she cums, her pussy rippling around you with every convulsion of sweet pleasure. You can hear her muffled wail of pleasure just beyond your fleshy prison as Morgana fucks herself with your body. 
 
    At last, she pulls you free. You gasp, soaked in her juices, reeking of her pussy as she pulls you from her cunt. She lifts you once more to eye level, and you see her flush, panting face, and the cruel smirk that hovers on her lips. 
 
    “MMMM. NOT… HAH… TOO BAD. I THINK IT MIGHT… MIGHT BE WORTH KEEPING YOU AFTER ALL.” 
 
    You whimper, so small before her greatness. So helpless. Her smile widens as she sees this knowledge impress itself upon you, and she chuckles throatily. “MMM. DON’T WORRY. MAYBE I’LL LET YOU GO ONE DAY. MAYBE. BUT,” she adds, lifting you closer, “I KIND OF DOUBT IT.” 
 
    You know instinctively that that’s the truth. She’ll keep you forever, her personal dildo, for all your days. Nothing more than a tool to pleasure herself with. Your fate after all your adventures and trials is to be nothing more than her fuck stick. 
 
    And there’s not a thing you can do to stop her. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    The bigger they are, the harder they fall. 
 
    Is the theory. 
 
    Probably accurate too, which is why, with a roar, you charge the immensity of the witch, sword raised for battle. 
 
    And are promptly scooped up by a hand as big as you are. 
 
    “NICE TRY!” Morgana booms, smirking down at you as she plucks your blade from your hand, tossing it aside like a used toothpick. “BUT NOT NICE ENOUGH!” 
 
    The full import of your situation hits you then as she holds you contemptibly in her hand. “Wh-what are you going to do to me?” you ask shakily. 
 
    “WHATEVER I WANT,” Morgana booms. 
 
    The truth of that sinks in as, with a cruel smirk, she lazily tears your clothes off you. In moments you’re naked, trembling in her hand as she looks down on you with contempt. “SO THIS IS WHERE YOUR ADVENTURE GOT YOU, HM? HOW SAD! YOU SHOULD HAVE ACCEPTED MY OFFER. BUT TOO LATE! NOW YOU’LL PAY FOR YOUR ARROGANCE! AND I KNOW JUST THE WAY.” 
 
    “W-wait!” you squeak as she lifts you, dangling you above her face. Her grin widens as you look down in horror at her smiling lips, then parts them, revealing the dark cavern of her mouth. “Wait! No! Don’t! Nooooo!” 
 
    Your scream rises as she drops you into her open mouth. Her lips close behind you, her teeth a wall of white. You struggle, but any hope of escape rapidly dwindles. Her laughter echoes in the hollow space of her mouth, her tongue rolling you like the massive tentacle of some horror, slicking you up with saliva as she wrestles you with it. 
 
    And it’s to your great shame that you’re insanely hard. 
 
    Your cock throbs, stroked by the rolling tongue of the witch, her hot breath gusting against you as you try and struggle free without any success. But worse is yet to come. Her lips part a little, letting in a sliver of light. Just enough for you to see the dark tunnel of her throat, and feel her tongue rise, pushing you towards it. 
 
    “No!” you scream, struggling for purchase. “Please! No! Not that! No! Noooooo!” 
 
    Your scream of despair echoes as at last you’re tipped over the edge, tumbling down Morgana’s throat and into her stomach, where acid will melt you utterly. Devoured by the witch, your long journey is at an end, and not in a way you could ever have dreamed. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Werewolf 
 
      
 
    The knight dies with a bloody gurgle as you tear his throat out with your claws. He falls in a clatter of steel, feebly twitching as the pool of blood widens beneath him. You lift your muzzle, sniffing the air. 
 
    The scent of steel and blood thickens the air grotesquely. You barely notice. The escort was barely worth the time. You alone could have bested them all. 
 
    But with your pack, it was a foregone conclusion long ago. 
 
    Other werewolves prowl about the lonely road through the thick forest. The knight was the only true challenge, the rest mere men at arms easily bested and slaughtered by the other wolfmen. You feel a stirring of something resembling pride in your dark heart, for they are your pack, but they are also your sons. 
 
    You cannot count the number of times you’ve fucked Morgana, nor the women the witch has snatched up and brought to her tower. At first frightened, these maidens inevitably fall to the allure of your feral manhood, occasionally helped along by the witch’s magic. But it is the witch above all who holds your lust. Many are the times you’ve fucked her full of your pups. Many are the broods the sorceress has birthed, breeding a horde of monsters to guard her tower and obey her whims. 
 
    One which you will now fulfill. 
 
    You prowl towards the lone carriage, the horses slain in their traces. You grab the door, tearing it off in a single heave of your inhuman might. The woman within shrieks and tries to push herself further into the corner. Your snout flares as you take in her scent, fear mingled with thick perfume. Your eyes devour the form that curves against her gown. She is an elf, her ears pointed and long, her beauty ethereal with fair blonde hair and wide, frightened eyes. 
 
    You growl, low and deep and reach in. She clings to the wall, but you easily grab her leg and tug. She comes free with a cry of fright, and you drag her out into the darkness. 
 
    Your sons gather around, panting, tongues lolling, red cocks swollen at the sight of the elven beauty, but your snarl warns them back. You grab the elf and throw her over your shoulder, her fists thudding uselessly off your back, her face buried in your dense fur, reeking of animal musk. 
 
    Within moments the air before you crackles, splitting open in a silver whorl. You grin your muzzle and push through the portal, and back home. 
 
    The gloom of Morgana’s tower is as complete as it is soothing. The candles burn atop the thorny steel of chandeliers and candelabras. Pillars rise from the dark like beams of solid moonlight, and at the end of it all rests Morgana’s throne. 
 
    The sorceress reclines atop it, as beautiful and youthful as she was the day she first took your cock. But there’s been changes since. Oh yes there have. For one, her breasts are brazenly bared, and far bigger than before, swollen with milk. Instead of a gown, she wears a cloak, the fabric framing her pale curves for all to see. 
 
    But the biggest change is her stomach, swollen with your latest brood of pups. 
 
    The sight of the pregnant beauty stirs you anew, your red cock swelling with arousal as you prowl towards your mistress. Morgana brightens at your presence, rising heavily from her throne, one hand stroking her stomach as if petting the unholy spawn that grows within her. 
 
    “Well done, my hound! You did wonderfully.” 
 
    You growl, dumping the elf on the floor before the steps of the witch’s throne. The elven princess scrambles to her feet, freezing when she sees the witch, her eyes widening in shock. 
 
    Morgana chuckles, swaying forward. “Don’t worry, Princess Amira,” she croons, stroking the elf’s cheek, making the poor woman shudder in terror and desire. “We won’t hurt you. In fact, we want to help you.” 
 
    “You… you do?” Amira says. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Morgana purrs, her finger gliding down Amira’s neck, across her collarbone and along the curve of breasts, the elf gasping softly as the witch’s finger brushed the mound of a hardened nipple. “We want to help you be the best monster breeder you can be.” 
 
    Red light glowed from Morgana’s finger. Amira’s eyes fly open. She stiffens, mouth parting in a throaty gasp, her eyes rolling back as she quivers with the infernal magic of the witch. You pant, your nose twitching as you scent the sudden change in the elven beauty. The slickening of her pussy as her core glows with desire, her womb aching to be bred, her pussy to be filled. 
 
    Amira sways where she stands, her eyes dim as she attempts to come to grips with the sudden change in her. Morgana doesn’t give her time, grabbing the elf’s gown and suddenly tearing it open in a single, brutal movement. 
 
    “Ah!” Amira gasps as her gown is shredded under the witch’s hand. 
 
    “Mmm. Nice,” Morgana coos, cupping the elf’s breasts, feeling their weight and firmness. “Very nice. They’ll be even better fat and milky.” 
 
    “Th-they will?” Amira murmurs, her eyes spinning, confused, yet hopelessly aroused. Her breath quivers in her breast, her eyes hot and needy. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Morgana says, moving back onto the steps of her throne, dragging the elf down to her knees, face nestled against the witch’s full breasts. “I mean, look at me? Aren’t I the loveliest woman you’ve ever seen with my big, milky tits?” 
 
    Amira stares at those plump orbs, drooling as Morgana hefts one in a free hand, gives it a squeeze, sending her sweet cream dribbling down her swollen teat. 
 
    “Don’t you want to be like me?” Morgana croons. 
 
    Amira stares, uncertain, yet unable to look away. Something about the pregnant witch arrests her eyes. As if she were looking at some primeval fertility goddess given flesh and power. Earthy and lusty. Hungry and horny. 
 
    Morgana doesn’t need an answer. Neither do you. You can see the elven princess’s lacy panties fairly soaked in the poor slut’s arousal. Then, Morgana has pulled the elf to one of her plump tits, and Amira can’t help but lock her lips upon that nipple, and begin to suck. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Amira moans, shuddering with lust and bliss as she tastes the witch’s cream, her lashes fluttering as Morgana’s milk washes into her mouth, her lips moving softly, shyly, as she suckles, at first hesitant, then with ever growing need. 
 
    “Hmm. That’s it,” Morgana coos, smirking at the elf’s blushing face, eyes dim and misty and drunk with lust. “Drink up, my elven pretty. Oh yes. I think you’re going to love it here. I can’t wait to see what the spawn of an elf and a werewolf will be like. Which reminds me. Pet? I believe you have something for our new bitch.” 
 
    Amira twitches, ass bucking at that word, but she can’t tear herself from Morgana’s tit. You have a hard time as well, enjoying the lewd scene, but the sight of Amira’s ass swaying softly side to side draws all your attention once more, and your cock swells to its full, throbbing red length. 
 
    You prowl towards her, your claws hooking in the elf’s panties and ripping the lace to shreds with a single, careless flick of your claws. Amira moans softly, but doesn’t stop you. Her body reacts on instinct, shifting her legs, baring her steaming cunny for your full attention. 
 
    You growl, getting down onto the ground. Your cold nose nudges her pussy, making Amira gasp, and when your tongue slides along her pussy, she can only moan. 
 
    “Oooooh!” Amira moans around Morgana’s nipple, milk dribbling from her mouth. 
 
    You growl, your tongue continuing to lash her, your sense of test so potent you can taste the flavour of her fertility. How badly she needs to be bred like a proper bitch. You aren’t the only one enjoying it. Amira’s hips rock, riding her pussy atop your tongue with ever greater urgency, her whimpers hot and needy. 
 
    “Yes. Yes. Yes!” Amira pants. “Oh goddess. Oh goddess yes. Yes! Mnnnnn!” 
 
    She stiffens, shuddering as an orgasm races through her like hot wine. The taste of her juices pouring over your tongue, reeking with her readiness to be bred, bringing you back to the present. With a growl you rise over her, the elven princess shivering as her sensitive skin is stroked by your bristling fur, your wedged wolf cock teasing at her pussy. You’re so big you easily tower over her, one hand planted on the steps, your muzzle an inch from Morgana’s face. 
 
    The witch looks up at you, her beast, her monster, with a terrible pride. She reaches up, stroking your muzzle. “Do it, my pet. Breed her,” she says, guides your face down, and kisses your parted muzzle. 
 
    You waste no more time, and bury your crimson cock to the hilt in the whimpering elf. 
 
    Amira cries out, then moans as she feels your hot shaft fill her tender depths. “Mmmyesssss!” she moans, helpless against her body’s need to feel the cum of a male filling her. She eagerly rocks back against you, stuffing herself with your greedy cock, whimpering and moaning as you lazily thrust forward, fucking the pathetic slut beneath you, stuffing her again and again with every buck of your hips. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Morgana moans, relishing the feel of the elf rocking against her, face mashed against the witch’s milky, fat tits. Without preamble, the dark seductress grabs the elf, forcing her face down and against her muff, moaning as Amira immediately begins lapping and licking her pussy. “Oh fuck yes! Rut her, my pet. Breed this pathetic bitch! Make her scream and beg for your cum! Stuff her full of pups for me!” 
 
    You howl, hips working, plunging your cock into Amira’s sopping pussy, the wet smack of flesh on flesh echoing in the dark chamber as you fuck the elven maiden with your bestial manhood. You have no doubts about it. No interest in mercy or love. You only need to cum. Need to stuff this moaning, panting bitch with your cum. Breed her like every other slut you’ve taken for your own. Impregnate her with your feral spawn. Build your pack. 
 
    You are the alpha, and it is your right. Your right to take what you want. Fuck who you want. 
 
    And you’re going to make this elf your bitch. 
 
    “Moooore!” Amira moans into Morgana’s muff, her eyes drunken with lust as she takes your canine cock. “Yes! Yes! Goddess, more! Breed me! Fuck me full! Fuck me! Need it! Need you cum! Need you in me! In me! Breed meeeeee!” 
 
    Her wailing cry comes on the heels of a thunderous orgasm. The tightening of her pussy pushes you over the edge, and with a howl that shakes the pillars, you stuff her full of your unholy seed. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Morgana cries out, cumming all over the elf’s face, pushed beyond the brink by the sight of you defiling your new breeding bitch, forcing Amira’s head to her cunt so she can thoroughly enjoy the lapping tongue of the panting bitch, Amira whimpering as she feels your knot swelling within her, sealing her tight so she doesn’t lose a drop of your cum. 
 
    Not like it matters. You can instantly tell your seed has taken. The bitch has been bred. You don’t even need to see the mark burn itself above her pussy. The sigil of Morgana’s black thorns and wings. Only now, capped with the head of a wolf in dark designs. 
 
    Morgana shudders with the aftermath of her orgasm. She reaches up and eases your muzzle back down, greedily kissing you again. You return her affections as best you can. Your mistress has done well. Another bitch to add to your growing harem. Soon your pack will number in the hundreds. Soon, not a town, not a city, not a village in all the world will be safe from your kind as you seize and breed any female you wish. 
 
    You are a beast, but you are Morgana’s beast. 
 
    And you’re more than happy to be so. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    Oh shit. Oh shit. Oh shit! 
 
    You have no chance of fighting her now. But you still have one arrow in your quiver, so to speak. You throw aside your sword. “Morgana! Wait! I was wrong! Please! I can serve you in other ways!” 
 
    “TOO! LATE!” 
 
    Your face falls from your desperate smile as the shadow of her foot covers you. You scream, turning to try and run, but there’s no hope of escape, and within moments, her foot comes down, crushing you beneath the sole and her toes, blood and bone reduced to a pathetic smear on the stones of her home. 
 
    You always suspected your adventure would end under the foot of the witch. 
 
    You’d just hoped it would have been less literal. 
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    Parlay 
 
      
 
    That’s not good! 
 
    You look at your sword, and realize immediately the futility of using it. You throw it away and fall to your hands and knees before the immensity of the giantess. “Morgana!” you cry, pressing your hands together as if in prayer. “Please! We don’t have to do this! We can talk this out!” 
 
    “THE TIME FOR TALK ENDED THE SECOND YOU CUT ME!” the witch thunders. 
 
    You squeak as her hand swings down, grabbing you off the floor. “I’msurewecanworksomethingout!” you wheeze as her grip crushes the breath from your lungs. 
 
    “NO MORE TALK, WORM! NOW, ONLY SUFFERING!” 
 
    You stare in terror at the madness in her burning eyes. You try and wriggle out of her grasp, but that’s pointless in her tight grip. Nonetheless, as she lifts you above her mouth, you struggle even harder. She laughs, her white teeth gleaming as she dangles you above her soft, pouty lips, and then drops you into the dark cavern of her mouth. 
 
    Your scream is quickly muffled by her mouth closing, locking you in the darkness. Her tongue moves against you, rolling you against her teeth. You struggle against the fleshy prison of her mouth, but then, like a snake, her tongue coils about you, and hauls you towards the black pit of her throat. 
 
    “N-no!” you wail. “Oh fuck no! Please! Not that! No! Nooooo!” 
 
    Your scream is unheeded, and nothing stops your descent into her throat, pulled down to the sunless depths of her stomach, where acid will melt you into nothing soon enough. 
 
      
 
    Bad End 
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    Princess Slave 
 
      
 
    Heavy is the head that bears the crown. 
 
    Unless you’re evil. 
 
    Then it’s quite easy. 
 
    You giggle from atop your bed, lazily reclining among silken cushions and floral scented sheets. Your room in Morgana’s tower is but one of many that turns your level into a dizzying maze of madness for those who dare to delve into your home. You designed it yourself, filling it with traps and tricks that cage the foolish and the unwary. 
 
    And there’s a lot of them. 
 
    Morgana has you to thank for that. One night, after riding her cock anew, your plump breasts heaving and blonde hair coiled about your head, you explained your idea to Morgana for enticing adventurers to the tower. All it would take was a simple rumor of a princess being held captive, and heroes would flock to the place to try and free you. 
 
    “Oh, how naughty!” the witch had giggled, her eyes wicked as she pumped her fingers into your pussy, her thumb teasing the tattooed mark emblazoned above your slit. “Let’s do it!” 
 
    She’d rewarded you after with the fucking of a lifetime, and the next day started spreading rumours all over the land. 
 
    And they have borne great fruit. 
 
    You stir, hearing the last crash of steel that signals your last skeletal guard has fallen. Ah well, but now the real fun begins. Naked but for a sheer gown that drapes your body like moonlight, you compose yourself on the bed, your golden crown encrusted with rubies and glittering. You hear the door open, and the heavy stride of an exhausted hero as he makes his way towards your bed. You flutter your lashes, your pouty lips glistening with lipstick as you open your eyes and behold your ‘saviour’. 
 
    He’s muscular enough, and handsome despite the fact his brown hair clings to his brow with sweat and he’s bleeding from a few cuts, but his real looks come out when his face glows with relief at seeing you awake. “Princess,” he gasps, kneeling next to your bed, using his sword like a crutch as he bangs a hand against his chest. “Thank the gods. You’re here.” 
 
    “Have… have you come to rescue me?” you say, licking your lips, your lipstick glistening. 
 
    “I have.” 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Trevor, my lady.” 
 
    “Trevor,” you say, breathing the name, your generous bust heaving, his eyes arrested to the sight of your pale tits moving just beneath the gauzy cloth. “A good name. A wonderful name for my saviour. Trevor… Thank you…” 
 
    You reach out, cupping his cheeks. He needs little urging to close the distance and press an adoring kiss to your soft lips. Moaning softly as you deepen it, your lipstick tingling against his lips as you smile. 
 
    He pulls back, groaning. 
 
    “Why,” you say, barely hiding your grin. “Is something the matter, Trevor?” 
 
    “N-nothing, my lady…” 
 
    “Are you sure?” you giggle, eyes sparkling merrily. “You’re looking a little… green.” 
 
    Trevor opens his mouth, but only a loud croak escapes. He slams his mouth shut in shock, his eyes bulging in horror. 
 
    And then, just bulging. 
 
    You sit on the side of your bed, laughing uproariously as the knight shrinks, his skin turning green and warty. Within moments, his whole body has shrunken to a lump in his jerkin. You grin as a confused frog hops from the collar of the shirt, large eyes swivelling in confusion. 
 
    “Enjoying yourself?” 
 
    True joy alights your face as Morgana walks through the full-bodied mirror in the corner, which disguises the portal to her floor. 
 
    “Very much so, mistress,” you say, smirking down at the frog as it hops away. “He was ever so earnest. It’s been a while since a hero has made it all the way here.” 
 
    Morgana laughs, and as ever, you can’t help but admire the stunning beauty that is the witch. Her dark gown flows across her stunning curves, outlining her full breasts and hips for all the world. Her dark sensuality makes you tremble with desire, especially as she saunters towards you, walking with the playful purpose of a cat seeing a mouse. 
 
    “But my dear! Don’t you know? A kiss can turn a frog into a prince. Don’t you think you should give him one?” 
 
    “Kiss a frog?” You laugh. “Never!” 
 
    “Too true. There’s something else you much prefer to kiss. Isn’t there?” 
 
    You’re fairly drooling as Morgana lazily parts the front of her gown, and reveals the shadowy cock which she used to first claim you what seems a lifetime ago. The mark it emblazoned above your own cunny warms with memory of her, your core heating up as you eagerly drop to your knees before this goddess of a woman, running your hands along her shadowy shaft. 
 
    “I do, mistress. I love to kiss your wonderful cock far more than any prince,” you sigh, putting actions to words, peppering her shadowy shaft with kisses, the lipstick marks naturally not affecting Morgana in the least. After all, she was the one who designed the sorcery. 
 
    Your mistress smirks at your slavish devotion to the tool that made you her slave. “Mmm. Good girl. But I think you need to show it even more affection. Don’t you?” 
 
    You shudder in delight as her palm rests on the back of your head, pushing you forward towards her twitching manhood. Lovingly your lips part, taking the length of her shadow cock, your lips forming a perfect seal as you begin to bob, tongue lathing the underside as you moan in servile delight. 
 
    “Mmm,” Morgana moans, letting her head tilt back while your own bobs atop her unholy shaft. “That’s it. Good girl. Suck it just like that. Mmm. What a good slut I’ve claimed. So eager and pretty. That’s right. Suck it like a true slut. Let me feel how much you love your mistress’s cock.” 
 
    You want ever so much to show her. You need her to know how much you adore your mistress. For taking you away from all that useless morality. For showing you how wonderful it was to be an utter bitch of a princess. And especially for helping you discover how much you love being fucked by her cursed cock. 
 
    Your efforts are paying off. You can feel how her breathing has deepened and the twitching of her hips have grown ragged and eager. How her panting has grown and her grip on your hair tightens with desire. 
 
    “Fuck! Yes. Yes! Right there. Suck me like that. Suck me off you royal slut. That’s it. Ohhh fuck yes! Yes! Suck my cock. Drink my cum. Oh fuck. Fuck! Yessssss!” 
 
    Her voice rises in a throaty moan. Her hips plunge her cock into your mouth, shoves your face down to the root of her shaft, and cums. 
 
    You moan, shuddering, eyes growing lidded in pleasure as you feel her corruptive seed pump into your mouth and down your throat. You whimper, suckling lightly as you adore her shaft, your throat working as you feel your stomach grow heavy with her cum. 
 
    Morgana sighs, shoving you back and off her shaft. She takes a moment to admire you on the floor, your lips stained with her cum, your tits heaving beneath your sheer gown. 
 
    “Lovely,” she purrs. 
 
    You smile. “Thank you, mistress.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, slut. Now, on the bed. Let me see that pretty pussy. I think it’s time for your daily breeding.” 
 
    Your heart swells with excitement. You pull yourself back onto the bed, lying back and pushing open your gown to reveal the pink furrow of your pussy and full, heavy breasts. You look up at your mistress almost shyly, hands brushing your tits and the pink bumps of your sensitive nipples. 
 
    “Mistress?” you say. “Please. Please, can you fuck your princess slut? She needs your big cock in her soooo badly.” 
 
