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				Introduction
			

			
				 
			

			
				The rocky relationship between Caldric the human adventurer and his amorous elf wife Faylana has proved to be a favorite of my readers. The series was launched in April of 2020 as My Cheating Elf Girlfriend and subsequently became My Cheating Elf Wife with the marriage between Caldric and Faylana on the way to 21 official books and three omnibus collections. 
			

			
				My Patrons have commissioned countless stories featuring the characters from My Cheating Elf and often enjoy combining them with characters from my other series.
			

			
				This collection combines the contents of all three omnibus books, including all mainline stories and all of the alternate endings written for those books, as well as two never-before-seen short stories and a novella about a catboy trying to knock Faylana up.
			

			
				Caldric and Faylana will no doubt continue to appear in short stories written for my Patrons and released as one-off shorts, but this book collects the entire canon story of Caldric and Faylana from beginning to end. Where Book 21 ends is where I would continue if this official story were ever picked up again. In that sense, it’s a bit of a farewell to the characters many of my readers have come to know and love. 
			

			
				Let’s hope we meet them again someday!
			

			
				XOXOXO 
			

			
				Amanda Clover
			

			
				2025


			
				The Unfaithful First Collection (Books 1-11)
			

			
				By Amanda Clover and Jay Aury
			

			
				@amandasmut
			

			
				Collection cover by Artnip
			

			
				Individual cover artwork by Deilan12 
			

			
				


			
				[image: A cartoon of a person holding a giant  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]


			
				BOOK ONE
			

			
				Seduced by the Black Queen
			

			
				By Amanda Clover and Jay Aury
			

			
				@amandasmut
			

			
				


			
				[image: A picture containing text  Description automatically generated]


			
				Rats
			

			
				 
			

			
				The door to the tavern flew open and Caldric Stonehands stomped inside. There weren’t many guests, and those there were glanced at him, then quickly away. Not because Caldric was terribly threatening. He was not a lone wanderer carrying danger at his side and menace in his eyes. No. But he was carrying a stinking sack over a shoulder and looked pissed enough to do something stupid.
			

			
				The dwarf who followed was named Tavek Snarlhammer and looked about the same, right down to the sack he was carrying. A dwarf always looks ornery, but his brows were knitted down to his bristling beard and his lumbering gait thudded off the floorboards with every step.
			

			
				The bartender, Esven, looked up at their arrival, unsurprised. He was a man who had seen much and eaten more, his stomach bulging against his stained shirt and parting the vest he wore. Bald, with a glowering eye, he put aside the glass he had been polishing and put his hands on the bar.
			

			
				“Rats,” Caldric said, slamming the sack onto the bar. Some of the wiry pelts poked out of the bag and threatened to spill out. “Rats. Rats. And more fucking rats.”
			

			
				“We’re sick of bloody rats!” Tavek barked, his nose just level with the top of the bar.
			

			
				Esven grimaced. “Get those things off my bar!”
			

			
				“Well where the hell do you want them, Esven?” Caldric demanded. “We’ve been hunting these damn things for the last day and a half.”
			

			
				“Drag them out back. You’re scaring away the customers.”
			

			
				Caldric glanced across the almost empty tavern. “Yeah,” he said, slinging the sack back onto his back. “Wouldn’t that be a shame…”
			

			
				“Payment first, Estven,” Tavek grunted. “We ain’t running charity, despite what you may like. We did your damn dirty work, now pay up!”
			

			
				The heavyset bartender glowered, but from below the bar produced a coin pouch. He counted them out slowly, every copper leaving his fingers reluctantly, his glower deepening with every coin it cost him.
			

			
				“There,” he said at last, shoving the paltry pile to the pair.
			

			
				“Thanks,” Caldric said, sweeping the coins off the bar. Estven ignored him, already picking up another glass and polishing it in the somewhat optimistic expectation of more customers.
			

			
				“Rats,” Tavek grunted as he stomped after Caldric and towards the rear of the tavern. “Rats rats rats! Not even ratkin. Just giant, stinking, rats!”
			

			
				“I know,” Caldric said, shoving open the door and into the inn’s stableyard. “I’m not exactly thrilled about it either.”
			

			
				“A dwarf warrior shouldn’t be reduced to slaying such… such… rubbish!” Tavek barked. “A dwarf warrior deserves the sorts of battles that sagas are written of! No one’s going to write the triumphant tale of the time Tavek crawled under the floorboards of an old mill and wrestled a mangy rodent to death, are they?”
			