    Morgana smirks at your display. “Tease,” she says, her voice low and lusty as she climbs onto the bed after you. Over you. She smirks down at you as her shadowy cock strokes your twitching pussy lips. As her free hand envelops a plump tit and gives it a hungry squeeze. “Maybe I should make you even needier, slut? Maybe I should enchant your breasts to be just a pair of big milk jugs for me to enjoy.” 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan under her cruel ministrations. “If mistress… ah… wants me to have such… nnn… big tits, I’d be so glad to… oh gods…” 
 
    “Of course you would. Because I’m beautiful. I’m powerful. And you’re absolutely…” She leans in closer. “…totally…” her dark lips breathe, “…mine…” 
 
    You don’t argue, for this is no argument. She’s right. You’re hers. Her slave. Her slut. And as her shadowy cock plunges into your tender pussy, and her lips lock with yours in a possessive kiss, you know she’s absolutely right. You’d do anything for her. Anything for more of this. 
 
    And that knowledge just makes your subsequent fucking all the sweeter. 
 
    “Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!” you gasp as Morgana ruthlessly pounds her cock into your shuddering pussy. “Oh! Oh mistress! Mistress! Yes! Yes! More! Please! Mooooore!” 
 
    You cum so easily it’s almost embarrassing. Morgana laughs as you shudder atop her cock, pulling you close, her breasts bigger than even yours, rubbing against your tits as she pounds her cock into you. Kisses you, her tongue easily wrestling yours into submission, even as she fucks you into another one. Your ass bounces off the mattress with the force of Morgana’s thrusts. Fucking you. 
 
    Taming you. 
 
    Breeding you. 
 
    “Mmmmm!” you cry again as Morgana groans, burying her cock to the hilt in your enslaves cunny. As she cums, drowning your pussy in her hot seed in a sudden wash of corruptive cum. The sigil above your cunt pulses with pleasure. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Morgana pants, unsheathing her cock from you, rolling over with a contented sigh. 
 
    You lie there for a moment, utterly spent, your head spinning from the force of your fucking. Even though she fucks you like this every day, it always seems as powerful as the first. You smile at the ceiling of your bedchamber, even as Morgana throws an arm over you and rolls you over, burying your face in her plump tits. As you begin to obediently lick and worship her tits, you giggle. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” Morgana says. 
 
    “Nothing, mistress. I was just thinking how lucky I am to be yours,” you say. 
 
    Morgana cackles. “Too true! Now get back to polishing my tits, slut.” 
 
    You obey with a will, kissing and adoring her full, pale breasts, leaving lipstick marks all over them as you find her nipples and begin to suck and nip them. 
 
    You failed your quest. You lost your wife. Your throne. Your morality, and your manhood. 
 
    But gained so very much more. 
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    Potion of Feminine Beauty 
 
      
 
    As Morgana grows closer you turn and run, desperately trying to put some distance between the giantess and you, even as you grab for the potions at your belt. Your dodge around a pillar, and even as you duck into the darkness behind another, you hear the shattering of stone as Morgana sweeps away the pillar you had just dodged around. 
 
    “GET BACK HERE!” 
 
    Not likely! 
 
    You duck away, hiding behind another pillar, deeper darkness closing around you as Morgana searches, the floor shuddering under her steps. Pulling the pink potion from your belt, you frantically pop the cork and down the drink. 
 
    “Ooooh!” you groan, your voice rising to a higher pitch as you feel the potion take effect. As your chest swells with a pair of new, buxom tits. As your ass fills your pants, even as your muscles mass is vastly reduced. You pant, leaning against the pillar, looking at your shapely female form, moaning as you feel your cock invert into a slick pussy. 
 
    Okay. 
 
    Now what? 
 
    As you try and reason that out, you hear a crack of stone. You whip about as the pillar you were hiding behind is torn from its roots, and Morgana is crouching before you, smirking down at you. 
 
    “FOUND YOU,” the giantess rumbles. 
 
    You take a quick step back, but not quick enough as her hand swoops down and grabs you. You scream, struggling in her grip, but it’s all for naught as the witch rises to her feet. 
 
    “AND LOOK AT THAT! DID YOU THINK BECOMING A WOMAN WOULD TRICK ME? YOU STUPID SLUT!” 
 
    “L-let me go!” you cry, wincing at how weak your voice now sounds. 
 
    “NO! BUT THIS CHANGES THINGS,” she adds thoughtfully, even as her fingers open up slightly, just enough for her to grasp your pants and tear them off in a single, sharp motion. “I NEED TO THINK ABOUT WHAT SORT OF FATE YOU DESERVE NOW.” 
 
    “H-hey! Stop it! Don’t!” you squeak, ignored as Morgana carelessly tears your clothes from you, soon leaving you naked in her grasp. 
 
    “QUIET,” Morgana says. “HERE,” she continues, carrying you towards the great orbs of her tits. “STAY HERE WHILE I THINK.” 
 
    Your scream as she drops you between her planet-sized tits is quickly muffled as you’re squeezed between those shapely orbs of pale flesh. You struggle, your own plump breasts squeezed against you as you try and surface from her breasts, just barely breaking free with a gasp. 
 
    Morgana glances down at you, smirking as she folds her arms under her breasts, and begins to lazily bounce them. You yelp as you sink and surface alternately from her swollen titflesh. 
 
    “S-stop it!” you cry. 
 
    “VERY WELL. I SUPPOSE I SHOULD. AFTER ALL, I’VE DECIDED YOUR FATE!” 
 
    Your eyes widen as she plucks you from her tits.  
 
    “What… what are you doing?” you gasp. 
 
    “IT SEEMS TO ME I DON’T HAVE THE TOOLS TO PROPERLY PUNISH YOU FOR YOUR INSOLENCE. BUT I KNOW SOMEWHERE THAT DOES. AND I THINK YOU’RE GOING TO FIND IT JUST. PERFECT.” 
 
    Fear shivers through you as Morgana presses her immense thumb against your pelvis, just above your pussy. “Ahhh!” you scream at the sudden pain. When Morgana removes her finger, you stare at the crest branded into your flesh. The dark wings and ring of thorns of Morgana’s curse. 
 
    “What… what…” 
 
    “I DON’T NEED TO PUNISH YOU. BEING THE BREEDING BITCH OF AN ORCISH CLAN SHOULD BE MORE THAN PUNISHMENT ENOUGH!” the witch crows. 
 
    “What!” you squeal, even as you feel a heat burn through your loins. A sizzling warmth that spreads through you like liquid fire, pounding down your thoughts in a desperate arousal. “I… ah… I… nnnn!” 
 
    “OFF YOU GO!” the giantess cackles, opening her palm. You’re suddenly falling, your scream cut off as a swirling portal forms beneath you, and you drop through, the surface rippling like a stone thrown into a placid pond. 
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    Seduce 
 
      
 
    Do you have confidence in your skill with the sword? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    Do you think that it’s enough to best Morgana in her own lair? 
 
    No. 
 
    Which really leaves you only one option. 
 
    “But Morgana!” you say, tossing aside your sword. “I don’t want to fight you.” 
 
    “That much is obvious,” she says, her eyes fixed on the very unsubtle bulge in your pants. 
 
    You clear your throat. “Um, like I said, I don’t want to fight you. But that doesn’t mean we can’t come to some other arrangement…” 
 
    She cocks her hips, resting a hand on one, her eyes mocking as she looks down on you. “Is that so?” 
 
    “Very,” you say eagerly. “I think we have a lot to offer one another. And, if I can prove myself to you…” 
 
    “It has been a while since I’ve enjoyed a princeling,” the witch muses, a finger lazily circling the shape of a stiff nipple showing through her dress. She licks her lips hungrily, her eyes running up and down your form. “Hmm. Let’s see what you’re hiding under there, then we’ll talk.” 
 
    You feel your cheeks warm at her brazen demand, but can’t deny a certain thrill as you shuck off your pants and throw aside your jacket and shirt. Soon enough, you stand naked before Morgana, your cock already at half mast in the presence of the domineering witch. 
 
    “Mmm. Not bad. Not bad at all,” Morgana muses. “Tell you what,” she says, strutting closer. “I’ve got a deal to offer you.” 
 
    “What de-eal,” you gasp as she rests a hand on your muscular chest, her finger slowly tracing the grooves of your abs. 
 
    “How about this,” the witch breathes, smirking up at you as her hand wanders lower, lower, every inch closer to your cock causing it to harden further in awareness of the sadistic beauty. “If you promise to remain here and serve me for a year’s time, at the end of it, I’ll return Celia’s youth to her.” 
 
    “A-and what guarantee do I have you will,” you say, your breath panting. 
 
    “Hmmm. My word is my bond,” she says, her eyes sparkling, her palm cupping your balls and cock, making you gasp and whimper as she lazily strokes your shaft, finger sliding along the underside of your balls, up the underside of your cock to the throbbing head. “Deal?” 
 
    You know you should be wary. That she might be lying. But the only thing you can focus on is her hand moving up and down your shaft. Stroking you lazily as her eyes smolder with naked lust, promising so much more if you agree. Agree to stay. Agree to serve her. 
 
    “I… um… Well that’s… um…” 
 
    “I have so many things to show you,” she whispers sweetly, pressing nearer, and before your eyes her dark gown seems to melt away, fading into smoke and leaving her naked breasts to press against your chest, her hardened nipples rubbing against you. 
 
    “Nnnn!” you groan as she continues to stroke your cock. “I… ah… Ummm… Ooooh… O-okay! Ah… Hah… deal,” you gasp. 
 
    “Good boy,” she croons. “And as we all know,” she adds, hand trailing back up your chest, her palm resting against you. “Your word will be your bond too.” 
 
    She suddenly pushes you back. You yelp, but behind you swirls the darkness, rising up and into the form of a bed draped with midnight sheets, soft as a cloud. You gasp, but before you can sit up the witch is upon you, climbing onto the bed and straddling you. You can’t help but look up at her as she towers over you, her shaven pussy resting on your collarbone, her face just visible through the valley of her gravity defying breasts. She smirks down at you as she grabs your hair, making you wince as she yanks your head forward and into her sweet pussy. 
 
    “Start showing me what you can do, my prince. Or this will be a very short arrangement.” 
 
    Can’t have that. You’re committed to this course now. If not before, surely when you allow your tongue to glide up her pussy, making her gasp and thighs tighten around your head. 
 
    “Mnnnn! That’s good. You’ve gotten plenty of practice! I knew it was a good idea to let you climb the tower. Oh yesssss. A good slave is an experienced one. Mmmm…” 
 
    Your ears burn with her words, reminding you with her mocking tone that this is the woman who captured and enslaved a dozen monster girls just to populate her horrible tower. 
 
    That should make you hate her even more. 
 
    Instead, it inspires you to let your tongue delve deeper into her pussy. Desperate to please her, even as she hauls on your hair, forcing you deeper into her clutching cunt. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” Morgana moans, her hips rocking as she rides your face. “That’s it. Oh, good boy. What a fine princeling I’ve caught for myself. That’s it. Lick my pussy like a good slave. Fuck. Mnnn. Yes. Oh yesssss!” 
 
    Her praise thrums through you, made even sweeter by your shame as your eagerly delves into the witch’s muff, your head spinning with desire as you eagerly service this monstrous woman. As your tongue glides higher, higher, until it finds that pearl. 
 
    Morgana stiffens, gasps. 
 
    “Ooooh!” she moans, biting her lower lip. “Oh fuck yes! Yes! Right there! Lick it. Lick me, stud. Lick my clit! Suck on it. Oh fuck… Oh fuck yes. Yes! Yessssss!” 
 
    Her scream rises as she shudders, cumming all over your face, smothering you beneath her muff, her thighs tightening, trapping you beneath her. 
 
    When at last, gasping, she lifts herself off your face, your head is spinning from the lack of air. Morgana looks down at you, flushed and smirking. “Mnnn,” she hums as she lazily moves back down your body and to your twitching cock. “I think this is the beginning of something wonderful. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you pant. 
 
    Morgana cackles, reaching down and sliding her finger around your throat. “Good boy.” 
 
    You gasp as you feel something tighten around your neck. A black band, like a collar. But before you can question it, Morgana has buried your cock within her fluttering pussy, and the softness clamping down on your prick sends your mind spinning off into oblivion. 
 
    “Oooooh!” you moan as the witch begins to ride you, laughing and gasping as her soft pussy plunges up and down on your throbbing cock. 
 
    “Cum for me, princeling. Cum for your mistress, slave!” 
 
    “Yesssss mistresssss!” you wail, shuddering as you cum, your balls tightening as you pump your seed into her. 
 
    And yet, you don’t soften. 
 
    Your cock grows almost painfully sensitive, but that only makes it sweeter as she continues to fuck herself atop you, using you like her personal human dildo. A plaything who’s sole purpose is her pleasure. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Oh fuck yesssss!” Morgana screams, her full breasts bouncing as she throws her head back, cumming for a second time, squeezing your cock within her. 
 
    You moan, unable to resist her. Unable to think of it. It’s a good introduction to your new life, for as Morgana continues to ride your cock, you have a feeling it’s going to be like this for a long time… 
 
      
 
    Slave of the Witch 
 
    

  

 
   
    Breeding Slave 
 
      
 
    Cool air rushes against your skin as you fall through the portal. The impact of something soft beneath you is as shocking as if it were a bed of spikes. You gasp, breath driven from you, and for a moment all you can do is lie there, too stunned to move as you gasp and try to regain your equilibrium. 
 
    Only then do you recover enough to sit up and take in your surroundings. 
 
    You find yourself in a large tent made of animal hide. The place is a mess, the bed you landed on made of the furs of a hundred beasts. Weapons and armour are scattered about, along with treasures tumbled in corners by the hands of someone who holds little value to them personally, but knows the worth of such things. A table nearby sports a half-eaten bulk of venison crudely roasted, the bones jutting up. 
 
    There’s a stink in the air. One that makes your nose twitch. Something musky and thick and almost feral about it. Something that makes your heart thump and your plump nipples tingle with awareness of your own nakedness and femininity. You look back down to the brand emblazoned on your mons and wince. Whatever has been done to you, you know it’ll be terrible. Morgana isn’t exactly known for mercy 
 
    You shakily stand, your slender legs doe-like as your core throbs with warmth. You look around. You’ve got to get out of here before… before whatever Morgana has in store happens. 
 
    As if summoned by those thoughts, the flap is thrust aside, and the owner of the tent enters. 
 
    He’s huge, but not fat. Muscled like a gorilla, his chest is bare and his skin a mossy green. His arms are thick and his head shaven. Two tusks jut up from his lower lips, his eyes small and beady. He’s naked, not even bothering with a loincloth as he strides inside the tent, in the midst of eating from a leg of venison when he sees you. 
 
    The orc warlord pauses, cocking his head curiously at you. You can feel those beady eyes run over your shapely form, taking in soft, bountiful breasts and curvy hips. Examining your lovely face, shocked with surprise, and your pussy shaven but for the brand above it. 
 
    You can feel the heat of that gaze as the orc grins, chewing the last of his venison and throwing the bone aside. “Hrrrrr,” the orc grunts. “Fun prize. Must thank clan.” 
 
    “O-oh. I’m um… not…” 
 
    Your voice trails off as your eyes become arrested by the meaty slab of his slightly corkscrew cock. Your jaw falls open as it swells to its full length at the sight of your feminine form. The sight of his bitchbreaker sends a sudden pulse from the runic tattoo above your mons, racing through your body in a sudden surge of lust. 
 
    “Oh…” you breathe. 
 
    The orc warrior’s nostrils flare, inhaling the scent of your arousal. His grin broadens and he crosses the floor in a few strides. You jump, but somehow can’t bring yourself to run from him. He reeks of sweat and musk and a thick, maleness that makes your heart race and pussy tighten with desire. When his hands grasp your shoulders, you can feel the might that can crush a man’s skull in those thick fingers, and something about that breaks what resistance you had to him. 
 
    You don’t fight him as he forces you to your knees, your face level with his cock. Instead, your hands rise, cradling his manhood, a shiver working through you as you feel the heat of his cock in your palms. The veiny might. The smell of his shaft making you take quick and shallow breaths. 
 
    “Oooooh,” you sigh softly as you feel how mighty his cock is. You feel your pussy moisten with eagerness to taste him. All of this you know is wrong. Is Morgana’s curse. 
 
    But that doesn’t stop you from leaning in, and taking the tip between your lips. 
 
    “Mmnnnn!” you moan, lashes fluttering as the thick taste of his cock bastes your tongue. Your head begins to bob, sucking him at first shyly, then with ever growing need. Not even your shame or humiliation can equal the moaning delight of tasting the orc’s massive manhood. Your head bobbing faster and faster as you pant and moan and whimper with lust. 
 
    “Hrrrrr!” the orc groans, his hips beginning to move, fucking the soft seal of your mouth, his fingers tightening in your hair as he enjoys your eager ministrations. The rough touch of the monster only excites you further. The feeling of such a powerful male controlling you. Owning you. Even as you know how wrong this is, you can’t help but moan and suck him harder, desperate to feel his thick cum coat your throat. You need this brute to cum. You have to have his cum! 
 
    He’s close. You can sense it, the thumping in your core like a sign of his impending orgasm. Of you at last getting what you so need. The orc tightens his grip on your hair, burying his shaft between your lips, and with a roar, cums. 
 
    You moan as his hot seed pumps into your mouth. Desperately you swallow all you can, but there’s just so much! You choke, but he doesn’t let up, forcing you to fight through that moment of weakness and keep drinking his foul seed down. 
 
    At last he releases your hair. You slump to the floor, gasping and moaning, your stomach heavy with his cum, your head spinning in blissful delight. 
 
    But it’s not enough. 
 
    You need more. 
 
    So much more. 
 
    Your stomach heavy with orc cum, you crawl back to your feet and onto the bed of furs. Panting, you lift up your heart shaped ass, legs just parted enough to reveal the tender lips of your pussy. “P-please,” you groan, your tongue thick with the taste of him, your head heavy in a pleasured stupor as you wiggle your ass needily. “Please. Need your… need cock. Need breeding. Please. Fuck me. Breed me…” 
 
    The orc chuckles, a heavy sound like gravel grinding. He moves after you, climbing onto the bed. You shiver with naked lust as he moves up behind you, whimpering as his thick, leathery fingers dig into your hips and the head of his corkscrew cock rubs against your drooling pussy lips. He’s still hard. Still so very hard. Still so full for you as he pushes forward, and fills your new pussy. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan, shivering with delight as you feel his cock stretch you around him. You bite down on the furs to muffle your cry, your plump tits cushioning you as his cock delves deep inside you. 
 
    Pulls back. 
 
    And thrusts. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp as the orc warlord begins to fuck you in earnest, pounding his cock into your twitching pussy. Fucking you like the glorified glory hole you are. “Ah! Ah! Ahhhh! Yessss! Oh gods yesss! Fuck me, master! Fuck me haaaaard! Oh fuck… oh fuck yes! Yes! More! Give me your coooooock!” 
 
    All thoughts of who you were, of what you were, are gone. Only this remains. Only the feeling of this orcish brute hammering your hips with his own, spanking your plump bottom as he ruthlessly fucks you. You cry out, soon pushing back to meet his thrusts, relishing the sensation of your brutal fucking. You wriggle and moan. Whimper and pant and whine like a true breeding bitch. Pleasure like none you’ve ever known radiates from the tattoo the witch had branded you. If she were to appear before you, you would kiss her feet with thanks for what she has shown you. The pleasure that has been revealed to you. 
 
    “Yessss!” you wail. “Master! Fuck meeee! Breeeed meeeeee!” 
 
    “Me fuck. Me breed! Me breed human slut! Yesssss. Yesssss!” he bellows, hilting himself within you, and cumming. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” you wail as his cock seems to swell with his cum before pumping it into your fertile depths. Your mind goes white, your head emptying at the sheer force of the pleasure surging through you. Your jaw drops, your body shuddering as you feel the orc’s cum stuff you to the brim, the heat of your womb at last sated as his seed takes root, impregnating you at last. 
 
    And with that, you realize this is who you are now. That taking his seed has marked you forever as a woman. More. As a slave. His slave. 
 
    And you couldn’t be happier. 
 
    You squeak as the orc suddenly loops his arms beneath yours and pulls you into his lap. You moan as he drives his cock up and into you, bouncing you on his lap, his hands engulfing your tits, squeezing and molding them. 
 
    “Hrrrr. Good tits. Make good milk for pups.” 
 
    “Yes!” you gasp, the tattoo on your mons glowing as his cock pounds up into your pussy. “Oh gods yes! Master. Oh, master. I’ll breed… ah… breed such good pups for master. Oooooh masterrrrr!’ 
 
    The orc snorts, grabbing your cheek, tilting your head so he can lean down and kiss you. You surrender to it, moaning softly as his tusks push against your cheeks, his tongue dominating yours, plundering your mouth with his kiss, even as he continues to knead your breast and fuck your raw at the same time. 
 
    He won’t stop even after cumming a third time. For the rest of the night, and every night after, he will enjoy your fertile curves. Fuck you again and again until walking straight will become a distant dream. Your world will be his tent, your life serving and fucking the orc even as you grow fat with his sons, your breasts milked for his hunger. Little more than his breeding bitch. His slave. 
 
    And some nights, as you lay beside your master, sated and bred anew, you think you can hear Morgana’s laughter, and can only smile. 
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    Potion of Bestial Might 
 
      
 
    As the giantess of the witch closes in on you, you know there’s only one thing that will let you beat her. If she wants to become a monster, that’s fine. You can do the same. 
 
    Without a moment of hesitation, you snatch up the swirling green potion at your belt and down it in a single gulp. “Hrrrrrr!” you groan, your frame shifting, your clothes melding into your skin as you begin to grow. 
 
    Grow. 
 
    Grow. 
 
    Morgana slows, then stops, hesitating as your form swells ever larger, your arms thickening, dark fur sprouting all across your frame. Morgana takes an uncertain step back as you throw back your head and howl, your teeth elongating into brutal fangs. An ape? A man? You straddle the line, your mind sharpened with instinct and might. 
 
    “Oh,” Morgana breathes, taking another uncertain step back. 
 
    With a howl you lunge for her. She dodges, but barely. You slam into some pillars, shattering them like toothpicks, wheeling about to face her again. Morgana may be large, but she’s still only the witch who faced you before. Her wide eyes show how little experience she has in a physical contest, especially when faced with your ape-like form. 
 
    With another bellow you lunge for her. She grabs your arms, trying to fight back, but you easily swing her about, slamming her into the floor below. Her breath leaves her in a sudden gasp, and you’re upon her, above her, looming with a snarling face. 
 
    The green amulet bounces atop her full breasts, nestled in that creamy valley, glowing with the malefic light of the witch’s stolen youth and power. You reach for it. 
 
    “W-wait!” she cries. “Don’t! My gods! Look at you! Imagine what we could do together! The two of us? Monsters! Giants! We’d be legends! Gods!” 
 
    You roar, her words falling on deaf ears, and grab the amulet. You tear it free, the cord around her neck giving with a snap. 
 
    The world falls silent. 
 
    Morgana’s eyes open wide. 
 
    “NO!” the witch wails. “NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!” 
 
    A blast of light hurls you off her. You smash through near a dozen pillars before skidding to a stop, each impact reducing the power of the potion, your hairy bulk shrinking back into a normal human frame. You slump in the ruins of the latest pillar you struck, your limbs slowly dwindling, returning to your human size. 
 
    But your eyes riveted to what’s happening to Morgana. 
 
    The witch screams, a wind swirling through the chamber, fluttering the flames of the candles that remained lit. Before your eyes the witch is slowly reduced, shrinking into herself. But not only in size. Her skin, once flawless as marble, withers and darkens. Her hair spills from her head. Her face shrinks against her skull. Again she howls with rage, with pain, with agony against all the world around her. Her horrible sunken eyes fix on you. Her claw-like fingers stretch for you. For the amulet, Morgana once more the ancient crone you first saw on that night in your bridal chamber. 
 
    Yet she goes further. She shudders, her hand drawing back, curling with age, her whole body twisting in agony as she shrivels up. Before your eyes her skin and bones turn to dust, her once fine gown that clung so tantalizingly to her curves all that remains. 
 
    The wind dies to a whisper, and then nothing. You remain where you landed for a long moment, trying to regain your breath and come to grips with what you just saw. Slowly, you pull yourself out of the ruins of stone and stagger to the remains of the witch. You nudge the gown, some dust spilling from it and onto the floor with a hiss like the dying sound of a snake. 
 
    “Ew,” you say. 
 
    Stone grinds far away. You turn your head and see Morgana’s throne crumble, the raven back tumbling like it was the witch alone who held it together. As it falls to pieces, it reveals a final portal hidden within its frame, swirling slowly amid the black, steely thorns. 
 
    You look down to your hand and the amulet you clutch between your fingers, then back to the portal. Tightening your grip on the glowing prize, you climb the steps of Morgana’s throne, and push through a swirling portal a final time. 
 
      
 
    Victory 
 
    

  

 
   
    Slave of the Witch 
 
      
 
    “Mnnn. That’s right. Right there. Oooooh…” 
 
    The chain that binds your collar to Morgana’s hand clinks as she tugs gently on it, urging your face deeper into her pussy. You moan, eyes adoring as your tongue lathes her slit, breath so hot it nearly steams as you show your true appreciation for her beauty. 
 
    Morgana smirks down at you from atop her throne, her hips moving lazily, rubbing herself against your face. You whimper, your cock throbbing in the dark band that keeps you from cumming without her command, edged for days on end, even as you adore her in mewling subservience, desperate to feel the release of orgasm, forever denied. 
 
    That dark cage and your collar are your only clothes. Morgana doesn’t like seeing you further dressed. She claims it makes you seem better than you are. And she’s right. You’re nothing but her slave. Her pathetic cum slut. 
 
    Sometimes, you have vague recollections of something else. But they never mean much. Not when your cock is so needing to cum. Dripping your pathetic pre in your wake like a slug’s trail, never able to cum, no matter how desperately you stroke yourself, just like you’re doing now. 
 
    “Mmm. Is something wrong, pet?” Morgana croons. 
 
    You whimper, desperately masturbating even as you lick her out like a man possessed, language beyond you. 
 
    “Oh dear! Did I forget to let you cum for a whole week?” 
 
    You nod desperately. “Mmhmmmm!” 
 
    “Oh dear. That would never do,” Morgana breathes. “How very naughty of me. But… maybe you just haven’t been a good enough slave to be rewarded. Hm? Maybe that’s it.” 
 
    “Mnnn! N-noooo. I’m g-good… good slave. Mmmistressss,” you moan, desperately pumping your swollen cock, your balls aching with the need of release. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. If you… hah… were, then surely… mnnn… Surely I would have let you cum.” 
 
    You gasp, cock twitching at that word. So close to the trigger. The trigger for you to release. So close. So close… 
 
    “Then again, you are trying… mnnn… so very hard, aren’t you? 
 
    “Mmm!” you moan. “Yes… Yes mistress. Want… wanna cum. Please… please… mistress… ah… Nnnn!” 
 
    “And I do so love such… ah… such an eager boy. But… ooooh! But… I… I… Oh f-fuck!” 
 
    Her teasing ends in a cry of pure pleasure as she cums, her juices flooding onto your tongue and into your mouth. The feeling of her cumming all over you is almost too much to bear! Your cock is so sensitive. So needy! As you lick and slurp up her juices your head throbs with your need to spurt your pathetic seed all over the floor. 
 
    “Slave?” 
 
    “Mmmmiiiiisssstressss?” you whimper. 
 
    “Cum for mistress.” 
 
    Those word blasts your mind to nothing. You scream in ecstasy as your cock pulses, spurting your seed all over the floor in sudden bursts. Your mind goes white. Blank. A euphoria beyond words splitting your very being apart as your balls contract. 
 
    You regain consciousness slowly. You’re lying on the floor in a puddle of your own cum, panting, your chest heaving and cock twitching feebly. Morgana looms above you, smirking down at your pathetic state, her eyes lidded and mirthful. 
 
    “Mmm. Did you like that, slave?” 
 
    “Y-yes… yes mistress,” you whimper. 
 
    “Good. Because that’s all you’ll get for some time. Maybe a month? Or two?” 
 
    You whimper at the prospect of months of not cumming, but arguments never present themselves. Already you can feel your cock twitch and begin to harden again. Just being in Morgana’s presence makes you so very horny. Like pleasure made flesh, the licentious witch fairly radiates sexual power, and before that, your meager cock is helpless. 
 
    “You spurted some cum on my foot, slave,” Morgana says, lifting those flawless toes into the air. “Clean it off.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress,” you whimper. 
 
    Limbs heavy as lead, you crawl back to your knees and lift her foot, licking the cum that stains her perfect flesh with slavish devotion. At one point, you might have rebelled, even only internally, at such a demand. But your resistance, like your identity, your free will, your pride, have long since been crushed by the witch’s teasing. Whoever you were, it doesn’t matter anymore. 
 
    You are her slave, now, and for all time. 
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    Victory 
 
      
 
    You step out, and barren ground crunches under your foot. You pause and look back. You’re at the base of the tower once more, the dark mass of Morgana’s home rising behind you like a shadowy tombstone reared into the sky. Fitting, for you feel innately that the thing is dead. Dead with its mistress, your quest done. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    “You did it.” 
 
    You turn and find yourself facing the old woman who first blessed your blade. Her shoulders are hunched with the years stolen from her, her shawl fluttering in the wind. Her playful smile is not there now, only a somber look at your face. 
 
    “Hello,” you say. “Celia.” 
 
    She bows her head. “I’m sorry for deceiving you,” she says. 
 
    “Which time?” you ask. “Before we even got married? Or when I started to climb the tower? Is it true? Was the only reason you agreed to the wedding because you knew Morgana was coming for you? To trick me into saving you?” 
 
    “I did,” she admits. 
 
    “Why?” you ask. 
 
    “Because I was afraid.” 
 
    “Afraid?” 
 
    She gives you a wry look. “Look at me,” she says, extending her arms, displaying her withered frame. “Is this a fate any would wish? I was selfish, I admit it. I hoped you would do this thing for me, because I had no choice.” 
 
    “You could have asked me for help,” you say. 
 
    “Oh?” she says, a touch of the old wryness in her tone. “Would you have climbed this tower then?” 
 
    You open your mouth. Close it. You rub your neck. “Well…” 
 
    “I didn’t want to do it,” she admits, sighing. “And every time I saw you on the next floor, I wanted to tell you. But I knew I couldn’t. I didn’t dare. And likewise, I knew that if you decided to abandon me while climbing the tower, I wouldn’t stop you.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t?” you ask. 
 
    She shrugs. “I tricked you, but I would never force you. If you chose to go with one of the monster girls in the tower, I accepted that. I had no right to expect you to climb the entire tower for my sake. But you did. Now… please,” she says, holding out her hand. “May I have my life back?” 
 
    There’s a moment of strong temptation to throw the thing on the ground, shattering it. But it passes. When faced with the pleading look of the crone who tricked you, who helped you, who asked not for her fate, only to be saved from it, you can’t refuse her that. 
 
    “Here,” you say, giving her the amulet. 
 
    Celia sighs, her gnarled fingers closing on the prize. Green light shines from between her fingers, and as you watch, the years melt from her. Wrinkles strip away like the rough bark of a tree, revealing pristine, youthful flesh beneath. She slowly straightens, the aches of years flying from her shoulders, her lips parting in a soft sigh. 
 
    The light is almost blinding, and when it fades, the woman you saw in your bridal chamber so long ago stands before you once again. Her eyes flutter open, and she smiles. 
 
    “Thank you,” she breathes in a voice soft and sweet. 
 
    You feel suddenly awkward at the earnestness of those words. “Oh, well. You know. It’s what a prince should do…” You clear your throat. “So uh, what now?” 
 
    Celia smiles, crossing her arms behind her back, and even with her baggy clothes, you can’t help but admire the fullness of her breasts. “Well, my prince, I suppose you have two choices.” 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “I believe so,” she says. “You’ve accomplished your quest and freed the princess from the witch’s curse. You may ride now, off into the sunset, to adventures, free of obligations. After all, we never did consummate our vows. I’ll even tell your mother you died saving me, if you like.” 
 
    “That would be helpful,” you say. “But, what’s the other option?” 
 
    Celia smiles shyly, her long lashes fluttering as she peeks out from under them. “Well,” she says. “It seems to me that you saved the princess. And the reward for a prince who does so tends to be her hand in marriage. And since we’re already married, I suppose that means you can rule as king, with me by your side.” 
 
    “It does?” 
 
    Celia nods, blushing. “If you like…” 
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    Ride on to Other Adventures 
 
      
 
    You consider her offer, but after all you’ve been through, all the deception, all the sex and monster girls, you feel liberated. Unmoored from the castle and life that once held you. Sure, there was danger, but there was fun too. Not to mention fucking. Are you ready to give all that up? 
 
    “I think,” you say slowly, “that there’s an awfully wide world out there still.” 
 
    Celia’s smile falls, growing sad, but she nods. “I understand.” 
 
    “You’re not going to kick up a fuss or something?” 
 
    She laughs gently. “That would be a bit hypocritical of me, wouldn’t it? After you saved my life, and my youth. No. You owe me nothing, my prince. But thank you for your consideration. Besides,” she adds, with that old humour and fire you now know well, tossing her blonde hair carelessly. “I’m not some simpering maid. I’m not afraid of running a kingdom as a queen.” 
 
    “Oh, well, good.” 
 
    “But of course,” she adds with a smoky look and a twist of her soft lips, “if you so happen to find yourself in my kingdom again some day, my castle is always open. I would love to hear all about your adventures…” 
 
    You know that look, and feel a stiffening in your pants. You laugh with her. “You’re a naughty one, aren’t you?” 
 
    She shrugs playfully. “Well,” she says. “I try.” 
 
    You grin as you pass her, walking down the slope of the hill to where your horse stands bridled. The animal whickers as you take the reins and climb into the saddle. As your turn your horse about towards the sunrise, you look back to see Celia standing on the hill, watching you. 
 
    The woman who was your bride raises her hand in farewell, and you answer with a wave. Then you turn from the tower, from her, and from your past. 
 
    The world awaits you, and many more adventures lie in store. 
 
    But as you ride off towards the unknown, your tale of the Tower of the Monster Girls is at an end. 
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    Return with Celia 
 
      
 
    “You know what?” you say, slowly walking towards her. “You are one cunning bitch.” 
 
    “Am I?” the princess says, arching a flawless brow, tilting her head back with amusement. 
 
    “You are. Tricking me into rescuing you. Mocking me on every floor. Helping me conquer each level of the tower. Does that sound like something a good, proper princess would do?” 
 
    Her eyes are teasing as you loom over her, her hand touching her chest. “Who? Me? Oh dear, did I do all that?” 
 
    “You did,” you growl, grabbing her by the waist, yanking her flush against your front. “And I just might be able to love a woman like that.” 
 
    Celia meets your grin with her own. Her arms wind about your neck, pull her up close. “Then, do you take this princess as your wedded bride?” 
 
    “I do,” you say. 
 
    And kiss her once again. 
 
    You’ll always tell people about that kiss on the altar in the castle. But you’ll always remember the one you shared at the foot of Morgana’s tower. How the sun rose, sparkling in her hair. How her lashes fluttered as she surrendered her mouth to yours, deepening the kiss, your arms winding around each other in ever tightening embrace, as if loathe to ever let go. 
 
    But above all, you’ll remember that kiss for what came after. 
 
    The frantic movement of your and her hands, stripping away the clothes between you. How the wind brushed against your naked flesh as Celia lay down on the remains of her clothes, you above her, her firm, flawless breasts unveiled, her skin seeming to glow in the light of dawn. 
 
    “Take me,” she pants. 
 
    And you do. 
 
    It was a joining so different from any other you’d known. The way her lips parted, gasping as you entered her. The soft gasp of pleasure as your manhood filled her. The tightness within her. The softness. The way she moaned your name. 
 
    You begin to thrust. Eager. But tender. You lean down again, kiss her, even as you claim her as you never got to that night she was stolen from you. That moment of joining. That embrace. Was it worth all the trials you’ve known in the tower? Was it worth all the dangers? The blood? The transformations? 
 
    No. 
 
    That moment is worth far, far more. 
 
    “Yes,” Celia pants. “Oh gods yes... Please. Oh gods, please…” 
 
    “Celia,” you moan, smothering her in yet another kiss. 
 
    She shudders, a cry of pleasure swallowed by your lips as she climaxes beneath you. The tightening of her depths sweeping through you, banishing any semblance of self control, and you cum with her, your body glowing with the euphoria of that joining. 
 
    For hours you’ll enjoy each other. Relish the sensation of her body. Her moaning. Her eagerness matching yours as she fucks you beneath the open sky. When at last you finish, she’ll ride behind you, leaning against your back, arms around you and breasts a soft cushion. The feeling of her leaning on you, relying on you, loving you, will fill your chest with pride and purpose. For her, you’ll make a good king. 
 
    It’s a memory that’s almost as sweet as the sight of your mother’s face when you ride back through the castle with your bride in tow, the cheers of guards and servants ringing from every tower and wall, the bells of churches ringing in joy. 
 
    “Ah!” your mother says, a shaky smile on her lips as you dismount. “Arthur. I see you’ve… returned from the witch’s tower. Completely alive. Oh. Goody.” 
 
    “Thank you, mother,” you say, shooting her a smile that only makes her more nervous as you help Celia down from the horse. “So glad to see you too. I think we have a lot to talk about. Don’t we?” 
 
    You do talk. 
 
    Mainly about how much happier she’ll be at one of the smaller estates in the country, and how, now that you’re married, you’ll be ruling as the king. And how dangerous it can be for those who betray a king to stick around. 
 
    Needless to say, when she departs with luggage in tow, there are few tears. 
 
    Once that’s done, you can finally turn your attention to properly running the realm. A tiring affair, but fortunately your new queen is more than up to the task of helping you. She proves as quick witted as you had thought, and an eye for numbers that you lacked. Reforms come quickly to her, and with your fame as the hero of the tower, merchants and nobles are eager to fall in line. 
 
    Not to mention a number of new allies to your kingdom… 
 
    You’re sitting in the throne room with Celia, your crown shining as Reuben waddles in. The wizard hiccups, carrying a load of what looks to be scrolls under his arm. The old wizard sweeps a bow, nearly tumbling before righting himself. “Er hr hrm! Ah, hrm. My king. My queen, I bring words.” 
 
    “Words?” you say, exchanging a glance with your queen. In her white gown of ruffs and lace, she looks like some heavenly figure descended from above. 
 
    “What words?” she says. 
 
    Reuben bows again, and fetches out eleven letters for your perusal. Some appear very odd, one looking like it’s written on bark, another a scroll, another written on leather, and a fourth appearing rather waterlogged. 
 
    “Yes, oh sire. Eleven letters for you, from across the lands. All arrived today, all addressed to your majesty. All seeking an alliance with your kingdom.” 
 
    “From whom?” Celia asks, though you have a feeling you know. You reach out and take the letters, slowly reading each in turn, feeling your face warm with every one. 
 
    “Is it…” Celia says. 
 
    “Yep,” you say. A letter from each monster girl you freed in your advance through the tower. All addressed to the new king. All offering an alliance. And all offering to host you in their realms for further… diplomatic meetings. 
 
    In person. 
 
    Celia lifts a brow in amusement. “Hmm. My my. To think my husband is so popular.” 
 
    You clear your throat. “Ah, well…” 
 
    “So who will you visit?” 
 
    “Eh?” 
 
    Celia chuckles, resting her chin in her palm as she looks at you coyly. “Please, my king. Don’t think I’m a fool. Who will you go to?” 
 
    “I mean… um… You’re not… opposed to it?” 
 
    She laughs, reaching out and touching your arm fondly. “My king,” she says. “I know you better than that. I don’t mind. It would be pretty sad if I were to be jealous after all you’ve done to save me.” 
 
    “Oh, well…” 
 
    “Besides,” she adds with a soft giggle. “If you planned on marrying any of those lovely ladies, I suspect you would have ditched the tower and me long ago.” 
 
    Well, she has a point. And you’re certainly not going to argue it. You look again at the many missives delivered to you, and the invitations which each imply. The only question remaining is: who? 
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    Knight of Darkness 
 
      
 
    The fires of someone’s hometown is burning. 
 
    No doubt this will propel some young man off to adventure, having great journeys, meeting allies, going on quests, and become a hero. 
 
    Which sounds like a lot of work, really. So, good thing it’s not your hometown. In fact, you’re the one doing the burning! 
 
    And it is awfully fun. 
 
    The screams of the villagers as they flee your band of monsters are music to your ears. The sight of trembling guards holding spears in a desperate sally to beat you back is almost as amusing as hacking them to pieces. The cries of the women ring out as your monstrous minions claim them, exclamations of fear turning to wails of pleasure as Morgana’s curse brands them. Your idea, and eagerly embraced by your dark mistress. 
 
    Your booted foot smashes apart the door of the lord’s manor, and you stride inside. Your armour is black as sin and seems to reflect the light of the burning town. Your cloak is crimson as the blood that stains your serrated sword. Your eyes burn with a terrible green light in the depths of your helm. 
 
    The Dread Knight. 
 
    That is your name now, screamed from the throats of a thousand peasants. Your legend told to every child in a warning of the evils of the world. Your presence enough to make the bravest men quake and the lesser men just plain piss themselves. 
 
    It’s a reputation you’ve earned. 
 
    You laugh, the sound echoing among the empty halls and shattered windows of the manor as you stride through it and up the stairs. Your footprints sizzle in the carpet, your cloak swirling in your wake like crimson wings. You find the bedchamber of the lord and smash it aside contemptuously, striding inside. 
 
    Morgana awaits within. The witch lounges on the bed, smirking at you, arms crossed behind her head. She’s naked but for some frilly panties and bra, likely looted from the nearby dresser, her gaze smoldering. 
 
    “Oh dear,” she says, fingers gliding up the firm globes of her tits, teasing the peaking nubs that are her nipples. “A dangerous, evil knight! Did you happen to slaughter dozens of innocents just to get here?” 
 
    “More than that,” you say, approaching the bed. The new game that Morgana plays has been exciting, you have to admit. She’ll hide within a town or city and wait for you to come for her, storming the walls and putting the populace to the sword before you find her. 
 
    And claim your reward. 
 
    The witch’s eyes smolder at the sight of your bloody armour and blade. She stretches, arching atop the bed tantalizingly, her firm, full breasts on display, her thighs rubbing together with her desire. 
 
    “Mmm. How many did you kill? Fifty? A hundred?” 
 
    “I’ve killed hundreds,” you growl, growing level with the bed, tossing aside your sword, grabbing her bra and tearing it from her luscious tits. “My horde thousands! Even now you can hear the women of this city surrendering to their lusts. To their cocks. To being bred by my creatures.” 
 
    “Oh gods,” Morgana breathes, her cheeks warm and eyes dark with lust. “How many have you taken?” 
 
    “A dozen of the loveliest,” you say, planting a hand beside her head, leaning down as you wrench your helmet off, revealing your face, your glowing eyes, the dark designs like tattoos of writhing thorns that crawl up your neck and across all your body. “But they’ll keep. I’ll have my fun with them. After I have you!” 
 
    You grab her, pull her to your chest, and press a hungry kiss to her lips. 
 
    Morgana moans, yielding to it, relishing the passion of your lips. The scent of blood and sweat and steel that surrounds you. Her knight. Her monster. Her creature of suffering and pain. She claws at your armour, stripping it away, revealing the rest of your body and the corruption of her magic. You crush her to the bed, squeezing her breasts, making her gasp in pain and pleasure as you roughly enjoy her curves. 
 
    You’re cruel. 
 
    You’re brutal. 
 
    You’re hers. 
 
    And she’s yours. 
 
    Your pants are gone, and your cock fills her hand, the thorny designs wrapping around it, radiating from the rune written above your shaft. Morgana pants, parting her legs. 
 
    “Take me,” she breathes. “Take me, my monster.” 
 
    You chuckle. “Yes, my dear.” 
 
    And thrust home. 
 
    Her head snaps back, her moan a cry of purest pleasure as your cock fills her in a sudden, harsh motion. You don’t make love. You fuck her. Hammering your cock into her trembling pussy. Squeezing her breasts as you claim her on the bed of the man you’ve killed, the smoke from the burning town in your nose. The screams of its people in your ears. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Morgana wails. “Fuck me you bastard!” 
 
    You snarl, grabbing her hair, wrenching back her head and kissing her neck. Your maul her tits with bruising force, hammering your cock into her pussy, shaking the bed. 
 
    “Fuck! Mnnnnnn! More! More! Yesssss!” 
 
    The witch screams with ecstasy as she cums, the tightening of her pussy around you pushing you over the edge. Together you cum in the ruins of the city, Morgana shuddering with delight as you pump your tainted seed into her. 
 
    She collapses beneath you, firm breasts heaving, eyes molten and heavy with pleasure. She smirks up at you, stroking your cheek. 
 
    “Mmm. Wonderful,” she breathes. 
 
    “Glad… you enjoyed it,” you pant, grinning down at her. 
 
    “So much.” She reaches out and pick up your sword. Never breaking your stare, she runs her tongue along the blade, tasting the blood that stains it. Nicking her tongue. Your grin turns almost feral, and you lunge in for another kiss, tasting the blood of the dead and the living, even as she yields to you a second time. 
 