			
				“I know!” Caldric groaned, throwing the pelts onto the ground. “Gods above. I know. We’re not going to get any good jobs like this…”
			

			
				“It doesn’t even pay well!” Tavek grunted, kicking the sack he’d thrown beside Caldric’s. “A copper every odd pelt? A copper! A dwarf can barely afford a bath with a woman to get the stink off after.”
			

			
				Caldric gave his companion an exasperated glance. “If you keep paying for a woman with your bath, you’ll never keep any of the money.”
			

			
				“A man deserves to be treated to a woman after a battle!” the dwarf said. “We can’t all be as chaste as a paladin’s wet nurse, can we?”
			

			
				Caldric felt the blush climb his neck. “I… It’s not that. I’m just… just waiting for the right woman…”
			

			
				“If she’s got a cunt between her legs, lad, then she’s the right woman. That’s how it is,” Tavek grunted, crossing his arms and nodding into his beard. “Hmph! And the sooner you learn that, the better!”
			

			
				Caldric shifted uncomfortably. “Let’s just head to the bathhouse.”
			

			
				“Fine with me!” Tavek said, his mood already brightening now that he was rid of the sack and its rancid cargo. The prospect of the company of a beauty also went a ways to smoothing his anger, and by the time they reached the bathhouse he was rubbing his hands in eager expectation.
			

			
				The bathhouse was a crude building that occupied a corner, connected to the tavern through a side door for when travellers needed a good washing. The relationship between Esven and the woman who ran the place had never quite been determined. Some said she was his wife, but Caldric had his doubts, for the slightly pudgy, large woman with a red face like she scrubbed it every hour struck him as too independent to tie herself to such a man.
			

			
				“My two favorite customers!” she said as they came in, leaning on the counter. “And what can I get for you both, hm?”
			

			
				“Evening Anda,” Caldric said, smiling a little at the large woman. “A bath for the both of us.”
			

			
				“The conquering heroes,” she said with a grin that took the stung out of it. Her eyes wandered to Tavek. “And will it just be a bath, then?”
			

			
				“I’ll get the sudsy special,” Tavek said with a licentious twitch of his bushy brows.
			

			
				She laughed. “As you like! Who’ll it be?”
			

			
				“The red head from last time struck me as mighty fine,” the dwarf said. “She still about?”
			

			
				“Ah, Jean. Of course! I’ll have her attend you at once. Go on through!”
			

			
				The change rooms awaited, and by the time the pair had stripped and stepped into the bathing room, two copper tubs were filled with steaming water. Caldric eased into his, hissing at the initial heat, then groaning in pleasure as he slid into the waters up to his chin, already feeling the filth and stench of rat sloughing off him in the boiling waters.
			

			
				Tavek pulled himself into his own tub, his beard lifted in a grin as he awaited his special circumstances. He didn’t have long to wait. Soon enough the door opened again, and a woman walked in.
			

			
				She wasn’t slim, but she wasn’t fat. Curvy stuck to her well, made more evident with the fact she only wore a towel around her, just high enough to hide her quim, just low enough to reveal the swells of her freckled breasts. Her eyes sparked and her smile was the cynical grin of the whore for her regulars, her sway exaggerated in a way she knew would entice.
			

			
				“Hello, master,” she purred as she went to the grinning dwarf. “How can I be of assistance today?”
			

			
				“Hmm. I think what you did last time would be a good start,” the dwarf chortled. “Come! Give the conquering hero a wash.”
			

			
				“Of course,” Jean said, moving to the side of the tub and taking a seat on the stool. She leaned forward, her breasts threatening to pop free of her towel as she fetched out a sponge and reached under the water, beginning to stroke the dwarf’s stocky frame. “My. Master is certainly filthy today. Did your mighty quest give you trouble?”
			

			
				“Oh lass,” Tavek moaned her hands and the sponge went ever lower. “It was all worth it to see you again, that’s for sure.”
			

			
				“Of course it was, master. Such a brave, strong, powerful warrior makes me feel ever so safe. And the privilege to bathe and serve him is all I could think of while your were gone.”
			

			
				“Mmm. Missed me, did you?”
			

			
				“Of course,” Jean giggled. “I couldn’t wait for you to return.”
			