    You fuck her again and again that night as the flames of the city die with its people. As the women chosen by your horde moan and cry out, bred and plumped with the seed of monsters, their new chains clanking. As the night crowds in on the embers of civilization. 
 
    It feels so very good to be bad. 
 
      
 
    End 
 
      
 
    Index Start Over 
 
    

  

 
   
    Serving the Valkyrie 
 
      
 
    Your bed is cold without your mistress in it. 
 
    It’s also made of ice, which might be a factor. But it’s mainly due to your mistress’s absence. After all, when she’s with you, your world is like a sun aflame with passions and pleasured delights. 
 
    You lie upon the bed now, in the cold openness of the underworld where your mistress makes her home, your wings splayed out beneath you. You’re naked, as you always are, for mistress has no use for clothes in her servants. In dress, in beauty, in strength, you must always be reminded that you are less than her. Not that you need a reminder. Just a look at her glory would show any who doubted how pathetic they were compared to her. 
 
    Light gleams from deep within the gloom and you hastily rise to your knees as your mistress descends from the darkness. Her wings of light like shattered glass make a humming sound as she lazily flaps them, slowly descending to the earth. At once you lower your eyes. She is too beautiful to look upon by the likes of you. 
 
    “Mistress,” you say, pressing a hand to your naked breast. “How was your journey?” 
 
    “Easy!” she says, tossing her silver hair with a jerk of her head. “Another soul of a warrior added to my collection.” 
 
    “He is unworthy of your attention, mistress,” you say. 
 
    “All are,” Niffara says contemptuously. She lays down on the bed, her breasts a soft cushion, her arms crossed beneath her chin. “I am tired, slave. Attend me.” 
 
    Eagerly you move up and sit on her back. Your hands tremble with the honour bestowed on you. To actually touch your glorious mistress is like a dream come true. Tenderly, your hands touch her shoulders, gently kneading and massaging her, teasing the tension from her joints. 
 
    “Oh mistress,” you breathe in awe. “You are brighter than the sun and more beautiful than the gods. You are a light in the dark. A warrior without equal. Your glory is to be worshipped. Your beauty unparalleled.” 
 
    “Hmm. True,” Niffara breathes as you attend to her, her wings of light fluttering with delight. 
 
    “None can match your glory. None can equal your might. All who challenge you deserve their fate. Death is too good for them. Suffering is all they deserve. Oh, mistress, all the world should understand how wonderful you are. How mighty. How beautiful.” 
 
    Niffara shifts beneath you, humming in pleasure as your words stoke her ego, even as your skillful hands massage and tease the tension that was within her. You yelp as she suddenly rolls, throwing you beneath her, her hips straddling your chest, her pussy dangled above your face. Her eyes are hot, her face amused. 
 
    “You’ve done well, slave. Now, you deserve a reward.” 
 
    “Mistress, oh gods, thank youmfffff,” you moan as her muff silences you, the Valkyrie pressing her pussy onto your face, her powerful thighs tightening about your head. Shivering in delight at being so blessed by your mistress, you at once begin to lick out her slick cunny, tongue teasing her labia until it parts and allows you to delve deeper. 
 
    Years have passed. Years of discovering all the ways in which to please your mistress. There isn’t an inch of her body you haven’t admired with tongue and lips and hands. And yet, each time seems like the first. Each time as wonderful as that day you submitted utterly to your goddess. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Niffara moans, her hips moving, riding her atop your face. “Oh yes. Right there. Mnnnn! Such a good slave. Love me. Adore me. Worship me! Oh yes. Yessss!” 
 
    Her thighs tighten with almost crushing force as she cums, but you don’t care. What greater fate could await you than a death under her? By bringing her to such an orgasm? Your one regret would be that you would be unable to serve her afterwards. 
 
    Fortunately, her thighs relax before they spell your end. You sag beneath her, panting, head spinning, face coated in her juices. 
 
    “Well, slave?” she says. 
 
    “Th-thank you, mistress,” you gasp. 
 
    Niffara smiles, as if to a dog that has learned a good trick. “You are welcome, slave. Now, back to it.” 
 
    As she turns around and buries your face beneath her ass, you rejoice with the opportunity to be so blessed by her. The moans of the lost souls echo in the dark depths of the Valkyrie’s hell, but you pay them no heed. For you have found your heaven. 
 
    And you will enjoy it for the rest of time. 
 
      
 
    End 
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    Fuck Your Doppelganger 
 
      
 
    Looking down on your own needy face as it whimpers and moans, suckling at your fat teat like an eager little milk slave, you just can’t resist. 
 
    “Oh baby,” you croon, stroking your clone’s hair as you ease him down onto the bench, moving over him until you straddle him. “Do you like suckling mommy’s big, milky breasts? Do you like being my handsome boy? My silly milk slave? Do you… mmm… wanna suckle forever and ever?” 
 
    “Mmmm,” your clone moans, shuddering in pleasured delight. 
 
    You giggle and tease a hand between his legs, stroking the bulge of his cock with growing adoration. “And what’s this? Is my eager boytoy getting all hard for mommy? Is his cock throbbing to taste mommy’s pussy? I think he is. I think he… ah… wants to fuck me so bad, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” he moans, his eyes dim, a trickle of milk drooling down his cheek. 
 
    “Oh no, can’t ask me like that. Only good bimbo boys get to ask mommy to fuck them. Let’s hear it. Let’s hear you say how much you need to fuck me.” 
 
    “Please!” he gasps, his lips struggling to speak and suckle at the same time, his words slurred, so drunk on your milk he can barely formulate his need. “Please! Wanna… nnnn… wanna f-fuck. Please mommy… need it… need it so bad. Need fuck… Need f-fuck! Oh gods… mmmm… mommy… please… mommy…” 
 
    You stroke his hair. “Aw, silly boy. Of course mommy will fuck her brainless milk slave. He needs it so bad, doesn’t he?” 
 
    His frantic nodding makes you smile, even as your hand continues to pump his cock. Your cock. You never realized how sensitive it could be. Something to think about for sure, even as you move over him, your ample tits swinging, keeping his head glued to your chest, his lips to your milky nipples as you straddle his waist. You bite your lip as his cock teases the lips of your pussy, your hips lazily working, rubbing yourself atop that throbbing tip. 
 
    And with a whimper, sheathing him within you. 
 
    “Mooooooo!” you moan as your pussy swallows his cock to the root. You grab his head, crushing it to your bouncing tits as you begin to ride him, bouncing atop him, driving his cock deeper into yourself. “Ohhhh fuuuuck! Yes. Yes! Mnnn! Right there! Oh my bimbo… Oh my bimbo boy! That’s it. Ah… Ah… Fuck me. Fuck me right there. Right there! Mnnn! So good… Oh fuck. Yes. Yes! Such a good bimbo… such a good bimbo boy. Yes. Milk mommy. Milk my big tits! Fuck me! Mooooo!” 
 
    “Mommy,” your doppelganger moans, panting, rutting up into your sopping pussy. “Mommy… Yes. Yes! Mnnn!” 
 
    “Cum for me, baby. Cum for mommy. Cum in her big pussy. Cum for mommy! Cum! Cum! Moooooo!” 
 
    He cries out, shuddering, unable to hold back, stuffed with milk and pleasure. His cock pulses, spearing you with a sudden burst of hot cum. Your head spins, your cry exultant as you feel your fucktoy cum for you. Your thighs tighten around him as a positively thunderous orgasm rips through you. 
 
    “Yessssss!” you wail in pleasured ecstasy, grinding down upon his cock as you cum with him. “Yessss! Fuck… Fuck! Moooooo!” 
 
    Your thighs tighten so sweetly around your fuck boy. You squeeze him with such delight. You low with such pleasure. 
 
    That you almost miss when your clone shatters like pottery under your pleasured convulsions. 
 
    You gasp, sagging, breathing hard as you look down at what remains of your doppelganger. Blunt shards of him lie on the bench beneath you, just visible past the heaving globes of your great tits. It takes you a moment to register this through the pleasured haze of your orgasm, but inevitably you do. 
 
    “Oh…” you pant, looking around as if to make sure no one witnessed that. “Um…” 
 
    Awkwardly, you rise off the broken copy, scratching your chin. Mmm. Well, at least since he milked you your head is feeling a bit clearer. You look about again, your eyes resting on the swirling portal standing in the corner. 
 
    “Oh,” you say. “Right. Guess I should…” 
 
    You sidle over to the swirling portal. You give a last look back at the broken remnants of ‘you’, then, blushing at the memory of what you just did, duck your head through the swirling portal. 
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    Goblin Queen 
 
      
 
    The swamps are as deep as they are overgrown. You left your horse and escort outside of the wilds, knowing they’d be of no use here, but also, because you have a feeling Meeda is expecting you to come alone. Her invitation gripped tight in your hand, you carefully make your way through the marshlands, cursing as the swamp sucks at your boots and threatens to take them down. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck! Fuckity fuck fuck,” you mutter, shading your eyes as you try and peer through the gloom. The croak of frogs and buzz of insects are constant companions as you struggle through the mire. It’s no surprise Meeda brought her clan to such environs, though. Any enemy seeking her out in such a place would quickly be bogged down. Unfortunately, so would friends. 
 
    But you feel a sudden swell of relief as you spot something rising out of the mire. A crude totem hangs from a tree, the cloth and branches mingled with animal bones to make a savage scarecrow emblazoned with a goblin rune, no doubt marking the edge of the goblin tribe’s territory. 
 
    “Alright,” you say, slogging forward again. “Now we’re getting somewhere!” 
 
    Two feet later you jerk back as figures rise from the mud. 
 
    Your hand instantly goes for your sword, but you check yourself as you see that they’re goblins. Camouflaged by the mud, their green skin mingles with the moss they wear, and blowpipes gripped tightly in hands, ready to fire. 
 
    “Hi,” you say carefully. “Is… Meeda here? I have an invitation…” 
 
    The goblins share a look. One looks quizzically at you. “Why you slog through swamp?” 
 
    “To… get to the village?” you say. 
 
    “There trail.” 
 
    “There is?” 
 
    “It marked on scroll.” 
 
    “It was!” 
 
    You unroll the letter again and look at the scrawling on the bottom of the page. That was a map! It looked like a caricature of two dragons fighting! 
 
    You groan and slide the scroll away. “Anyway,” you say. “Can you show me in?” 
 
    The goblins quickly nod and fall into step beside you. Within moments you’re on more solid ground, the goblins leading you down a path that isn’t sunk waist deep in bog water, which is a mercy for your boots, although already they squish audibly already. 
 
    Soon enough the thick foliage parts, and you come into a large village. Huts cluster within a defensive palisade of sharpened stakes. Goblins go about their daily lives, but when they see you, several gape, then break and run for a large building in the rear of the village. Soon enough, what must be the entire village has gathered around you, hooting and cheering, their ragged ears flopping as they bounce and call and stamp their feet. 
 
    You’re surprise to be greeted with such fervour, but suppose it does make a kind of sense. After all, it’s thanks to you that Meeda abandoned the underground tunnels of Morgana’s castle, freed from the curse that bound her to the witch. You walk a little straighter, preening despite yourself under the accolades of the goblin mob. 
 
    A huge building rests at the rear of the village. A vast mound of earth raised and surrounded with more crude totems, it towers like some crude, squat pyramid. As you near, you see a figure hurry from the doorway and stand proudly on the elevated steps. You’d recognize that headdress of feathers and short but shapely figure anywhere. Meeda awaits you, not bothering to hide her grin, showing her small, sharp teeth. She’s once more nearly naked, green breasts bare, firm and proud. Her only accommodation to modesty is a loincloth whose belt is strung with bottles and potions, her expertise in them having gained you two new weapons in your journey up Morgana’s tower. You really must thank her, you think with a grin. 
 
    As you approach, Meeda draws herself up, patting her headdress into place and forcing her expression into one of royal dignity. “You come,” she says. 
 
    “I did say I would try,” you say. “And your letter did mention wanting to speak to me.” 
 
    “Yes,” she says, fairly thrumming with excitement. “Come into hut! I want talk about deepening relationship with humans.” 
 
    “Certainly,” you say, smiling at the goblin’s efforts to be coy. You follow her, ducking your head into the doorway and past a blanket hung up for some privacy. The cheer of the goblins behind you tingle in your ear as you enter her home. 
 
    It reminds you starkly of her chamber back in Morgana’s tower with the tables filled with bottles, plants for potions hanging from the ceiling to dry or arranged in crude bottles and clay pots. The herbal smell is thick in the air and you inhale deeply, tingling with the scent. Not far, there stands a crude stone throne from which the goblin queen holds court. 
 
    “Here! Sit here,” Meeda says, pulling you down onto a bed of reeds. 
 
    “Ah, thanks,” you say, yanking off your boots. “It was a tough march through the swamp.” 
 
    “It was? But, I sent map.” 
 
    “I… um… I got turned around.” 
 
    Meeda huffs. “Hmph! Human can be so dumb,” she says, tapping you on the chest. “You should always listen!” 
 
    “I know, I know,” you say. 
 
    “But… I not mind if dumb,” the goblin adds, her voice lowering, growing heated. Her finger comes to rest on your chest, then slowly begins to glide up and down. “I okay with human king being big and strong and dumb. Because I smart.” 
 
    “You are that,” you say, feeling your body react to the goblin’s tone. Her curves. Her look as her black lips rise in a smirk. 
 
    “Yes,” Meeda croons, her fingertip coming to rest on your bulge, making you suck in a breath. Her eyes burn and her smile widens. “I not mind at all. Because I smart, so I know human come visit. Because human wants fukka goblin. He wants breed.” 
 
    You could deny it, but the way your cock twitches under her finger belies any excuse you could come up with. Damn that green shortstack! She knows just how to work you up. “Well,” you say. “I can’t think of a better way to… cement the friendship of my kingdom with your tribe. After all, you-“ 
 
    Meeda suddenly grabs your jacket and yanks you close, pushing her lips against yours in an absolutely punishing kiss. You gasp at the intensity of it, the moment your mouth opens her tongue pushes into your mouth, further deepening the kiss. 
 
    When Meeda releases you, you fall back, gasping. “Human talk too much,” the goblin growls, her tongue gliding over her lips. “We fukka now.” 
 
    “I ah… okay,” you say. 
 
    Meeda grins and grabs your jacket. After a moment you help her, tearing out of your clothes, the warm air ghosting against your soon naked skin. Meeda’s eyes shine as she admires your powerful physique and the thickness of your cock. “Ooooh,” she moans, wrapping her fingers around your shaft. “I miss this…” 
 
    “Nnn,” you groan as she pumps it. She meets your eyes again. Smiles again. Then leans down, and wraps her dark lips around your shaft. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” you moan as the goblin princess begins to bob. Her dark lips move up and down your cock adoringly, her curvy green form nestled between your legs, her lidded eyes meeting yours as she sucks you off. 
 
    You groan, hands gripping the reeds of the bed as you start thrusting more frantically into her mouth. Fuck! You’d forgotten how wonderful and soft those lips of hers could be! “Yesssss!” you moan. “Oh fuck! Meeda, that’s good. Oh that’s soooo good! Fuck. Fucking gods! Yes. Yes! Meeda! Yessss!” 
 
    You cry out as her eager sucking has its effect. You cum like a fountain, pumping your hot seed into her mouth, letting her hungrily suck it down with a moan of eager pleasure. With a sigh you collapse among the reeds of the bed, chest heaving with the pleasure of her lips. 
 
    She breaks the lewd kiss of your cock, crawling onto your groin, the soft curves of her ass pressing down on your deflated cock. “We fukka now,” she says. 
 
    “Oooh, it’ll… take me a minute to get it back up…” 
 
    “No time! Drink!” 
 
    You find a bottle against your lips, and drink before thinking. The potion is smooth, tasting vaguely of blueberries. As she takes it from your mouth you gasp. “What… what was… Ooooooh!” 
 
    “Potion of Mating!” Meeda says. 
 
    What that means become abundantly apparent. The heat of the potion courses through you, tingling through you, gathering in your previously spent loins. You groan as your cock fairly surges back to its full length, jutting up, throbbing with desire. Your balls feel suddenly heavy, as if loaded with churning seed. 
 
    “Ooooh fuuuuck!” you groan, panting, your thoughts growing clouded with lust. 
 
    “There!” Meeda titters, rubbing the seam of her green ass against your throbbing manhood. “Now you have lots of cum for breeding! You fukka fukka until I big with pups!” 
 
    You have just enough wherewithal to ask, “Is… nnnn! Is it… permanent?” you pant. 
 
    “I not think so.” 
 
    “You don’t think!” 
 
    “Human always talking,” the goblin says disapprovingly, lifting her ass so your cock springs up, pointing directly to her emerald pussy. “It time for fuck!” 
 
    With that, she slams her hips down, sheathing your throbbing cock within herself in a single stroke. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” you moan as the tight depths of the goblin swallows your shaft. Clamping down. Meeda’s mouth opens wide in an O of pure pleasure, her dark lashes fluttering as her hips begin to move, riding your cock with almost feverish desire for you to breed her goblin womb. You grab her hips, the initial shock fading with the all-encompassing need to unload your heavy balls into this green beauty, her emerald tits bouncing as she rides you, her pants and moans sweeter than any song you’ve heard. 
 
    “Yessss!” you groan, driving your throbbing cock up into her, the bottles on her belt chiming like bells. “Yes! Fuck! Take it! Take my cock, you goblin slut! Fuck!” 
 
    “Give meeee!” she wails. “Give me human cock! Give me king seed! I want. Want cummmm!” 
 
    You can’t resist her. Short she may be, but she makes up for it with eagerness. You can only hold off for a minute more before you feel your seed churning, your cock twitching. You slam her down onto your lap, groaning as you thrust up, and cry out as you cum again. The heat of your orgasm seems to rush up your cock, unleashing great bursts of your boiling seed into the green queen. Meeda wails, the bottles on her belt chiming as she continues to ride you, her own orgasm tightening her inner walls around your pulsing cock, squeezing every drop of seed out of you. It spills down your cock and down her thighs, dripping, her stomach seeming to swell from the sheer amount of cum you’ve unleashed in her, as if she’s already carrying your pups. 
 
    Meeda moans, sagging atop you, but smiling with more happiness than you’ve seen since you freed her from Morgana’s curse. “Mmm,” the goblin queen moans. “That good. Much seed.” 
 
    “Yeah,” you pant. “Good. But, can’t help but notice… I’m still hard,” you say. “Should I be worried?” 
 
    Meeda giggles, still impaled atop your shaft. “No. Potion lasts until milk cum from balls completely.” 
 
    “Oh,” you breathe. “Then…” 
 
    “Yes,” Meeda pants, her hips beginning to move again, riding her atop your twitching cock. “Mmmm. It mean… we get to have fun for long time!” 
 
    You moan beneath the green beauty. But you have no complaints, that much is sure. And as you push her down onto the beds, rising over her and driving your cock like a piston into her moaning green curves, you have a feeling you’re going to have a very strong alliance with the goblins indeed. 
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    Lamia Queen 
 
      
 
    Once more you crest a sandy dune, and once more look down onto an oasis city shadowed by the mighty palace of the serpent queen, Sassina. 
 
    It’s taken some time to reach the serpent queen’s lair. Many miles have vanished under the hooves of your camel as you traversed the sandy expanses of the deserts. Many miles in a caravan laden with silks and treasures, traversing the great barren lands for the rich markets of the east. And down every mile singers raise their voices in celebration of the serpent queen and her marble palace at the end. 
 
    It’s a disturbingly familiar refrain, truth be told. After all, this had been the modus operandi of Sassina when she inhabited the tower of Morgana, but looking down at the white city below, you have to say unrestricted mercantilism has worked well for her. Tents sprawl beyond the walls of the massive palace and vast squares mill with merchants and traders like worker bees. Even from the hill you can smell the rich medley of spices and hear the soft rumble of voices raised over the tumult, a sound that only grows as you descend the hill. 
 
    You leave your camel at the gates of the city, pulling your desert robes tighter about yourself as you delve into the madness of the streets. Carts and traders hawk and work themselves into a frenzy on every corner. From windows olive skinned women in filmy clothes fan themselves and entice men with jingling coin purses to spend their fortunes within on pleasures they could not dream. More than a few call for you, and though tempted, you’re pulled on almost magnetically towards the alabaster palace which looms over all. 
 
    Men in scalemail and hoods of steel shaped like the yawning maws of snakes stand guard at the great doors of the palace, but step aside at the sight of you. Through them is a garden of such richness and life that you could almost forget the barren lands from which you’ve come. 
 
    Within awaits a familiar figure, grinning with thumbs hooked in a belt that strains around his fat belly. A richly embroidered jacket and pantaloons are all he wears, along with a sagging turban like a deflated muffin top. Short, he seems all the shorter thanks to the two tanned women who lean against him with flirty smiles half masked by veils. Ragged ears and a sandy colour to his skin jolts your memory of the sand goblin. 
 
    “You!” you gasp. “Greedo! What are you doing here?” 
 
    “Surprised?” the goblin chortles in his reedy voice. “Me do well! When you free Sassina, I join her. We set up shop in old palace, and I vizier now! I have many harem girls too.” 
 
    “And we love our husband,” the two beauties giggle delightedly, practically getting down on their knees to kiss the goblin’s mottled cheeks. 
 
    Recalling the deal the goblin offered you, you feel a warmth of a flush. “Um, right. Well, glad you did alright, in the end.” 
 
    “And you do okay too!” the goblin cackles with a knowing look. He loops his arms around the two beauties, squeezing their rumps, much to their gasping delight. “Come! Me show you to queen! She waiting. She almost eat last few messengers who not come with news you arrive.” 
 
    “Oh. How… flattering,” you say. 
 
    Cackling, the goblin turns and waddles up the gleaming steps and into the waiting palace. You follow closely, looking about in amazement at the glittering marble halls. Beauty fills every inch of the place, be it in fountains whose shining water is all the more impressive for the dryness of the world beyond, to gardens and the lovely, near naked women who tend them. And there’s a lot of those. It seems like every room you pass is filled with beauties of a thousand lands, draped among pillows in sensuous repose, smoking hookahs, bathing, or massaging one another with glistening oils. If Sassina was testing you before you arrived, she couldn’t have chosen a better way. You’re hard as steel by the time you reach a door guarded by another two men in scalemail, who thrust open the doors and bow as if you were an emperor come to pay homage to their mistress. 
 
    Sassina’s throne room is draped in woven carpets worked in dizzying designs. The walls are filled with frescoes that curve and wind like a nest of serpents, all seeming to lead, inevitably, to the marble bowl of her throne. Filled with cushions, there the serpent queen waits, as beautiful and dangerous as she was the day you entered her abode in the tower. 
 
    Sassina stirs with your entrance, rising up atop her coils like a snake basking in the sun. Her purple scales gleam like amethysts in rings and patterns that can hypnotize the unwary. Her serpentine lower body flows up into her human half, her face devastating in its beauty, framed with a hood like a cobra’s. But it’s her eyes that catch the attention. Arrest it. Compel it. Those eyes have enslaved dozens of poor fools who looked into them. You were nearly one, and even knowing Sassina has been freed of Morgana’s domination, you’re wary of meeting them head on. 
 
    The serpent woman smirks, her eyes gleaming. “At lasssst,” she hisses, flowing from her throne, her powerful coils slithering across the floor as she winds her way towards you, rearing above you. “How good of you to come vissssit,” she says. 
 
    “Sorry for the wait,” you say, looking at her face, but careful not to look too deeply into those eyes. “It was a bit of a journey.” 
 
    Sassina scoffs. “Hmph! We shall have to put a portal in your lands. I will not be denied your company by mere distance!” 
 
    “Oh, that’s… good?” you say. 
 
    “Of course! I am no spendthrift. Look about you!” she cries, throwing wide her arms. “I am the queen of the sands! The mistress of merchants! My fortunes grow with every passing day. Slaves and gold pass through my hands like water.” 
 
    “You have done well,” you say. 
 
    “Yes. And sssso have you.” 
 
    You lean back as you suddenly find the lamia nearly face to face with you, her dark lashes shadowing her ringed eyes. Her smile hungry. “You have done what you sssset out to do. You have revenged me upon Morgana! All now know the fate of thosssse who would sssseek to ensssslave me.” 
 
    “Oh, well. I uh…” 
 
    “Freedom isssss ssssuch a ssssweet reward,” she hums, her finger teasing against your more than obvious bulge. Her smirk widens at your sharp gasp. 
 
    “I um… Oh. Well…” 
 
    Her eyes dart aside to the grinning Greedo. “Leave usssss!” 
 
    The goblin hastily bows and hurries away, dragging along his giggling slaves. Once the doors boom behind them, you yelp, Sassina’s coils suddenly about you, lifting you into the air. The lamia smirks, resting her elbows on her coils, her chin in her palm as she takes you in. 
 
    “Human, you have done ssssuch a ssssservice for me. You desssserve a great reward. You desssserve to rule by my sssside.” 
 
    “I ah… I have a kingdom too,” you stammer, even as her eyes begin to pulse with her compulsive power. Dragging your own eyes to hers. “And a w-wife…” 
 
    “Hmph!” she scoffs. “Did you not see the beauties who keep my halls?” 
 
    “Kind of hard not to…” 
 
    “Of courssse! Your wife may join them, if she sssso choossses. What care I for ssssuch tiessss assss human marriage? Does it hold you stronger than dessssire for me?” 
 
    “Um…” you say as her eyes beat and pulse into yours. 
 
    “Do they promisssse the blisssss you would know at my ssssside? Do they hold a candle to my glory?” 
 
    “Those are… ah… some excellent questions…” 
 
    “Do you fear my eyesssss?” 
 
    “Maaaaybe.” 
 
    “Then, what about my lipsssss?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    As you look up, the lamia suddenly kisses you. You gasp at the intensity of those lips, your eyes shooting wide open, and looking directly into hers. 
 
    You feel the power of her gaze throb through you. Your mind, startled, scattered, plunged into the liquid gold of her gaze, is helpless Strength flees your limbs and you sag within her coils. 
 
    Sassina pulls back, her forked tongue slithering over her lips, her glowing eyes shining with delight. “Hmmm. There we are. What a good look for you, my prinssssse.” 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan, a shiver racing through you at her sibilant tones. 
 
    She titters, her coils bunching as she retreats to her throne, carrying you with her. As she gathers herself once more upon her seat of power, she eases you down onto herself, nestling you between her ample breasts so your face is angled up towards her. Again she kisses you, and again fireworks explode in your mind as her coils tighten and loosen around you. Squeezing and massaging your unresisting form. 
 
    She lifts her lips from yours, smirking at your dazed expression. “Wonderful,” she hisses. “I could not think of another male worthy of me.” 
 
    “Buh?” you manage to say. 
 
    “That’ssss the sssspirit,” she purrs. “But we ssssimply mussst get you in more… proper attire.” 
 
    You wonder what she means. Then her hands begin to tease your desert robes from you, and you’re all for that! You wriggle, her coils loosening just enough to allow you to strip away your garments before tightening possessively around you once more, squeezing your arms against your sides, captive to the seductive lamia. 
 
    You feel her press you against her front, and a slick fold of her serpentine pussy rubs against your steely cock. “Enter me, my prince,” she hisses. “Fuck your misssstressss.” 
 
    “Yesssssss!” you moan, shamelessly thrusting into the tight confines of her depths. 
 
    Sassina gasps, her voice lowering to a moaning hiss as you begin to hungrily thrust into her tight depths, rutting her with moans and pants, never taking your eyes from her blushing face, or her compelling gaze. Her coils tighten around you with her pleasure. Her teeth nibble her lower lip with delight as you desperately fuck her. 
 
    “Yesssss!” she moans, grasping your face with her hands, forcing you to look into her eyes. “Do not cum, my prinsssse! Do not cum before me! Cum with me. Cum with your misssstressss!” 
 
    “Yesssssss!” you moan, the pleasure almost too much to bear. But those eyes hold you back. This isn’t about your pleasure. It’s hers. You are here to please her, and you will. By the gods you will. Her will holds you, even as your balls ache with the need to cum. Her eyes drill into your mind. Your mouth sags, whimpering, gasping as you rut, thrust, frantically fuck the beautiful lamia. This goddess. This queen who holds you tight. 
 
    Her breasts heave. Her eyes spin and sparkle and drown your thoughts in her domination. “Yessss. Yesss! Oh godssss yesssssss!” she wails, shuddering, her climax squeezing you with her coils and cunt as she orgasms. 
 
    The second she does, the block upon your mind is broken. You howl with pleasure as at last you cum, pumping your seed into the lamia’s pussy, draining every drop into her with panting, bucking thrusts as you sink against her, eyes drooping with wearied pleasure. 
 
    Sassina moans, curling up in her throne. “Oh yesssss,” she hisses, winding herself tightly around you. “Sssssso good. My dear prinsssse, you did wonderfully.” 
 
    You moan, your orgasm wiping your mind, but slowly you begin to come back to yourself. “Th-thanks,” you pant. 
 
    “You are welcome, my dear. But we ssssshall have to sssssee about your wife. I am ssssure she would adore to come to my palasssse. I could alwayssss usssse another girl among my harem.” 
 
    “Oh,” you say, a tickle of memory stirring beneath the molten pleasure of surrender. “Um, but… wait…” 
 
    “Hush,” she hisses, her eyes pulsing, your tongue tangling with words that you can’t seem to speak. “Hush, my prinsssse. We will dissscusss it… further tomorrow. Ssssleep, my dear. Ssssleep, and dream of a life assss mine…” 
 
    You sag in her coils, your mind blanking as weariness washes over you in a wave. Your next thought is wondering how long it will take to break your will into her devoted plaything? And your last one is how nice it will be for you and Celia to be the pets of your lovely serpent queen. 
 
      
 
    End 
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    Holstaur Priestess 
 
      
 
    The trail winds up through jagged cliffs and from the thick forests below. You left your horse at the bottom of the trail, the narrow path treacherous for even the most sure footed of animal. Which leaves you to make the journey alone. 
 
    You pant as you scale the trail. Who built their homes so high dammit! You wipe some sweat from your brow and peer ahead, spotting, with relief two tall marble pillars flanking the path. 
 
    You also spot the massive minotaur who stands between them, which is less encouraging. Especially considering the massive iron club he’s carrying. 
 
    You slow at the sight of the beastman, his brutal muzzle looking down at you, his eyes dark and unfathomable. He wears nothing but a loincloth, but that only gives you a better look at the stacks of muscles that form him, visible even under his brownish fur. For a moment you and the monster stand, thwarted against each other. Then, you draw out the piece of vellum and hold it out. 
 
    “I’m ah, here to see Maribelle?” you say. 
 
    The minotaur lets his mace fall a little. He cocks his horned head towards you, then suddenly throws it back and bellows with laughter. You jump, instantly on guard but the minotaur merely slings his massive mace over his shoulder and nods congenially at you. “So!” he rumbles, grinning. “At last, I meet the fabled prince who dared to save our high priestess!” He thrusts out a hand. “Herin! Guardian of the temple grounds.” 
 
    “Uh, hi,” you say, taking his hand and shaking it. “Arthur.” 
 
    “A pleasure to meet you at last! Though, I must say, I am pleased not to have before now. If you had accepted her holiness’s invitation, it would be you in my place guarding the pass.” 
 
    “Is that right?” you say. 
 
    He bellows another laugh, slinging an arm around your shoulders, which gets you closer than you’d like to his broad form and the thick stink of his fur, but oh well. “It is! And all the benefits of such a role,” he says, guiding you through the pillars, and into the valley that awaits beyond. 
 
    Your jaw falls slack at the beauty hidden behind the impassable crags of the mountain slope. Gardens spread out before you, interspersed among marble buildings whose pillars cannot hide the shapely beauties who reside within them. Women and girls of stunning loveliness study amid the grasses or tend the flowers, all of them of… quite ampleness. In fact, you doubt there’s a woman here smaller than a D cup. 
 
    “Wow,” you can only gasp. 
 
    A number of the girls see you and Herin and wave, giggling. The minotaur grins and waves back. “Yes,” he says, his voice a rumbling growl of bestial lust as he ogles the brazen beauties and their plump, milky tits. “It’s a wonderful thing to guard the temple. And all the girls are so very grateful,” he says, puffing out his chest. 
 
    “Must be ah… interesting,” you say. 
 
    He laughs. “That’s true,” he says. “The blessings of the goddess are a wonderful thing indeed!” His eyes linger on a number of girls idling near a fountain, who shoot the bullman teasing looks from beneath dark lashes as they take their time bending over to wash some clothes in the sparkling waters. “The ah… temple is up ahead. I think you can find your way from here.” 
 
    “Sure. Sure. Thanks for your time,” you say. 
 
    But Herin is already gone, sauntering to the giggling girls, throwing out his barrel chest and smirking as he shows off his muscles, much to the busty beauty’s delights. As you walk further down the path, you hear a loud moo and the slap of flesh on flesh, and a flush steals across your face. 
 
    The main temple soon rises before you. Through a marble arch you walk into the acropolis. Sunlight filters through the arches, illuminating the baths, where girls and women laugh and move amid the steam like phantoms. Your eyes are arrested by a familiar figure who walks out of the steam, one with the telltale beginnings of holstaur horns, one in the white skirts of senior sisters, and leaving her full, engorged breasts open to the air. 
 
    “Hello hero!” she giggles. 
 
    “Vona!” you gasp, at last recognizing the shapely woman. The same you freed from the milking barn. “Wow, you look… uh…” 
 
    “Good? I know. Like my horns?” she giggles, touching them teasingly. “Mmm. I’m a full sister now, you know. Not just another silly farmgirl anymore.” 
 
    “So I see,” you say. 
 
    “Oh, but I simply must introduce you to my friends!” she adds, striding forward, her brown eyes warm. “We didn’t get a chance to meet you back in the Tower. Jamella? Jenni?” 
 
    You take a step back as two more busty cowgirls seem to slip out of the steam clouds, giggling and ogling you. Their full, milky breasts bounce with their quick steps. 
 
    “Oh my gosh! You were so right, Vona. He is a cutie!” 
 
    “And so brave! Freeing the mother from the Tower.” 
 
    “So brave.” 
 
    “So strong…” 
 
    You clear your throat as the trio surround you, giggling and touching you. Your pants are suddenly far tighter than they were earlier. Everywhere you turn you’re confronted by another pair of buxom, sloshing tits. 
 
    “Well, ahem, I do try,” you say. 
 
    “And so successfully!” Vona croons. “I was telling the other girls what a master milker you are. They couldn’t get enough of it!” 
 
    “We were very impressed,” Jenni giggles. 
 
    “And so disappointed we didn’t get a taste,” Jamella says from behind you. You feel her step closer, her full breasts pressing against the back of your head. You stiffen, your body singing with awareness of her. 
 
    “But now that you’re here…” Vona says, taking a step closer, crowding you with her full teats. “Maybe we can fix that…” 
 
    “Oh, well,” you say, trapped by plump titflesh, your world saturated with the sweet, floral perfume of the trio and the intoxicating scent of holstaur cream. “I um…” 
 
    “I’m afraid he has an appointment, my daughters.” 
 
    The three temptresses squeak and spin about, and lovely as they are, they can’t hold a candle to the beauty of the woman who walks across the marble floor. 
 
    The last time you saw Maribelle, she was wearing an apron that had no hope of containing her plump tits. Her new outfit doesn’t even try. A long toga that leaves one of her immense breasts unveiled, she walks with all the grace of her goddess, her long brown hair tumbling around a radiant face, her eyes warm with love, her stubby cow horns laced with a spider’s web of silver and sapphires like a starry constellation captured above her head. 
 
    The trio bow low, and you’re mildly surprised they don’t all topple from the top heaviness of their forms. “Mother,” the three say, the word laden with adoration. 
 
    Maribelle smiles beatifically down at the three, touching their heads. “Daughters. Were you trying to entice our guest to your beds and your breasts?” 
 
    “Um…” Vona says. 
 
    “You see…” Jamella stammers. 
 
    “Yep!” Jenni giggles. 
 
    Maribelle sighs fondly. “Girls,” she says. “What am I to do with you? Go on,” she says. “I’m sure our guest will love to see you all, once he and I finish our greetings.” 
 
    You swallow thickly at the smoky look the priestess gives you as all three sisters hop upright, giggling and hurrying away. Maribelle watches them go, shaking her horned head, the sapphires above her chiming softly. “Those girls,” she says, then turns back to you. “It’s a good thing I sensed your arrival, champion,” she says. 
 
    “It was,” you say with some relief. “But ah, what did you mean about me seeing them later?” 
 
    “Can’t you guess?” Maribelle asks, flashing a teasing smile. “My dear champion, Heffana denies her daughters no pleasures of the flesh. And I am certain that you will be glad to show those lovely girls the true wonders of those hands of yours.” 
 
    “Ah,” you say, your cheeks flushing a little more. “Well, when you put it like that…” 
 
    Maribelle laughs softly and cups your cheeks in her hands, looking down at you warmly. “But I am a selfish mother, I fear. For I wanted the first taste of you when you arrived.” 
 
    “O-oh? Well,” you say, smiling a little more, a little bolder as you step closer to her. “I think we can do that…” 
 
    Maribelle chuckles, and she leans down and kisses you. Sensitivity races down you like tingles of delight from your lips to your toes. You moan softly, reaching up and filling your hands with the ampleness of the holstaur’s plump tits. Maribelle gasps, then whimpers softly, her pale cheeks reddening with a pleasured blush as you massage those plump teats in your hungry hands, kneading and feeling the fullness of her. Fairly hearing the sloshing cream within her cow tits. 
 
    She breaks the kiss, panting, looking down adoringly into your eyes. Without a moment’s hesitation she grabs your hand and drags you out of the steaming baths. You scramble after her, shedding your clothes as you go. Behind a gauzy curtain you find yourself in a large room filled with cushions. Again Maribelle spins you about and presses a hungry kiss to your lips. Eagerly you reciprocate, the last of your clothes fluttering to the floor, alongside the holstaur’s toga. You press against her, and she falls back among the cushions, you atop her, her plump tits in your hands. 
 
    She breaks the kiss, panting. “Please,” she whispers. 
 
    “Please what?” you ask, enjoying this soft, motherly beauty’s body, squeezing her plump breasts, watching as her eyes fog with pleasure, her moan turns into a throaty moo. “Please milk me? Please fuck me? Oh Maribelle, you have to give me more than that.” 
 
    “P-please,” she moans. “D-drink me. Milk me. I need it. Need it so bad.” 
 
    “Surely your daughters can do that,” you tease. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” she moans. “They… they can. But not as good. Need your lips. Need your hands. Please… oh goddess… please…” 
 
    “Well, if you really need it,” you say, holding her gaze with yours as you dip your head, wrap your lips around a thumb-sized nipple, and give her a long, hungry suck. 
 
    “Moooooo!” Maribelle moans, arching as you suck at her plump teat. The richness of her cream spurts into your mouth, down your throat, filling you with warm, heady bliss. You moan softly, suckling at her plump breasts, squeezing and massaging then, mashing them together as the bountiful holstaur moans and wriggles under your skilled hands, her hips frantically rocking herself against you, rubbing her slick cunny against your leg. 
 
    “Mmnnn! Yes. Oh goddess yes! Milk me. Oh please. Please. Milk my big breasts. Drink it. Oh goddess… goddesss, drink it all. Drink it all down! Yes. Oh goddess yes. Yessssss!” 
 
    You have nothing you can say to her. Your mouth is utterly engrossed in milking her. She’s helpless beneath your ministrations. Only able to moo and moan and whimper in pleasured delight as you torture her with your hands and mouth. 
 
    The warmth of her milk suffuses you. Fills you with strength you never dreamed. The strength to make this wonderful, bountiful cowgirl cum. Your cock is rock hard, jutting out and twitching with an eagerness to sheathe itself within the curvy slut beneath you. You can’t hold back. Without a trace of self-denial, you draw back your hips and thrust home. 
 
    “Mooooooo!” Maribelle cries out, bucking as you stuff her with your cock, already beginning to frantically thrust into her, listening to the music of her moans as she rocks against you. “Yes! Yes! More! Oh goddess! Yes! Goddess! Please! More! More of your cock! More! Give me mooooooore!” 
 
    “Mnnnn!” you moan around her nipple, suckling so hard so cries out, grasping your head, pulling you flush against her full teat as you milk and fuck her, driving her towards that sweet peak. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Goddess, yess! Moo! M-mooooooooo!” she wails, shuddering in purest pleasure as her orgasm sweeps through her, her pussy clamping down on your cock, her milk seeming to grow even sweeter as if tinged with the ecstasy of her orgasm. The tightness of her massaging cunt drives you over the edge. You moan, hilting within her, and cumming. 
 
    Your mind goes white. Blank. Pleasure sings down your every nerve as you shudder and cum within the priestess of holstaurs. Your mouth tingles and tongue feels thick with the taste of her cream. You moan, sagging atop her, nestled against the great pillows of her tits. 
 
    Maribelle moans, stroking your hair with almost motherly affection. “Oh… Oh, my champion,” she breathes. 
 
    “Maribelle… Holy fuck…” you pant. 
 
    She laughs softly. “Here,” she says, pushing her other breast to your mouth. “Drink champion. You’ll need the energy.” 
 
    “Hmm?” you murmur, already taking her nipple in your mouth, sucking, tasting her milk and feeling your body stir anew with energy. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Maribelle says with a knowing look past your shoulder. “After all, so many of my daughters would love to meet the champion of the goddess.” 
 
    You follow her eyes, and see a number of senior sisters gathered at the door, in particular the seductive trio you met before. All are eying you with undisguised eagerness, giggling and stroking their own ample tits. As you drink Maribelle’s milk, you feel your cock revive, stirring anew at the sight of the entire body of priestesses of the Heffana eager to know your cock. 
 
    If you knew diplomacy would be this fun, you’d have started ages ago! 
 
      
 
    End 
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    The Scylla Goddess 
 
      
 
    The waves beat against the lonely island’s rocky shores in an endless thunder. The steely sky is overcast with brooding clouds, threatening a storm. You walk with care along the winding path among the rocks, picking your way towards the distant peak whose bulk heaves out of the horizon like a small mountain rising from the sea. Your boat sits alone at the shore, bought from a sullen fisherman at one of the villages near the coast. 
 
    Soon, you’re close enough that you can make out features of the distant temple. Or, at least, what remains of it. It’s buried deep within the naked stone of the barren island, led to by steps smoothed by the passage of wind. A large square stretches out before the door, ringed by strange, uneven monoliths tilted this way and that by the movements of the earth in the millenia since they were reared. You pass a few on your walk to the temple, the strange etchings making you wince as you direct your attention once more to the great doors. Carved with the shapes of ancient sea monsters, they are ajar, just enough to allow you access to the gloomy depths. 
 
    You step into the temple proper, soft puffs of dust wherever your feet land. The floor is a huge mosaic depicting some great, octopus with tentacles spilling everywhere. Fitting, considering who this temple belongs to. Statues fill the arches around the space. Huge, stone monsters with fins and fangs and only the hideous horror the lightless depths of the sea could birth. And, if you didn’t have the waterlogged invitation in your pocket, you have a sneaking suspicion they would have something to say about your passage to the steps descending deeper into the temple. The bones of intruders scattered over the floor seem to imply something of the sort, and you can feel those eyes watch your passage with stony finality. 
 
    The lantern you brought blazes through the dark, guiding you down deeper into the chilly depths of the temple. More frescoes walk alongside you, and you’re grateful your lamp never affords you full view of what they depict. 
 
    At last, at the bottom, you find yourself in a large, empty chamber. The ceiling is naked stone and arches overhead in a great dome. Before you is a huge pool of dark water, undisturbed by even a ripple. As smooth as glass. 
 
    At least, it was, before a dozen huge, dark tentacles burst from it and grab you. 
 
    You don’t even have enough time to scream before you’re dragged under the surging waters, only quick thinking saving you from getting a mouthful of sea water as you hastily suck in and hold a breath. The chill waters rush about you as you’re hauled into the deeps, dragged down deeper. Deeper. 
 
    A glow suddenly makes itself known, and with a gasp you’re pulled out of the waters and into a huge, luminous cave. You pant, head spinning, as you’re lifted before a throne worked from a gigantic clam. On the pink bed awaits not a pearl, but the looming goddess of the deeps, Latia. 
 
    And she looks pissed. 
 
    “Well well,” the goddess says, her tentacles lifting you before her, her skin the faint violet you recall, her breasts dwarfing you in their fullness, her hair a shimmering kaleidoscope of colours, her upper half a giantess of stunning beauty, her lower a mass of writhing black tentacles. “Finally, the hero returns.” 
 
    “H-hello Latiurk!” you wheeze as her tentacles squeeze you. 
 
    “Have you any idea how long you’ve made me wait?” she demands hotly. “Me! A goddess of the seas! A divine beauty of power! Of grace!” 
 
    “Urgh… n-no?” you gasp. 
 
    “Arrogant fool! You are but a worm compared to my glory! Your life is but the breath of a child compared to my eternity. Your arrogance is… is… attractive.” 
 
    “Huh?” you gasp. 
 
    Then you’re carried forward, and she’s kissing you, her lips pressing to your face, nearly smothering you against her. You gasp, groaning as those soft lips work against you. She pulls you back, gasping, her cheeks a slightly brighter flush as she looks down at you with a frown. 
 