			
				“Oh yessss,” Tavek moaned as her hand came lower, her fingers found his prick. “I bet you did…”
			

			
				Jean smiled in that well practiced way, but her eyes slid from the dwarf and to Caldric. The human was soaking in his tub, but his eyes were locked on the scene taking place across the bathhouse floor. She leaned in a little closer, the tip of her areola peaking from above her towel.
			

			
				“Master? I think your friend is watching.”
			

			
				Tavek snorted, smirking as he spared a glance to Caldric. “Let him. Close as he’ll ever get to such a lovely woman fucking him, I say. Too cheap and too chaste.”
			

			
				Caldric flushed, cleared his throat and sank among the bubbles of the tub, but Jean still spotted a hint of his eyes, sneaking glances at them. She was an old hand at this. She’d had many customers over the years, and many requests. She didn’t really care if someone watched.
			

			
				In fact, it made her tingle in a way not much had for a very long time.
			

			
				“Of course, master,” she crooned, teasingly reaching down, rubbing her fingers along Tavek’s stiffening prick, down his cock to cup and nestle his balls within her palms. “I don’t mind. After all, I do love such a thick, powerful cock. You must be so much bigger than him, after all.”
			

			
				Tavek snorted. “Lass, I’m bigger than a bull!”
			

			
				“Yes, you are,” she crooned, her finger gliding up the loose flesh of his balls, along his stubby cock. “You are, master. Shall I join you in the tub? I know a… very special technique for getting your cock nice and clean.”
			

			
				“Do ye now?” Tavek grinned. “This I’ve gotta see.”
			

			
				She smiled, straightened. Delicately, she stepped over the rim of the tub, and dipped a foot inside. As she did so, she gently tugged aside her towel, revealing her freckled curves in all their glory. Her plump, soft breasts with hard pink nipples. Her gash, shaven so all could be seen.
			

			
				Tavek’s grin widened at the beauty towering over him. As she slowly lowered herself, her knees beside him, the gusset of her cunny teasing his pulsing cock.
			

			
				“Would master like to touch my breasts?” Jean asked, pushing out her plush teats and the pink nubs of her nipples.
			

			
				“He would indeed!” Tavek grinned as he reached up and cupped those plentiful orbs in his palms.
			

			
				Jean moaned, thrusting her tits forward into the grasping, stubby fingers of the dwarf. But her attention wasn’t on the bearded man beneath her, but the younger one in the other tub, who was watching with wide, stunned eyes. She giggled, rubbing herself more eagerly atop Tavek, tingling with the irascible thrill of the tease and the voyeur. “Oh master. Shall I… shall I wash your… mnnn… wash your cock now?”
			

			
				“Be my guest,” the dwarf grunted.
			

			
				Jean giggled, then moaned as she slipped his thick cock into her. Her lashes fluttered, her lids masking how her eyes wandered to the other tub. Watching Caldric, who was very intently watching her. Again that thrill of sin. She moaned, rocking her hips, riding the dwarf, the hot waters of the bath sloshing at the rim of the tub.
			

			
				“Oh yes. Yessss! Oh master. Master! Oh gods. You’re… ah… so big. Oh master! Your cock is so big and thick and powerful. Ooooh, it just fills me master. Stuffs my slutty cunny so perfectly. Please! Mnnnn! Yessss! Fuck me. Fuck me with your big cock! Oh it feels so good! Yessss!”
			

			
				The words came easily to her. She’d stopped meaning them a long time ago. And yet, the delight she felt was new. The feeling of being watched, yearned for as she rode the cock of the moaning dwarf sent tingles of pleasure racing down her spine and into her shapely rump.
			

			
				“Oh fuck yes. Yessss! Oh gods yes! Cumming! Cumming masterrrr!”
			

			
				She did, surprising even herself as she hit that peak, crying out in delight as her bouncing tits quivering, her thighs shaking as she hilted herself atop the dwarf’s fat cock. “Oooooh!”
			

			
				“Oh fuck!” Tavek groaned as he came with her, spurting into her slick pussy.
			

			
				Jean panted, settling atop him, her head spinning. She heard a splash and saw Caldric pull himself out of the tub hastily. “Oh my,” she said, noting his throbbing erection, a teasing smile on her lips. “Where are you going, sir? You still have time in the bathhouse.”
			

			
				“I-I’m done!” the man gasped.
			

			
				“Doesn’t look like you are to me,” she mused in amusement, looking pointedly at his twitching cock.
			