    “I am not happy,” she says. 
 
    “O-oh,” you say, still a little dazed from the kiss. 
 
    “But I suppose I understand why it would take you so long to return to me,” she says with a scoff. “After all, you are but a mere mortal. And defeating Morgana has earned you… some understanding,” she admits. 
 
    “Th-thanks. Um…” you add as you feel her tentacles begin to tease against your clothes, writhing beneath your pants and shirt. 
 
    “Don’t interrupt,” she commands, lounging back onto the soft pinkness of the giant clam, eying you. “Clearly, we will have to discuss further your position. I cannot have a high priest who does not understand his duty to his goddess.” 
 
    “High priest? Me?” you say, things moving fast, especially with those wriggling tentacles stroking you beneath your shirt, a hiss escaping you as one writhes around your cock and begins to squeeze and stroke. 
 
    “Of course! You deserve a reward worthy of your service to me. But your princess… yes. I suppose I could use a priestess as well. It is high time the world knew again a kingpriest, and an empire was carved in my name. The dominion over the sea is wonderful, but I deserve far more. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    “Er, ah… y-yes,” you pant as the tentacle strokes your cock. “But, well, um. My kingdom is… is somewhat landlocked…” 
 
    “We will rectify that. I will ensure your kingdom’s borders reach the ocean within a year. And woe betide any city that dares to defy me! But first thing is first. I will not have my high priest dressed in such… rags.” 
 
    You yelp as the tentacles suddenly flex, tearing apart your clothes, leaving you naked in the grasp of the scylla’s tentacles. Her eyes flash, her dark tongue gliding over her hungry lips as she observes your state. 
 
    “Mnnn. Yes. Handsome as I first thought. We will see about your clothes later. For now, we must initiate you into my service.” 
 
    “And ah, how would we do that?” you ask, already suspecting you have an idea. 
 
    “How else?” the goddess says. “I am no sterile goddess. I am Latia! Mistress of the seas! I have ruled when your gods were but thoughts on the wind. We will mate, mortal. And when I accept your seed, you will gain my favour, and my authority.” 
 
    “Well, alright,” you say, your eyes once more riveted to the goddess’s immense breasts. And also the sheer difference in size between you and her. “But ah, there is a bit of a size problem…” 
 
    Her eyes narrow. “You think I will reduce myself to your height?” 
 
    “No! No, never. Of course not,” you quickly say as you feel the dark tentacles tighten a hair. 
 
    “Of course not. I would not lower myself. It is you who I am lifting up!” 
 
    “Erm…” 
 
    That’s all you manage to articulate before a glow suffuses you. You groan as you feel your body twisting, reshaping, expanding. Your chest swells out as do your limbs. And, perhaps more importantly, your cock. You don’t grow nearly as large as the overwhelming size of the scylla, but now she’s at least only twice your height instead of thrice. 
 
    “Yesss,” the goddess breathes as her tentacles slowly release you. “That should do.” 
 
    You flex your hands, feeling the new strength which fills them. You grin. “I agree,” you say, reaching out and capturing the full orbs of her violet tits in your hands. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” the goddess gasps, her tentacles twitching in delight. “You…” 
 
    “Know what you like,” you say, leaning in, massaging those full, ample tits. You grin up at her flushed face and take a nipple between your lips, nibbling teasingly on the sensitive bead. 
 
    “Ah!” Latia gasps, arching, her face growing a florid purple with sensitive pleasure. “You… oooooh…” she moans. 
 
    “Let me worship you, oh goddess,” you say, shifting forward, rubbing your cock against the slick folds of her pussy, making her gasp and keen in soft ecstasy. “I know my business. And I do so love to worship…” 
 
    “Yesssss…” Latia moans, her tentacles once more winding around you, but not restricting you as her cunny twitches against the head of your cock. “Do it, mortal. Show your… your goddess you are worthy to be… be hers…” 
 
    You grin at her efforts to keep control of herself despite her obvious need. “As my goddess commands.” And you thrust home in a single jerk of the hips. 
 
    Latia cries out, her pussy clamping down on your cock, her depths warm despite her cool nature. “Oooooh!” she moans, her tentacles slithering up around you, squeezing you in sharp, quick jolts of pleasure as you begin to thrust, pumping your cock into the tightness of the goddess, moaning as her tentacles pull you harder against her, her breasts quivering in your hands and mouth as she tries to resist the waves of pleasure that threaten to drown her. 
 
    “Yes. Yesssss! Oh yes! Fuck me, mortal. Serve your goddess! Make me… mnnnn! Make me cum. Make me cum, you bastard. Oh yes. Yessss! More! Give me more!” 
 
    You start thrusting faster. Her pussy is unlike any you’ve know. The tightness. The sensitivity. The way it writhes around your cock as you plunger your manhood into her with sharp jolts of the hips. It’s almost too good. Too much. You groan, rutting into her faster. Faster! Fucking her hard. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Yesssssss!” Latia screams as at last she can’t deny herself anymore. Her tentacles tighten around you with crushing force as she cums, shuddering with the ecstasy of her climax. The feel of her pussy working about your cock pushes you over the edge, and with a roar you cum, pumping your hot seed into her hungry depths. 
 
    “Yesssss!” Latia cries, panting as she sags against the softness of the clam that serves as her throne, breasts heaving against you as the giantess of a goddess pants, overcome by the pleasure of her orgasm. 
 
    You lay atop her, breathing hard. “Enjoy that… my goddess?” you ask. 
 
    “Yes,” Latia pants. Her eyes fix on you and she tries to assume a coolness that’s belied by her blushing. “Yes, mortal. You have… have pleased me. But I can see… can see that I must teach you much about w-worshipping me.” 
 
    “Very eager to learn, my goddess,” you say, giving a nipple a tweak. 
 
    “Mnnn!” she gasps. “Yes. It may take… take months before I can… can release you back into the world.” 
 
    “I will work hard to learn your every lesson,” you tell her, kissing her violet breasts, making her breathing hitch. 
 
    “G-good,” she moans, her tentacles tightening around you as she feels your cock harden again within her. “Good. You shall… shall make a fine high priest.” 
 
    “As my goddess commands,” you say, even as you begin to thrust again. Few men have ever made a goddess cum. And you’ve got a feeling before you leave the temple, you’re going to have done so many, many times yet. 
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    Honey Queen 
 
      
 
    The hive rises in the distance like a great, golden bulk. Built against the side of the old castle, the layered shape swells into the sky like a bulbous tower, consuming like a cancer the stony keep that once topped the cliffs. Below, you can just make out the village which once occupied the valley, empty to your eyes. But far from silent. 
 
    As you ride towards the fallen gates, a humming becomes more and more audible. A lyrical song and undulating tone that vibrates through you from head to toe. You glance at the shops and homes that line the main avenue, but all are empty, and a tingling unease works its way up your spine. 
 
    Movement yanks your attention to the roofs of the village, just as three figures alight on a gabled peak. They could be triplets for their appearance. Their skin is chocolate brown and their eyes molten gold. Honey blonde hair cascades to their shoulders and plump, heavy breasts. Shapely hips are framed by striped fuzz of yellow and black, and the three smile down at you with vacant, but ever so soft lips. 
 
    “Look girls! A guest!” 
 
    “We love guests!” a second chimes. 
 
    “And he’s so cute!” 
 
    Your horse stops, its head bowed, ears flicking as the humming of the three beembo’s wings lull the beast into slack obedience. You can sympathise. Already you can feel the hypnotic thrum vibrating through you. 
 
    You smile nervously up at the trio. “Hello,” you say, reaching into the pouch at your side and fetching out the golden scroll. “I’m ah… here to speak to Beatrix about an alliance?” 
 
    The three gasp, looking between each other in delight. 
 
    “It’s him!” 
 
    “The prince!” 
 
    “The Queen’s bride!” 
 
    “Bride?” you say. You lean back as the three suddenly alight from the roof, their wings thrumming as they descend and gather around you, giggling and touching you with delicate, eager hands. 
 
    “Oh gosh! It is you!” 
 
    “How amazing!” 
 
    “How grand!” 
 
    “Her Majesty will be delighted!” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! We have orders!” 
 
    “Orders to take any handsome man who comes by with that scroll straight to her!” 
 
    “Let’s go! Let’s go!” 
 
    “Ah! Hey! Wait a minute!” you yelp as hands suddenly loop under your shoulders, around your chest. Plump brown tits press against you as you’re lifted from the saddle and into the air by the giggling trio, borne by humming wings towards the hive. Your struggles quickly subside. After all, they are bringing you where you want to go. And being nestled in the breasts of three giggling beembos is hardly the worst way to travel. 
 
    And also, looking down on the abandoned roofs of the town, you realize it’s an awfully long drop. 
 
    “How ah… how has Beatrix been?” you ask. 
 
    “Wonderful!” gushes one. 
 
    “So good!” 
 
    “She’s been so busy rebuilding her hive! We’ve got so many more beembos now. We’re doing amazing!” 
 
    “Uh huh,” you say with another glance down at the abandoned town. You feel like there’s a correlation between those two, but you’re finding it a little hard to think what. The humming only grows louder the closer to the hive you grow. Thrumming through you and beating in your skull. Stirring your mind to a lather. And that’s nothing compared to when you’re borne through an opening in the hive, into a honeycomb tunnel, and the sound thrums even louder than ever before. 
 
    It fairly vibrates in your bones as you’re whisked through the tunnel, the warmth of those golden halls beating into you until you’re sweating, your head heavy like it was stuffed with gooey honey. You blink away some of the haze as the passage suddenly ends, and you’re carried into a huge hexagonal chamber, and down to the floor. 
 
    Beatrix awaits you, as lovely as ever, and utterly revealed. She reclines in a large pool formed from the floor; her chocolate flesh dipped in a bath of pure royal honey. Her firm, ample tits crest the golden surface, her head tilted back, her golden eyes glowing faintly as she opens them. She’s naked but for a little crown made of honey atop her head, tilted teasingly on her long blonde locks. Lips so plump they might have been stung lift with amusement as you’re deposited on the floor, staggering a little as your legs try and remember how to stand, feeling almost agonizingly weak. 
 
    “Ah,” Beatrix breathes, easing a bit deeper into her honey bath. “At last. My dear prince, you’ve come. I was starting to grow impatient. Darling? You can get up now. Your services are no longer required.” 
 
    You think she was speaking to you, but a moment later a woman lifts her head out of the honey and the beembo queen’s lap. Soft brown hair whose roots are already starting to change to a rich gold drool with honey, her eyes mindless and blank, her lips lifted in dim eagerness. 
 
    “Yes. Yes, mistress. Yes…” 
 
    You watch, stunned as the naked beauty staggers out of the dripping pool. Where she goes you don’t know, for almost immediately your eyes are again riveted to the beembo queen as she lounges in the honey pool, smirking at your dazed expression. 
 
    “So sorry, my darling. But I do have to keep my host entertained.” 
 
    “H-host,” you say. 
 
    “The former ruler of the castle. Lady Amelia was ever so accommodating to my hive,” Beatrix says with a sly smirk at the woman’s departing ass. “Mmm. Very accommodating. After all, who wouldn’t be when a queen comes to visit? Not her queen, true. But soon enough I was.” 
 
    “And the rest of the town?” you say. 
 
    “Well,” Beatrix laughs. “I did need to rebuild the hive. Tragically, my time spent in Morgana’s tower reduced my drones to such a small number. And they’re so much happier. Aren’t you, girls?” she says, tilting her head at the trio who carried you into the hive. 
 
    “So much, mistress!” the three chime, smiling happily. 
 
    You give the beegirls a startled glance. “They…” 
 
    “But enough idle chatter,” Beatrix hums, wrenching your attention back to her. “You’ve come to discuss politics, haven’t you? I’d be more than happy to. It’s why I invited you, of course. A queen and a king should speak on equal footing. Girls?” 
 
    The giggling trio gather around you, herding you towards the honey bath. Something about those golden waters sets of alarm bells, but they’re so hard to focus on when your mind is feeling so dim. When you’re so hot and the humming of the hive beats through you. When bimbo triplets are divesting you of your clothes faster than you can make sense of it. 
 
    Before you know what’s what, you’re dipping your toe into the gooey honey, then your foot, your leg, and suddenly you’re sinking up to your waist in the warm gold, the three blonde beembos with you, giggling as they gather round, stroking your chest and kissing your cheeks. 
 
    “There. Far more comfortable,” Beatrix croons, her eyes lidded with mirth but hungry. 
 
    “Um, y-yes. Okay. So, ummmnnnn!” you suddenly moan as one of the drones dives beneath the honey, her lips wrapping around your throbbing cock as she begins to bob. 
 
    “Yes,” Beatrix says, as if you’re not naked in a bath with a big-titted blonde beegirl animatedly sucking you off. “Our alliance. I believe your kingdom would do wonderfully joined with mine.” 
 
    “J-joined? I ah… an alliance with you would… mmmm…” 
 
    “Be in the best interest of all,” Beatrix says, smiling beatifically, her wings thrumming in the air, the vibrations echoing through you. “After all, being a king shouldn’t be so hard. You need a lovely, experienced queen by your side to help you make all the hard decisions.” 
 
    “Oh, um, well. I do ah… have a queen, in f-fact…” 
 
    “Of course you do,” she croons. “Men need an intelligent woman around to make sure they do their job right. Which is why I would simply adore meeting her and explaining how the new order shall be.” 
 
    “Y-yes!” you gasp, hips bucking. “N-new o-orderrrrrrr!” 
 
    You cry out, shuddering as you cum, the soft, hungry lips of the beembo girl sucking down your seed as if it were sweetest candy. You moan, sagging in the honey, your mind spinning, aching, your body weak and drained by the beembo’s lips. 
 
    And yet, you’re still hard. 
 
    Like the vibrations of the hive maintain you, you can feel your cock twitch, tingling, yet… feeling oddly reduced. Like there’s less of it than before. Which is absurd. But, in the instant the drone lifts her lips from it and the next takes your length, your cock does seem… 
 
    Smaller. 
 
    “Of course,” Beatrix continues, her voice immediately arresting all of your attention, your mind feeling heavy and slick and sloshing with lust and honey, stirred to a lather by the humming of the hive. You find yourself watching her lips move with fascination, barely listening to the words. Her breasts ride the eddies of the honey pool, her wings blurring, strange patterns just visible in their movements. “And you will be such a good figurehead for us. Queens need a king, after all. Not to rule. But to be a good boy. An obedient drone.” 
 
    “O-obedient?” you pant, then moan as you cum at the word. 
 
    “Yes,” Beatrix hums, her golden eyes flashing, her lips smirking as another drone takes your cock and sucks. “Obedient.” 
 
    “Ooooh,” you moan, twitching and bucking. Such a wonderful word. Obedient. Such a good word. You realize dimly it’s not you thinking this, but the two beembos not sucking you off, whispering it in your ears. But your head is so empty, it may as well be your thoughts. About how wonderful obedience is. How beautiful Beatrix is. How marvelous it would be to be a mindless, eager, bimbo king. 
 
    “And your people would love to be inducted into the hive, of course,” Beatrix says. 
 
    “Mmmm. Yesssss,” you slur, barely paying attention. Barely able to. Staring at her breasts takes all of your focus. 
 
    “So glad we agree,” the beembo queen says, smirking as you shudder, moaning as the third beembo drains yet another orgasm from you. As the drone lifts her head, Beatrix stands, and you can only sag in your seat, staring up at the majesty of the beembo queen, her eyes alight with cruel power, her lips lifted in a smirk of dominant might as she moves across the pool. You whimper as she straddles your lap, easily pinning you in your weakened state, your shrunken, twitching cock throbbing in the honey pool. 
 
    “Hmmm. What a good king,” she croons, reaching down and stroking your tiny, sensitive prick. “A good king is obedient and has the perfect little cock for his queen.” 
 
    “Yesssss,” you moan, gazing up at her in rapt worship. 
 
    She smirks again. “I think this alliance will be so wonderful. Don’t you?” she says, and then sheathes you in her tight cunny. 
 
    “Yesssssss!” you moan as she begins to ride you, your shrunken prick twitching and throbbing in the tightness of her depths. You moan in helpless adoration of your queen as you cum. Cum. Pumping your manhood into her, figuratively and literally. Feeling your masculine form drain away into her hungry pussy. Your muscles melting away along with your inches as your cock shrinks to the perfect little tool. 
 
    Beatrix beams down at you, riding you with ease, her ample, brown tits bouncing. “Good king,” she says, taking your head, pushing you between her tits as the three drones chirp and giggle and crowd around you, pressing you against their queen. “We’re going to get along juuuuuust fine…” 
 
      
 
    End 
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    Googirl 
 
      
 
    The sounds of the swamp are deafening and the moistness of the ground infuriating. You’ve ruined your boots in their sucking depths before you managed to find the trail, but even that is small succor considering how deep you’ve come. You fetch out the scroll again, still waterlogged and dripping. There’s a map on it, although it looks like someone drew it with crayon, then dipped it in the swamp. You wonder how the hell Sooa even managed to find someone to mail this thing for her? If nothing else, this journey into the googirl’s swamp has given you a new admiration for the post office. 
 
    You sigh, tucking away the scroll and soldiering on through the muck and creeping mists. Trees sprout thickly from the depths, shadowing your path with leaves, while creepers and vines snake about their trunks. It takes another good hour of walking, swearing, and losing a boot before at last you reach the end of your journey. 
 
    You find the mists drifting away as you walk into a sudden clearing. Before you is a clear spring, the waters pouring down from a tall cliff, splashing in a large pool that had once been a fountain uncounted ages ago, with shattered statues encrusted with moss flanking it. The sparkling waters shine in the dim daylight filtering through the mists that surround the swamp, and as you draw near, the waters begin to stir. 
 
    You halt several feet before the fountain as the waters suddenly rise, a rich blue swelling from them, forming a pair of monumental bouncy breasts, a face of simple yet pretty design with large lips, wide glowing eyes, and hair of ropy goo like tentacles. 
 
    The googirl Sooa giggles as she leans against the rim of the fountain, her pillowy tits squishing under the rest of the mass as more of the purified waters slosh over the rim and into the swamp. “Hiiiiiii,” she burbles. 
 
    “Um, hello, Sooa,” you say. 
 
    “You come!” 
 
    “Yes. Yes I did. You sent me a letter.” 
 
    “Yes!” the bubbly googirl giggles. “I write! Send with silly man who find fountain. Me make him so happy so he carry letter for me!” 
 
    “I… see. That explains a few things,” you say. 
 
    She leans forward even more. “Wanna see how I made happy?” she asks eagerly. 
 
    You lean back from those glowing eyes, but it’s not her eyes you should have been watching. The tentacles of her hair suddenly snake out, grabbing you in their rubbery grasp. “H-hey!” you cry as you’re lifted bodily into the air. “Sooa! What the fuck!” 
 
    “You save Sooa!” the googirl giggles, rising back up from the rim of the pool, dangling you before her dim, smiling face. “Me make feel goooooood!” 
 
    How she aims to accomplish this is then revealed as she suddenly drops you. Your fall is arrested abruptly as you find yourself captured between the massive globes of the googirl’s tits. You sink between those gooey, bouncy blue orbs, only to bob between them as Sooa begins to bounce her ample, squishy tits around you. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” the googirl moans. “Feels soooo goooood!” 
 
    You’re finding it hard to disagree. Her slime drapes you from head to toe, warm as you’re rubbed between the gigantic breasts of the monster girl. But it’s far warmer with your clothes. You gasp as every stitch of your pants, jacket and the rest dissolve, hissing as her slime eats away at them, but mercifully not your skin. No, that merely grows hotter, more sensitive as you’re squeezed between her impossibly smooth tits like a living doll, amusing this simpleminded monster girl. 
 
    “Sooa! I… ooooh!” you moan as your cock is rubbed against her. “Sooa, I think… I think mnnn! I think maybe that’s ah… that’s e-enough!” 
 
    “Awwww. Okay,” the googirls says, her fingers fishing around her tits for you before grasping you, pulling you free of her breasts. “Now me make you feel really good!” 
 
    “S-Sooa! I don’t… hey. Hey wait a minute!” you cry as the googirl opens her soft lips. “Sooa! Nooooo!” 
 
    Your protest goes unheeded as she lowers you into her mouth. Her agonizingly soft lips wrap around your legs, sucking you into her mouth like she might a rope of spaghetti. You scream as your legs, then arms are pulled down into her mouth, and finally your head vanishes in the depths of the googirls form. 
 
    You sink deep into the googirl’s body, your own assaulted and rubbed every which way by her essence. You try and struggle free, but you can’t escape. Her body has you trapped, and is stroking, teasing, rubbing your every inch in an overwhelming storm of stimulation. Your moans and whimpers are lost amid her body, but Sooa’s giggles echo through you like a sparkling song. 
 
    “You feel sooooo good,” the googirl says. 
 
    She’s right. Your brain misfires from the sheer scale of your kinetic pleasure. Your cock twitching as the pleasures of her entire body squeeze and massage it like the tightest vice. 
 
    “Mmm. Mmmm!” you mumble as you climax, your seed sucked up by the googirl’s body. 
 
    “Ooooh!” Sooa moans. “That good! Give more!” 
 
    You can’t deny her. Trapped within her body, pleasured until you cum again and again in endless, helpless parade of orgasms, you’re just her plaything. Her toy. Her weak, moaning, wriggling captive of pleasure. 
 
    But really, what were you expecting when you visited the brainless googirl? 
 
      
 
    End 
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    Vampiress 
 
      
 
    The bells toll midnight across the hamlet, and the streets that wind through town are utterly deserted. Not too surprising, since it is so late, but you have a feeling there’s another reason no one is about. And that reason has a lot to do with the new owner of the castle atop the hill. 
 
    The building rises high, with crooked towers and dour curtain walls. Gibbet cages swing from the battlement, chains creaking in the wind. Not a window is alight. Bats squeak and flutter through the air in a sudden tempest of wings as you draw near. Save these, nothing seems to stir within. 
 
    You glance back down at the village, the shadowed bulk of buildings like masses huddling under the blanket of the night. You turn back to the door of the gloomy keep and grasp a heavy door knocker, hammering it against the door with a boom. 
 
    You step back, listening to the echoes in uncertain anticipation. At last, the door creaks open to reveal a maid. 
 
    She’s curvy in all the right ways, squeezed into her tight, frilly uniform in a way that draws the eye. A candelabra in one hand washes a golden light over her pale form as she slowly blinks at you. 
 
    “Ah,” she says. “At last. The mistress was expecting you.” 
 
    “She was?” you say. 
 
    “Yes,” the maid says. 
 
    You wait a moment for her to elaborate, but that doesn’t happen. She just stands there with cow-eyed placidity. 
 
    “Are you going to show me to her?” you say. 
 
    “Oh,” she says. “Yes. I should do that…” 
 
    You sigh as she steps back, admitting you inside. A long red carpet cuts down through the main hall and to a set of stairs that wind upwards into the upper levels of the castle. Suits of dark armour crowd the entryway, and you feel the hairs on the back of your neck tingle under their eyeless gaze. Not to mention their very serious looking axes. 
 
    The maid pays no mind, turning and pattering off down the carpet and up the stairs. You follow at once, climbing the steps to hallways lined with portraits of dour lords and kings whose eyes seem to follow you, and yet are only the second most disturbing portraits you’ve encountered in your life. The castle is designed differently than Lady Reiss’s home in Morgana’s tower, but it carries the same empty, gloominess that characterized that citadel. It feels more like a tomb than a home, which is pretty accurate. There aren’t even any lights kindled in the hallways. Only the maid’s candles guide the way to a door at the end of a long corridor, lined by rooms locked tight. 
 
    The maid knocks gently on the door. “Mistress? Your guest has arrived.” 
 
    “Ah,” a breathy voice purrs. “Show him in.” 
 
    The maid opens the door and bows you inside, and you step into the lair of Lady Reiss. 
 
    Dark curtains flutter from the walls, obscuring every window tightly. The coffin of the vampire lies beside a large, four poster bed veiled in sheerest silks, tucked back to reveal the rumpled blankets. Side tables sport vases filled with wilting roses, their faded scents perfuming the air, while lone candles burn here and there to add definition to the darkness. 
 
    Lady Reiss herself lounges on a divan, the only other seat in the room. Pale as marble, her cold beauty is all the stronger in the shadows. The only thing she wears is a dark sleeping robe, cinched tight around her waist. Her hair is immaculate and dark as bat wings. Her eyes are red and alive with hunger, and her lips are thin but flawless, and pressed to the neck of a woman in her grasp. 
 
    She’s of a fuller figure than Lady Reiss, her hair brown curls, her clothes a robe like the vampire’s, but undone, spilling her plump breasts into the open air. Slumped against the vampire, her eyes are glazed, her mouth open, soft whimpers of pleasure and gasps of delight escaping as Reiss feeds, a thin trickle of blood tracing its way down the woman’s tanned throat, across her collarbone, and down the valley of her smooth, soft breasts. 
 
    For a moment you’re struck dumb at the sapphic sight. The human woman whimpers, moaning softly, and only then do you see Reiss’s finger gliding into the beauty’s pussy, stroking the panting thrall even as the vampire feeds. 
 
    Reiss slowly lifts her fangs from the girl’s throat, revealing the twin wounds. The peasant moans, slumping, shuddering in climax as she cums weakly from the ministrations of the vampire. Wiping her mouth on the back of her arm, Reiss turns her red eyes to you, smiling. 
 
    “Dear me,” she breathes, reclining on the divan lazily, crossing a leg and giving you a teasing hint of what lies beneath her robe. “I do wish you’d have sent word ahead! I was right in the middle of dinner.” 
 
    “So I… ah… see,” you say, glancing at the girl. “Is she dead?” 
 
    “Oh no,” Reiss laughs. “Not yet. I prefer to sup slowly on my new pets. I wouldn’t drink a bottle of wine all in one sitting. It’s a matter of self-control. Please!” She gestures at a nearby stuffed chair. “Take a seat.” 
 
    “…Right,” you say, slowly doing as she bid. 
 
    “Oh, but you don’t need to worry about that,” she adds with a knowing smile. “After all, we’re to be allies, aren’t we?” 
 
    “Your letter did mention something about that. Negotiations, was it?” you say. 
 
    “Quite so.” 
 
    She rises, as sinuous and smooth as a stirring snake. You stiffen as she glides across the floor, as poised and immaculate as if she’s been carved from marble. You stare straight ahead as she slips around your chair, her hands delicately resting on your shoulders. And yet, despite those fingers being thin, you can feel the strength in them as they gently knead your shoulders. 
 
    “I really think your kingdom and mine could benefit from… closer relations.” 
 
    “Uh, how clo-ose!” you gasp as her hands glide down your chest, under your jacket. 
 
    “Very,” she whispers right into your ear. “Close…” 
 
    You shiver as her fangs graze your earlobe, as her lips gently suck on it as her hands move over your broad chest. You hear the buttons of your jacket give way, a shiver racing through you as the cold air brushes against you. 
 
    “Lovely,” the vampire hisses in your ear. “I think we’ll get along famously. After all, we have so much to offer one another. Like… life… eternal…” 
 
    “Ah… Well, that is um…” 
 
    Your voice trails off as her hands trail down your chest and into your lap. You suck in a sharp breath as her slender fingers tease open your pants, freeing your cock from their confines. 
 
    “Hmmm. We have so much to share,” she purrs as her fingers wrap about your shaft and give it a slow pump. 
 
    You groan softly as her hand begins to stroke your cock, teasing up and down, her skin so cold your cock tingles with the sensitive change in temperature. Your breathing is growing quickly laboured. Your body buzzing with arousal and awareness of her and the hand stroking you. 
 
    “Pleasure unending,” she murmurs into your ear, kissing your neck, her fangs grazing your increasingly sensitive skin. “Eternal…” 
 
    You gasp, panting as she continues to pump your cock. You groan as she slides around you, her robe shedding itself from her like a cocoon, unveiling her pale body as she straddles your lap, looking down at you, her eyes fierce, piercing, red as fire. Her dark lips rise in a hungry smile as she continues to pump your cock, her pussy hovering above you. 
 
    “Please…” you whisper. 
 
    “You came to me, your majesty,” she purrs. “So let’s enjoy ourselves.” 
 
    She lowers herself, sheathes you within her. 
 
    You moan as she begins to ride your lap, her breasts pressed against your chest, her skin so cold, her nipples rubbing against you as she fucks herself atop you. You thrust up into her, unable to help yourself. Needing more of her. Of her pussy. Of her glorious tightness. You can’t resist her. Not even when she pushes your head aside, bares your neck, and sinks her fangs into your flesh. 
 
    You groan, shuddering, cumming with the ecstasy of sensation. Of life rushing out of you, the blissful release of your orgasm mingling beatifically with the sudden shudder of the vampire’s bite. Of her power over you. Her strength and control. Weakness rushes through you. Your head lolls, thoughts dim and musty as if at the gate of death. 
 
    “Mmmm,” the Lady Reiss purrs as she drinks her fill of your warm blood. Whether you return to your kingdom a vampire, her thrall, or at all is utterly up to her and her whims. You forsook the choice the moment you chose to knock on that door. 
 
    And as the last flicker of life fades from your eyes, you know only the white fire of pleasure as you cum yet again. 
 
      
 
    End 
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    Orc Queen 
 
      
 
    The thunder of drums beats through the badlands until it feels like the stones should shudder with their song. The night sky is awash with stars, yet below, the bonfires burn in the orc camp like earthbound suns. You leave your horse on the hill, walking down towards the celebrations. You suspect you know the reason for them. Not to toot your own horn, but you’ve seen orcish scouts now and again on the crests of cliffs and hills, watching your progress intently before vanishing again, and considering who, exactly, will be throwing this party, you suspect it’s for you. 
 
    Your suspicion is proven as you step into the firelight of the first bonfire. Huge, burly orcs line the path, their shadows long thanks to the crackling blazes at their backs. Their tusked maws grin and their fists pump the air. Their bellows ring out across the night. Slavegirls gasp and giggle, pressed against their scarred, muscular chests, looking up at their masters with adoration. 
 
    It feels odd to see human women in such states, not that you can really blame them. An orc male is a powerful specimen, for among the orcs, might makes right, and they are mighty indeed. But you forget about them all as your eyes are arrested to the figure at the end of the path. Sitting in a throne made of the bones of monsters, her feet on huge fanged skulls, her armrests the tusks of beasts, sits Krona, the orc queen. 
 
    She’s as powerful and fierce as you remember, not only from Morgana’s tower, but from your battle long ago in the swamps. She sits up straighter, her tusked mouth grinning with ferocious eagerness. Her eyes burning with anticipation and her body strong, powerful, and clad in little more than sparse animal hide and leathers, revealing the full extent of her muscled form. Her hair is bound in a long ponytail that snakes over her shoulder, and her eyes glitter with all the savagery of a panther. 
 
    She rises as you approach and raises her arms. Instantly the thunder of the drums fade, the orcs stopping, watching. The silence is so thick after such bedlam, that it’s almost a relief when Krona’s voice booms forth. 
 
    “You return, mate!” she barks. 
 
    “I do,” you say. “You sent me a message.” 
 
    “Yes!” she says, grinning wide. “I knew you would come. We are meant to mate, human prince!” 
 
    “Well, okay then. Should I pour some wine or…” 
 
    You trail off as Krona grabs her breastplate and rips it off, the leather tearing under her fingers, baring her full, emerald breasts for all to see, along with the sculpted form of her abs. 
 
    “Or… that works, I suppose,” you say. 
 
    “We will not fuck as humans. We will mate! You will breed me, as a king should his bride! Come!” she demands, tearing aside her loincloth, baring the slickness of her pussy. “Fill me with your mighty seed!” 
 
    You’re on the verge of asking if you should go somewhere private, but then the drums pick up again. You glance back to see the orc warriors grasping females of every race, be it their own, human, or elven, kissing hungrily, tearing away clothes and armour. Alright. You can play that game. 
 
    There’s a series of steps that climb the platform to where Krona makes her throne. As you walk up them, you pull off your clothes, the heat of the bonfires easily dispelling the cool night air. 
 
    Krona watches you advance, her eyes bright, her breasts heaving with eager anticipation. Once you reach her, she grab you by the waist, pulling you close. 
 
    “Kiss me, my king,” she growls. 
 
    You do without hesitation, and she returns it with a ferocity. The feel of her hard body pressed against yours is amazing. Her breasts mash against your chest. Her hands claw your back, pulling you into her, kissing you harder. You hiss as her nails scratch you. You growl as you grasp her firm ass and squeeze, lifting her against you, feeling her grind her mons against your shaft. 
 
    She falls back, panting, against the seat of the throne, you atop her, still kissing. Still clawing for one another. From the corner of your eye you see the rest of the tribe has gone even further. Already an orgy of grunting barbarian pleasure has gripped the horde. Orcs rut with moaning women. Slave girls cry out in please as they take their master’s cocks. Orc women wrestle for domination with their males even as they strive to fuck. 
 
    Krona breaks the kiss. “Fuck me now!” she barks. 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” you grunt, and thrust home. 
 
    The tightness of her pussy is almost as shocking as the feminine cry of pleasure coming from the powerful orc warlord. Her arms tighten around you, pulling you deeper. “Yessssss!” she cries out, her hips rising to meet your thrusts, her moans shuddering through her as she accepts your cock. “Yesss! Breed me, my mate. Fuck me! Make me yours! Our child will be powerful! Mighty! The world will bow at his feet! Yes! Give me your seed! Give me your cuuuuum!” 
 
    You groan as her words echo in your mind. You piston into her, sweat shining across your body as you fuck the warrior queen before her horde. You howl as at last you reach your final peak. As you bury your cock within her once more. 
 
    And cum. 
 
    Stars explode before your eyes as you cum in her, pumping your thick seed into the orc queen’s pussy. She howls with pleasure, shuddering around you, her own orgasm sweeping her aside in a sudden swell of perfect pleasure. You sag atop her as the last of your seed enters her, your arms shaking with the effort to hold you over her. 
 
    Krona reaches up, taking your face, and pulling you in to a more tender, sweet kiss than before. You hum softly in pleasure as you separate, looking down into the blushing face of the orc queen. 
 
    “Magnificent,” she breathes. 
 
    “Thanks,” you pant, grinning. 
 
    She nods. “Mmm. Enter me again, my king. Let us join our alliance in pleasure. My horde shall be at your command. Kingdoms shall fall before our blades.” 
 
    “Kingdoms? Oh, well. Maybe…” 
 
    “Hush,” she breathes, touching your lips with a finger, silencing you while her eyes burn and her hips move again, rubbing herself against your cock. “No need. We will speak of wars later. My horde is yours. Our enemies will be trampled beneath our feet, and you will mate me on their corpses.” 
 
    Disturbing, yet you can’t help but feel your cock swell anew within her. “Well,” you breathe. “When you put it like that…” 
 
    “Mate me, my king.” 
 
    She doesn’t leave much room for argument. But that’s okay. There will be time enough for that later. For plans, and schemes, and decisions about what an alliance means, who your enemies are, where you will drive them before you, and where you will fuck her. But as you begin to thrust into Krona again, the orc queen’s moans joining those of her horde as they take their slaves and sluts, you know it’s the beginning of a beautiful alliance. 
 
      
 
    End 
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    Kobold 
 
      
 
    The place where Bekka has made her home is a volcano. 
 
    Because of course it is. 
 
    You look up the blackened slope towards the distant peak, where smoke plumes like a massive chimney. The ground is blackened rock, fairly sizzling with the volcanic heat that lurks just beneath, the path up the slope of the volcano threading up to a pair of immense bronze doors inlaid with curious gearwork that reminds you strongly of Bekka’s door in Morgana’s tower. 
 
    Fortunately, this time you have a key. It came with the scroll she sent you, and its intricate craftsmanship seems to be shaped like a heart. It takes you a moment to find the keyhole amid the filigree of the great door, but when you do you insert the key, and turn. 
 
    The door creaks. Gears groan and turn. Figures worked into the doorway move, seeming to pull on ropes that are really just long bars of metal. Pistons hiss and the door swings open, unveiling the path into the mountain and the kobold’s lair. 
 
    The heat is almost unbearable as you step inside. The walls have been polished to a shine and span high. Magma flows freely into channels beside the pathway, illuminating the corridor. The floor is made of obsidian polished to a shine like black glass, and machinery turns and creaks on every side as if you were walking into the heart of a vast clock. You look about yourself in wonder with every step, until you reach a set of stairs, where two figures await you at the peak. 
 
    The golem dolls of Bekka, Gala and Tia, smile in perfect tandem, their skin pale porcelain and stunningly beautiful in a cold, eternal way. As one, they dip deep curtsies. 
 
    “Welcome, your majesty,” they chime together. 
 
    “Girls,” you say, nodding in greeting to the pair. “You’re looking… good.” 
 
    “We are pleased you think so,” they chorus. “Mistress is busy, but she has ordered us to make you comfortable while you wait for her.” 
 
    “Comfortable?” you say warily, reminded of last time they made that offer. 
 
    The two smile. “Not like before, your majesty. Mistress was quite clear.” 
 
    “Oh, well. Good,” you say. 
 
    “This way,” they say, their footsteps ringing like bells on the hard black floor as they move with the grace of ballerinas in a music box, guiding you up the stairs and into a large receiving room. The walls here are devoid of the massive machinery that defines the mountain, filled instead with vast frescoes that move gently against a backdrop. Little clockwork scenes of entertainment that never quite still. A divan awaits surrounded by several metal tables, all loaded with sweetmeats and drinks. Yet even here magma flows, drooling in great falls of molten rock and into pits, flanking a doorway at the far side of the room. 
 
    “Shall we take your jacket?” Gala says, already helping you remove it. 
 
    “Oh, thank you.” 
 
    “Your shirt?” 
 
    “Ah, well…” 
 
    “Your pants?” 
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “It is quite warm, master,” one of them says with a smile. 
 
    “I uh, think the pants stay on,” you say. 
 
    The pair of golems exchange a knowing look. “For now, your majesty,” they say. “Please, take a seat. We shall fetch the mistress.” 
 
    You let them ease you down onto the divan and watch their hips cock to and fro like pendulums as they depart through the door behind the curtains of lava. You ease back, looking around at the elaborate designs worked into the walls. 
 
    A sudden deafening bang makes you jump and turn back towards the door, just in time to see it fly open and Bekka bustle in, her two golems hovering at her shoulders. The kobold looks much the same as she did the first time you met her, albeit this time not at the other end of a flamethrower. Loose leather overalls hide her slim frame but give ample evidence to her pert breasts. Short, singed brown fur sprawls along paws and her face has a distinctly canine muzzle, her ears perked up like a Doberman’s, though her eyes hold an intelligence that belies her bestial appearance. 
 
    She draws up short when she sees you and clears her throat, hastily trying to smooth out her oil stained overalls. 
 
    “Ahem. Hem! Vell! It iz goot to zee you again, prince,” she says. “Er, king. I mean. You are king now, yes?” 
 
    “Yes,” you say. 
 
    “Ah, good. Good. Anyvay! You received my invitation? Yes, of course you did. Vhy else vould you be here?” 
 
    “Mistress, calm yourself,” one of her golem maids says. 
 
    “Yes, mistress. She’s very excited you accepted her invitation,” the other golem informs you. 
 
    “I… I am not!” the kobold squeaks, her ears flicking with agitation. “I vouldn’t care if I never zaw him again! I mean, ah… Oh drat it! I vas, I mean, I am… Bah! Vatever! Look,” she says, marching up to you on the chair. “Look you… ah, shirtless man vith… very nize abs. I mean! I am vanting to make you an offer!” 
 
    “You are?” you say, enjoying the kobold’s embarrassed aggression immensely. “What is it?” 
 
    “I am making ze magnanimous offer of my genius for your kingdom! I vill be villing to design and build many machinery and devices vich vill make your kingdom ze envy of ze vorld!” 
 
    “That’s a very generous offer,” you say. 
 
    “Hah! Of course it is!” the short monster girl cries, her tail swishing. “I am ze brilliant Bekka!” 
 
    “But, what do you get out of it?” you ask. 
 
    “What… I get… ah… Hm. I mean…” 
 
    You grin, lazily reaching out and looping an arm around her waist. The kobold squeaks as you tug her into your lap, her bristly fur pressing against your chest. 
 
    “It only seems fair, after all,” you say, your palm engulfing her bottom, kneading the softness of it, her tail wagging so hard it thumps against the cushions with a sound like a drum. “If you help us with all these technological wonders, that you get something in return.” 
 
    “Y-yes! I ah… I mean, vell I had… s-some demands…” 
 
    You share a glance with her golems. “Really?” you say, your hand moving up, flicking open one of the clips of her overalls, the strap slithering over her shoulder, making her gasp. “Such as?” 
 
    “Ah… vell…” 
 
    “Maybe… some company on those long, lonely nights in the workshop?” you say, flicking open the other, her suspenders now only held up by their tenuous placement on her breasts. 
 
    “Z-zat might be… um, zat is, zat might vork…” 
 
    “I agree. But let’s be sure about it,” you say, tugging her closer, and kissing her. 
 
    Bekka stiffens in surprise, then melts with a moan. Her tail wags even faster, her ears twitching in pleasure as she kisses you, her paws shyly admiring the hard sculpting of your naked chest. She whimpers as at last her overalls fall open, baring her breasts. You hum, cupping those soft orbs and making the kobold whimper in naked delight. 
 
    “Mmm. Do you like that?” 
 
    “Yesssssss!” Bekka moans. 
 
    You see the two golems glide up, their fingers teasing Bekka’s overalls further down. “Mistress has been very busy.” 
 
    “Extremely.” 
 
    “She needs some relaxation.” 
 
    “Might you help her?” they ask you. 
 
    “I do know a way,” you chuckle as the two golems tug the overalls off, Bekka lifting her rear to assist, her tail swishing as it slides through the hole cut in the bottom. Her bra follows suit, then her panties, leaving the beastgirl naked. 
 
    “We would appreciate it, your majesty,” one says, her hand moving into your lap, opening your pants, freeing your cock. You hiss as those pale fingers wrap around your cock, giving it a teasing pump. “Mistress? Would you like it?” 
 
    “I… ah… I zink zat vould… vould be niiiiiice,” Bekka moans, her pussy rubbing against the head of your cock, the dog woman panting hotly in your hungry hands and those of her golems. 
 
    “Well,” you chuckle. “If you insist.” 
 
    Without further ado you tug her down onto your lap. You gasp as the tightness of the kobold’s cunny clamps down on your cock, but that’s nothing compared to the howl of pleasure that escapes her. Bekka pants, all illusions of self-control banished the moment she took your cock. With eager abandon she begins to ride you, rutting like the bitch she is. Yipping with pleasure as you capture one of her budding nipples between your teeth and nibble on them. 
 
    “Yezzzz!” Bekka howls. “Yez! Fuck me good! Fuck me like your bitch! Woof! Woof!” 
 
    “Mnnn! So tight!” you moan, thrusting up into her bouncing form. 
 
    “Yez! Tight for you. Zo tight for… Wooooo!” 
 
    She howls with her climax, shuddering as she tightens around you, squeezing your cock, shocks of pleasure bursting through her like fireworks. The sudden flexing of her velvety pussy pushes you over the edge, and with a groan you bury your cock within her and cum. 
 
    Bekka moans as she collapsed atop you, panting hotly, your shaft still held within her. “Mmmm…” the kobold manages to say. “Zat vas… good…” 
 
    “Good enough for your help?” you say. 
 
    “Um… vell… Perhaps ve vill… vill need to be shown more of zat…” 
 
    You chuckle. “Can do.” 
 
    The kobold barks in surprise as you suddenly flip her around and onto the divan. Moving up behind her, you start thrusting into her, doggystyle. The once brilliant beastgirl, now reduced to a whimpering, panting pet, howls and thrusts back with unabashed delight, welcoming the sharp thrusts of your cock into her as you plow her into the cushion. 
 
    You laugh broadly as you fuck her, her golems sidling up beside you, stroking your chest and kissing your neck as you fuck their mistress in exchange for her brilliant assistance. 
 
    With Bekka’s mechanical skills, your kingdom will soon be the technological wonder of the world, risen from a medieval mud pile to a force to be reckoned with. And you get to claim the cunt of the genius who’ll make it happen! 
 
    Win win as far as you’re concerned! 
 
      
 
    End 
 
      
 
    Index Epilogue 
 
    

  

 
   
    Succubus 
 
      
 
    You always suspected you’d end up in hell one day. 
 
    The only surprise is that you’re going willingly. 
 
    You look down at the runic circled Reuben marked in his tower floor. They do look appropriately infernal, going by your own dim understanding of such things. 
 
    “You’re sure this will work.” 
 
    “Absolutely!” Reuben says, the wizard sitting behind his desk and tapping the scroll you received, still smelling of brimstone. “Very clear… mnn… instructions here. Very arcane and well thought out. But not so hard for me. I am a wizard. Worked hard on it, you know. And… things.” 
 
    You glance from Reuben to the bottle of wine he’s been drinking throughout the sorcerous endeavour. The wizard hiccups. 
 
    “Right,” you say, stepping into the circle uneasily, as if every line were just waiting to explode. 
 
    “Right! Exactly. Excellent. Stand there. Perfect!” Reuben takes another swig from the bottle, wiping his mouth on a stained sleeve. “Alright, here we go! If everything works out, you will arrive in the succubi’s lair.” 
 