			
				Flushing hotly, Caldric fled out the doors and into the changing room.
			

			
				Jean giggled, then gasped as Tavek gave her tit a pointed squeeze. “Eh! I think I’m the one paying for your time, aren’t I?” he said.
			

			
				She turned back to the dwarf. “Oh, certainly master. But I seem to have gotten your cock all filthy again. Shall I clean it with my breasts?”
			

			
				“Now that sounds like a plan!”
			

			
				She smiled, her smile once more that practiced one. But the memory of the stunned young warrior fleeing with a throbbing cock would carry her through whatever she had to do for the dwarf. She giggled as her freckled breasts engulfed the dwarf’s prick, bobbing about the water as she got back to work, waves sloshing over the sides of the tub to splash on the floor.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Elf
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric returned to the tavern with a sigh. His hair was still damp from the baths, his clothes itchy on his newly cleaned skin. Dammit. He shouldn’t have left. But really, what choice did he have? Stay? Watch as that bouncing beauty fucked Tavek? He would never live it down with Tavek if he just sat there and watched Jean’s soapy tits bouncing up and down while she rode the dwarf cock.
			

			
				He felt again the warmth of a blush and shook his head. No. Ignore it. Just… ignore it. Best thing to do is not think about it.
			

			
				He slid into a stool at the bar and raised a hand. “Ale, please.”
			

			
				Esven nodded and poured him a beer, waiting impatiently for him to count out the coins. When at last the bartender had collected his tithe, resenting with glowering eyes that it had been his money to begin with, Caldric got his stein of foaming ale.
			

			
				Caldric sighed, turning his back to the bar so he wouldn’t have to look at the man. He sipped his drink, mildly surprised to see that there were, in fact, a few more customers than when he’d been in there last.
			

			
				One in particular caught his eye.
			

			
				She sat alone in a booth, a hood over her head, but the cloak did little to mask her figure. Firm, large breasts were bound up in a robe that failed to be baggy enough to hide them. She cradled a glass of wine in delicate fingers, taking a long sip. He caught a flash of her face, and his heart thumped at her almost otherworldly beauty.
			

			
				She brushed her hand, pushing some golden hair back, and in doing so accidentally pushing back her hood. Long, pointed ears greeted his eyes and Caldric gaped. An elf! He’d seen a few, sure, but rarely alone in his experience. It explained her unearthly beauty, for that fair race was well known for their loveliness. His heart thumped heavily with desire for the beauty, and as it did, his mind went back to the bathhouse. To Tavek and the bath girl riding his cock.
			

			
				He swallowed heavily. He should… he should introduce himself. It would be nice to talk to her. Yes. Yes it would. And… and what was the worst that could happen? She could tell him to go away. Would that be so bad? He felt the burn of humiliation at even the thought, and took another drink of ale to cool himself. Right. Here goes.
			

			
				Pushing himself from his chair, he meandered towards the booth, which must have looked somewhat idiotic to anyone watching. He pretended to inspect a few other tables. Another booth, as if the other places to sit were not quite up to standard. Then, at last, he reached her booth and cleared his throat.
			

			
				“Oh, ah. Hello. Would you mind if I… I mean, would it be alright if I joined you?”
			

			
				She glanced up at him, and her shining blue eyes were like an arrow in his heart. She smiled, and her face lit up like the dawn.
			

			
				“Of course,” she said. “I wouldn’t mind at all.”
			

			
				Caldric felt like fainting. “Th-thank you,” he said, almost falling into the other side of the booth. Now that he was here, he had another crisis. Namely, what he should do now? Conversation seemed likely. Yes. That’d be a good start.
			

			
				“So, ah. I’m Caldric. And you are…?”
			

			
				“Faylana,” she said. 
			

			
				“Lovely. Uh, I mean. Lovely name. I ah… You don’t see many elves in the Lesser Kingdoms,” he said, running his hands over the old stein. “You come far?”
			

			
				“Oh, well. Somewhat,” she giggled. “Actually, I’m a novice witch. My clan has a tradition that those who study spell must go into the world outside and perform great deeds to add to the annals of our people. I’m on that mission, in fact.”
			

			
				“Wow. All by yourself? That’s… actually quite impressive.”
			