    “And if it doesn’t?” 
 
    “Erm, well. Depends. You like having your organs on the inside, right?” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “Thought so. Here we go!” the wizard cries, flinging his hands over the runes. There’s a brilliant flash of blinding red light. Your whole world spins. For a brief moment it feels like your stomach has been pulled out, turned upside down, then shoved back into you. 
 
    And then, just as quickly, the world resolves once more. You blink the stars from your eyes, and only through a supreme effort of will manage not to vomit on the rather nice red rug. 
 
    You blink rapidly and look about yourself dully. No longer do you stand in Reuben’s tower, with its hills of books, half eaten food and various arcane bric-a-brac. Instead, you are in a circular room whose carpet still sizzles with the burned marks of the runic circle that brought you there. Curtains descend from the walls in violet draperies, and strange lamps of black metal and purple flames burn low about the walls. 
 
    You take a step forward, swaying a little. Fortunately, your adventures through the tower accustomed you to the sudden passage through portals, and you recover quickly, every step more sure than the last. Soon you’re walking down the corridors of the demon’s home with ease, if not a little uncertainty. 
 
    And you know it to be Camilla’s home, or at least her lair. The paintings you pass by stand testament to that in all their well-crafted debauchery. Not even the fact the succubus uses the souls of the damned as her paints can lessen their craftsmanship, to say nothing of the lewdness of the scenes. Despite yourself, you feel yourself harden as you glance at portraits of princesses being railed by demons. Of farmgirls being milked by stableboys. Of… Well, you’re not even sure about that one, but it looks like a man being turned into a woman as a tentacled horror claims her new holes. 
 
    As you walk down the quiet halls of depravity you feel yourself harden anew. Your direction is never in doubt. The corridor runs straight and true without any alteration, and soon you can make out a soft music coming from ahead. A curtained doorway awaits, and soft voices filter through. Remembering you’re in the lair of a succubus, you twitch a gap in the curtain and peer through. 
 
    Camilla stands in a circular room connected by four other curtained doors. There’s no mistaking those crimson curves, nor the tight, black corset that binds her large, firm breasts. Her hair tangles around horns sprouting from her brow, and her pupils are the serpentine slits of a predator. She’s smiling, her dark lips moving sensuously from word to word, her bat-like wings framing her, and her tail winding lazily in the air behind her. 
 
    She’s speaking to a number of other demons, their shapes and dimensions abhorrent to nature and sanity, who watch her with interest as she directs a pointer at the painting beside her. 
 
    “Now this,” Camilla says, “is a truly wonderful piece. Observe the detail about the lips and the eyes. The rumple of the clothes, and the definition of the muscle. You can very clearly see where the wolf’s cock presses up against her womb. Now, what is the artist trying to tell us here? Is it an expression of humanity’s failure to triumph over its own bestial nature? A showing of woman’s need to be dominated by an alpha? Or is it a demonstration of how wonderful werewolf dick is? That’s the wonderful thing about art. It can mean many different things, depending on the viewer.” 
 
    Murmurs of approval come from the demons. One or two flash some sort of box at the picture. 
 
    “Please,” Camilla says. “No photos. There are a number of prints just through here in the gift shop. All of which can be used to trap a soul within a scene for your future enjoyment. Also, some sugared confectionaries from the lands of Gula.” 
 
    Excited chatter comes from the gaggle of demons as they walk, jog, or in one case, ooze through the waiting door. Camilla watches them go, smiling faintly, then cocks her head towards your hiding place. 
 
    “Enjoying the tour, prince?” 
 
    You wince at that knowing look, but push through the curtain and into the main room. Camilla’s smirk widens as she looks upon you, her eyes running up and down. 
 
    “Hm. There you are.” She crosses her arms. “I must say, I am surprised.” 
 
    “That I came?” 
 
    She laughs, that throaty sound tingling down your spine and finding roost in your groin. “Hardly. How could you resist my siren call? I am far too lovely for you to deny. I am a work of art. Sensual in ways no mortal being can be. Observe the long crimson of my legs. The full, perfect proportions of my breasts. And the lovely darkness of my lips. I am sinful beauty incarnate.” 
 
    You watch as her hands outline every asset she praises, the aching of your cock growing with every moment. You clear your throat to try and regain some control of the situation. “Er, right. But, then, why are you surprised?” 
 
    “I didn’t think you had it in you to defeat Morgana. I sent the letter on the off chance you’d succeed. I must say, I’m delighted you did.” 
 
    You stiffen, suddenly on guard. “You’re not… looking for revenge, are you?” 
 
    “Ha! Hardly,” Camilla scoffs. “That hag can rot for all I care. Besides, I’ll find her soul eventually. She’s somewhere here in hell, that much I know. And when I get her, I’ll extract my payment from her hide.” 
 
    The sadistic cruelty in her lovely face is both disturbing and deeply arousing. Something she doesn’t fail to notice, her eyes lingering on the bulge of your pants. 
 
    “Hmm,” she smirks. “But enough talk of her. Let’s talk about you, and what we have to offer each other. Come. Let’s go somewhere more… comfortable.” 
 
    She snaps her fingers, then touches the painting at her side. The world suddenly seems to run together, like paint melting in the rain. Your head spins as the world shifts, staggering you. 
 
    And when you come to, you’re in a barn, pounding you cock into the pussy of Camilla dressed as a milkmaid. 
 
    “You… ah… ah… see,” the demoness moans, her perfect ass accepting every impact of your hips, her molten pussy squeezing your cock in ways that prevent you from even thinking of lessening your pace as you use her new pigtails like handlebars. “I am… mnnn… always open to… ah… to opportunities for… mnnn… for work…” 
 
    “Oooooh!” you groan. 
 
    “And… and… nnnnnn!” she moans, her pussy clamping down on your cock as she suddenly cums, her juices slickening your cock even further as your cock continues to hammer home. “And… oooooh! And I think we could… ah… do such wonders together…” 
 
    “Um… is this… hah… really the… the place for this talk?” you gasp. 
 
    “Oooh, too true.” 
 
    She lifts her shaking hands and snaps her fingers. 
 
    Again the world seems to melt around you, and when it resolves you are sitting on a pasha’s throne, the hall around you a glittering marble palace, and before you, dressed in nothing but sheerest silks, kneels Camilla, your cock in her hands as she teasingly strokes you. 
 
    “Oh course,” the succubus croons through her veil, eying you with sultry interest as her crimson fingers glide up and down your throbbing manhood. “I have many opportunities to offer a man who contracts with me. I know so many spells that would make you quite effective.” 
 
    “Like… ah… like one’s that enslave monster g-girls?” you groan. 
 
    “Oh no, my master. Not just that. I can take you places no mortal has ever gone. I can give you power like you’ve only dreamed. And do… so much more for you.” 
 
    As she says this, she leans forward, and takes your cock in her hot mouth. 
 
    “F-fuuuuck!” you moan as she begins to bob, sucking you, devouring your shaft like it were the finest piece of candy in the world. Her tongue swirls around your dick, teasing the slit at the top before sliding down to the very root. You’ve had blowjobs before, but what the demoness is doing dwarfs even the best you’ve known. 
 
    “Gnnnn!” you groan, balls throbbing, head pounding with pleasure. “I… oh fuck… I… Mnnnn!” 
 
    You groan, hands tightening on the armrests of the throne as you cum, pumping your hot seed into her eager mouth, Camilla moaning as she continues to bob, sucking down every last drop. You sag into the cushions of the throne, panting, head spinning as the succubus lifts her lips off your cock, smirking. 
 
    “An agreement would be in both our interests,” she purrs. 
 
    Your head is spinning from the various pleasures inflicted on you. You blink dazedly down at the smirking demoness. “What…” you manage to gasp. “What kind of… of agreement.” 
 
    “Why, the promise of your soul, of course,” she titters. 
 
    “Huh?” you say. “But… I…” 
 
    “Am still not sure?” she finishes. “Oh, well, my master. You haven’t known all that I can offer you! You’ve merely had a taste of what… mmm… depredations await. Maybe you want to experience something different.” 
 
    “Um, wait,” you say, but she has already snapped her fingers. The world has melted around you. 
 
    And suddenly, things have changed indeed. 
 
    Once more you find yourself in new attire, only now, you’re dressed in a frilly gown. Your body fits it snugly, because now it’s the thin, feminine form of a woman, your breasts swelling into the open air, nipples hard with desire, and your cock has been replaced by a slick pussy. 
 
    One in the process of tasting a thick, red, wolf cock. 
 
    “Ah!” you gasp, your voice high and sweet as you descend, taking the root of the wolf’s cock in your cunt, the sensation bursting through you in a sudden swell of strange pleasures, stars exploding behind your eyes as the thick red cock slams into your depths. 
 
    “You see?” Camilla growls from behind, her horns growing from the werewolf’s brow, her face taking on the harsh aspect of the wolf monster as she grins her toothy fangs, lifting you and dropping you back down onto your cock, rutting you with all the savage hunger of a beast. “Such experiences… hrrr… you shall know…” 
 
    “Ah!” you squeak as the red hot wolf prick pounds again into your defenceless pussy. “Mnnnn! Oh! I… ah… C-Camilla… I…” 
 
    “Don’t fight it, master,” the demoness growls, bending you forward, pushing your face into the dewy autumn leaves that strew the forest floor, her hand so strong, holding you down as she takes her pleasure from your unresisting form. “Just… say… yes…” 
 
    The sudden shift in sensations confuses you, even as your body surrenders to the cock of the demon. You moan, panting, rutting back against her with whorish glee. You can’t think. Can’t resist. Can only… only… 
 
    “Cummmmmm!” you scream as your orgasm surges through you, burning through you, unlike any you’ve known as a man. It lingers, tingling through you from head to toe in sweet surrender, your body buzzing with pleasure as you submit to the feeling of your body being taken by the demon dog’s cock. “Cummmmiiiiingggg!” you cry. 
 
    “Yesss!” Camilla howls, rutting into your clutching pussy. “Yes! Cum for me! Cum for meeeee!” 
 
    Her voice howls to the midnight sky as she buries her cock within you a final time. You feel it pulse, throb, and then the hot load of the wolf’s cum pumps into your aching depths. You cry out with a second orgasm, as powerful as your first as her knot swells within you, sealing her cum within your new pussy. 
 
    You whimper, sagging on the forest floor, twitching with aftershocks of your pleasure. You can’t even muster a word of resistance as her hands loop about your chest and capture the fullness of your tits, squeezing them hungrily. 
 
    “And that’s far from all,” the demoness breathes, her teeth nipping your ear, sending waves of submissive urges through your shapely form. “I can show you so many pleasures, master. Or, perhaps, mistress. All I need is your agreement. So just say yes.” 
 
    You pant, but the scene is already shifting again. The world running together. A new scene taking the place of the old. Are you a man? A woman? A prince? A slave? Is she a beast? A demon? A queen? A conquerer? 
 
    You don’t know. But you can feel her thrusting again in you. Can feel your body shift and change and become whatever it needs to be to feel new heights of pleasure. New scenes of debauchery. New sensations that burn through your mere mortal senses. 
 
    The words slip out. A whimper. A gasp. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What was that?” Camilla growls, giving your helpless body another ruthless thrust. 
 
    “Yesssss!” you wail as that sudden pulse of pleasure beats through you. “Yessss! Take it! Take my soul! Just don’t stop. Please! Don’t stoooooop!” 
 
    Camilla laughs. “What a good master. Or perhaps mistress? Or maybe even slave. I’m sure we’ll find out. Won’t we?” 
 
    “Yes!” you squeak as she begins to fuck you anew. Pounding you into the floor. “Yes! Yes! Gods, yes! Fuck me! Take me! Want you! Want you so baaaaaad!” 
 
    Your voice screams in ecstasy, then howls in joy as you feel a brand burn itself onto the space above your mons. With another cry of pleasure you convulse, cumming anew as the demoness plows you. You came here to negotiate an alliance, but will leave a slave. Her thrall, helpless before the pleasures she offered you. Countless delights await you at the demon’s hands. 
 
    You may have conquered the tower, but in the end, you were defeated. Your soul surrendered to the pleasures of hell. 
 
    But your new adventure as the demon’s slave has only just begun. 
 
      
 
    End 
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    Valkyrie 
 
      
 
    Diplomacy is a funny thing, but it’s generally not a good sign when negotiations begin with a field of dead people. 
 
    Then again, they’ve never involved a Valkyrie. 
 
    You try and keep this in mind as you pick your way through the battlefield. Not quite as depressing as where you first met Niffara in her somber realm, but that’s a low bar. Ravens lift their head from their dinner, their beaks splattered with gore as they watch you pass, then return to their meal. The shoreline is littered with the dead, the proud prows of raiding ships wrenched onto the beach where their warriors had climbed out to do battle with the defenders. Judging by the fact the ships were currently on fire, illuminating the night in a series of bonfires, you’d have to guess they didn’t do so well. 
 
    You’re indifferent to the end result, really. You’ve come far from your kingdom and whatever reason for this war is far removed from your own troubles. Aside from the sound of scavengers, the crackle of the flames, and the beat of the waves upon the shore, the land is swathed in silence as you trudge through. Fortunately, it’s night, so Niffara is easy to find. You doubt anything else would be glowing a brilliant silver light like a beacon aboard the only intact ship. 
 
    A plank was lowered to the beach and you climb steadily aboard. The Valkyrie waits near the stern. Her armour is silver and fitted to her form, her wings like great pieces of glass piercing the gloom with their glow. She stands before a man arranged on the deck, his helmeted head at peace, his hands on his chest, clasping a great sword in final rest. 
 
    Niffara turns as your footsteps thunk on the deck, her silvery hair swaying in the air as if to some invisible wind. She nods in greeting. 
 
    “You came.” 
 
    “You did invite me.” You look down at the dead warrior. “Friend?” 
 
    “No,” Niffara says. “He was the chief of this warband, leading them to battles across the shores. Raiding and pillaging wherever they went. Many are the mighty battles he took part in. They said no sword could strike him down.” 
 
    “Oh. So, what killed him?” 
 
    “He slipped on some blood and cracked his head open on a rock.” 
 
    “Ah,” you say. “That’s um…” 
 
    “But he did it in the midst of battle. And, thanks to his years of warfare and leading his men, burning the homes of fisherfolk, plundering and rapine along the shores of the world, he has been granted access to Valhalla.” 
 
    “I um, see. That’s… nice…” you say. 
 
    Niffara extends her arm, and into her hand burns a blade of silver light. She holds it over the corpse, and you hear a soft, silvery song. She lets her blade fall, and when it strikes the body, it bursts, wreathing the corpse in a silver flame. You take a startled step back as the fires consume the body, smoke rising into the sky, and on their back the phantasmal figure of the warlord, climbing the heavens to the reward that awaits him for a life of combat. 
 
    Niffara lets her hand falls, smiling faintly. “He conquered many trials.” 
 
    “Yes. Those fisherfolk were probably deadly with their nets and rods,” you say. 
 
    “Indeed,” Niffara says, seemingly immune to sarcasm. “But his saga would be nothing compared to yours,” she says, turning to you. 
 
    “Oh, well, I don’t like to brag,” you say. 
 
    She scoffs. “You need not! Your tale is spoken already at every banquet hall in Valhalla. Of your conquest and trials of the witch’s tower. Your defeating and rescuing of those poor souls from such vile sorcery.” 
 
    Recalling that at least one of those ‘fair souls’ was a literal demon from hell, you can only nod slowly. “Yessss. I suppose so.” 
 
    “And above all, rescuing me from the fate of the witch’s slave.” 
 
    You’re suddenly aware of how close she is. How her silver armour, beautiful to look upon, also conforms quite clearly to her feminine form. You can practically see what she looks like beneath, especially since her last garb left literally nothing to the imagination. Yet, somehow, that armour in its silver purity only makes you more aware of her figure and its beauty. You feel your cock stirring, the warmth of her glow beating away the chill of the night as she draws closer. Your hands seem to move automatically, wrapping around her waist, pulling her close. 
 
    “Well,” you say, a cocky grin working across your face. “I suppose I did act a bit heroically, in the end.” 
 
    “Very much so,” Niffara says, her eyes warm, her body pressing against yours despite the barrier of her armour. “And I wished to congratulate you, and inform you that it has not gone unnoticed.” 
 
    “It hasn’t?” 
 
    “No,” she says, her soft lips articulating the word perfectly. Her full breasts pressing up against the swell of her armour as she gazes up at you. “I wished to let you know that your place in Valhalla’s halls is guaranteed. That when you die, I shall come and deliver you to the table of the greatest warriors the world has ever known.” 
 
    “Quite impressive,” you observe. 
 
    “It is. It’s an honour no other has known.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No,” she says, breathless, looking into your eyes. 
 
    “So, I’ll only see you again once I die?” 
 
    “I will visit any great battle you fight,” she says. “I will watch over you. To carry you away.” 
 
    “Is that the only reason?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    She’s blushing. Gods, this really is too easy. Your smirk widens. You lean down, and press a kiss to the valkyrie’s lips. At first the winged beauty stiffens, her wings of lights chiming like silver bells. Then, she melts to it, pressing against you hard, moaning softly into your open mouth as your hands move over her more eagerly. 
 
    Her armour suddenly vanishes, bursting into motes of light that float away, leaving the muscular beauty naked in your arms, pressing against you with a moan of pleasure, her naked breasts glowing with her inner light, her body warm as a hearth on a winter night. Your hands glide down her waist, cupping her rear, then back up, grasping a breast, making her gasp as you gently massage that full, plush orb. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” she moans. 
 
    “Did you want to see me for more than just telling me about how I have a seat in Valhalla? Did you maybe want something extra? Something special?” 
 
    “I… I did.” 
 
    “What was it?” you ask, teasing her, cupping her full breasts, a thumb rubbing shrinking circles around a plump nipple, relishing her squeaks and whimpers of joy as you use her. “What did you want? Did you want my cock? Did you want me to fuck you raw?” 
 
    “Y-yesssss!” she moans, surrendering at last to your teasing. “I want it! Gods, I need it!” 
 
    “How do you want it?” 
 
    “O-on my knees!” she gasps, any attempt at self-control abandoned at the prospect of your cock within her. “Take me on my knees!” 
 
    “Like a dog? How perverse,” you say, chuckling. “But if that’s what you want…” 
 
    “I… I do,” she pants, fairly trembling with her need for your cock within her. “By the Allfather, I need it!” 
 
    “Then show me that ass, and I’ll show you new heights of pleasure.” 
 
    Corny, perhaps. But considering Niffara’s sexual experience has probably been her hand, a quiet room, and images of warriors punching each other to death, you doubt she noticed. If anything, it has the effect you were hoping for. Niffara turns about, bending over the railing of the ship, thrusting out her ass and parting her legs so you can see the glistening slit of her pussy. 
 
    “There’s a sight,” you say, grasping her hips, running your hands over the swell of her ass, squeezing the plump orbs of her bottom hungrily. She gasps, flinching from your hard touch. 
 
    “Nnnn!” she moans. 
 
    “Like that?” you ask, massaging her rear teasingly. “Do you like my mortal hands touching your soft ass?” 
 
    “Yessss,” Niffara moans. 
 
    You chuckle. Such a far cry from the arrogant Valkyrie who sought to chain you to her hellish prison of misery. But you can’t say you don’t like this new her. You reach down, unlacing your pants and freeing your cock. You’re rock solid already, and the sight of her surrendering her body for your pleasure only makes you hungrier to taste her. You move forward, rubbing the head of your cock against her slick cunny. Then, without a word of warning, you thrust forward, impaling her on your cock. 
 
    Niffara jolts forward, a gasp escaping her as you bury your cock in her tight depths. You groan as her inner walls clamp down on you, squeezing you in a sudden paroxysm of pleasure. 
 
    “Mnnnn!” Niffara groans, her wings stretching out to their full length, chiming as they shake like a thousand silver bells. 
 
    “Fuck yessssss!” you moan, pull back, and thrust forward again. 
 
    “Oooooh!” Niffara moans. “Yes! Gods yes! Harder!” 
 
    You grab her arms, pulling her back harder onto your cock, holding her helpless as you pound her tight pussy against the railing of the ship. Every thrust sends her wings ringing again. Every pump of your cock into her eliciting another cry of sweet pleasure. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me haaaaaard!” the Valkyrie wails in purest pleasure as you claim her pussy. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck! Fuuuuuuck!” you groan as you hilt within her, roaring as you cum what feels like gallons of your hot seed into the eager winged slut. 
 
    You release her arms, allowing her to collapse atop the railing, panting and moaning softly, her pussy rippling around your cock with aftershocks. 
 
    “En… Enjoyed that?” you ask. 
 
    “Y-yessss,” the Valkyrie moans. 
 
    “Good. Because there’s a lot more where it came from. But first,” you say, unsheathing your cock from her. “I need your help.” 
 
    Niffara doesn’t quite seem to understand, until you pull her off the rail, her trembling legs sending her to her knees, her face level with your cock. She stares at your flaccid manhood with wonder. 
 
    “I… you want me to…” 
 
    “Unless you want me to stop,” you say casually. 
 
    The prospect of taking your dick in her lips shocks her, but the chance to be denied another rough fucking horrifies her more. With some hesitation, glancing to your face for approval, she takes your cock in her hands, cradling it like something infinitely precious. 
 
    “Go on,” you say. “Kiss it.” 
 
    She leans forward, with every passing moment becoming more fascinated with the prospect. Her soft lips press to your shaft, kissing you shyly at first, then with growing urgency. Her eyes grow lidded. Her tongue makes an appearance, sliding up the underside, a soft moan escaping the celestial slut. 
 
    “Oooooh, that’s it,” you moan. “Suck it. Just like that. Fuck, that’s good. Keep at it. Mnnn. You’re doing fiiiiine.” 
 
    With growing confidence, Niffara worships your cock. Her tongues lathes it and hands stroke it, soon massaging you back to full hardness. Then, without a hint of reluctance, she opens wide, and takes you between her lips. 
 
    “Fuuuuck!” you groan as the winged beauty begins to bob, soon falling into a rhythm of adoring your manhood. “That’s it. Oh fuck yessss! Suck me. Suck me off! Fuck, your lips are amazing!” 
 
    Niffara moans, her lashes fluttering as she obediently blows you, her wings fluttering softly with her bobbing motions. Fuck! If you see her every time you do something suitably heroic, you might have to risk your life more often! 
 
    So you resolve as you moan, “Yes. Yes! Fuck yes! Fuck! Yessss!” grab the Valkyrie’s head, and cum in her mouth until she nearly chokes with the effort of swallowing it all. The future looks bright indeed, and you’re ready to seize it. 
 
      
 
    End 
 
      
 
    Index Epilogue 
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