			
				She blushed, and oh how lovely that gentle red was. “Thank you. Honestly, some say it’s foolish. But I don’t think we should be confined to our places of birth all our lives. Sheltered by the defences of our groves and our treaties with the humans. We should see the world. Experience it. Don’t you agree?”
			

			
				It was utterly impossible to argue with those earnest, soulful eyes. So Caldric didn’t bother. He merely nodded. “Oh, absolutely! Um, may I buy you dinner?”
			

			
				“Would you? But, I wouldn’t want to impose…”
			

			
				“Not at all!” Caldric said, feeling flushed. Happy. “I’ve just been paid, actually. I’d be delighted to.”
			

			
				Caldric called over the waitress and gave their order. Even when he handed over yet more of his hard won coins he didn’t regret it. Because it brought him more time to converse with the lovely Faylana, and she was ever so delightful a partner.
			

			
				She chattered endlessly about her home. The groves where her clan kept themselves and their spells. She went on about her education as a witch. The work of spells. Much of it was gibberish to Caldric, not that he minded. Her voice was like a balm to his sorrows, and he soaked up her light like a tree in the spring.
			

			
				“So this is where you were!”
			

			
				Caldric squeezed his eyes shut and prayed for patience. He turned to see Tavek standing beside their table. The dwarf’s beard was still heavy with water, but through its thick locks he could see the dwarf’s grin and the way his eyes slid up and down Faylana’s body.
			

			
				“Tavek. Goody. I thought you’d be in the bath longer,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Nah. Finished up a few minutes ago. Well hello there!” the dwarf said, pushing into the seat beside Caldric, shoving the man aside until he was forced to make room. “And who might this lovely one be?”
			

			
				“Faylana,” the elf said. “Oh, are you Caldric’s friend?”
			

			
				“Indeed I am! Tavek’s the name. Mighty and skillful dwarven warrior. Lovely to meet you.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled, taking his hand and shaking it shyly. Caldric bit his lower lip, flushing a little.
			

			
				“So what’s my friend Caldric been telling you about?” the dwarf said, lounging back in the chair with a confident grin. “Did he tell you about how we’re a pair of spectacular adventurers?”
			

			
				Her eyes widened. “You are?”
			

			
				“Oh yeah,” Caldric butted in. “We just came back from a mission, actually. Just collected our pay. It was a tough one. Fraught with danger.”
			

			
				“Aye!” Tavek said abruptly. “We fought ah… a buncha cruel, savage beasts! Likely saved the town we did.”
			

			
				“Oh wow,” she breathed.
			

			
				Caldric tingled with her earnest awe. It almost made him feel bad about lying. But then he caught a glimpse of those heaving breasts. Those parted, soft lips, and lying became an awful lot easier.
			

			
				“Very much so. I actually slew their leader,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“You did?”
			

			
				“Oh, well, uh, maybe. But I did in the biggest of the lot,” Tavek broke in.
			

			
				Faylana’s eyes switched between the two rapidly. “Gosh!” she giggled, blushing. “Um, I feel so out of place. And you two wanted to talk to me?”
			

			
				“Oh aye!” Tavek said. “Such a lovely elf deserves the attention from ah, conquering heroes.”
			

			
				“I do? Why?”
			

			
				“Because we want you to join our party!”
			

			
				The words slipped out of Caldric’s mouth before his brain could catch up. Stunned silence engulfed the table at that, not the least was Caldric’s, whose mouth hung open in startled wonder.
			

			
				“Aye!” Tavek suddenly broke in. “That we were. We could always use a… um…”
			

			
				“A witch,” Faylana said.
			

			
				“Yes! That. We could use someone such as you with us. And I’m sure we’ll be able ta teach you lots about the world. And we could learn about elves and how you, ah, do things. Eh?”
			

			
				Caldric flushed with frustration at the way that Tavek openly ogled the shapely elf, who seemed utterly ignorant of the dwarf’s licentious stare. “Will you?” Faylana gasped, clasping her hands before her generous chest. “That’s so sweet of you!”
			

			
				“Sure is, lass! And if you need a room, you can share mine. Sure as shoot there’s room enough in the bed for us both.”
			

			
				“That’s very nice of you, but I actually already got my room. And I don’t think he’ll be giving me a refund.”
			

			
				“Ah, pity.”
			

			
				She smiled, and Caldric felt his heart throb. “Thank you both. I really appreciate it.”
			

			
				“Oh, think nothing of it,” Caldric said.
			

			
				She giggled, rising. “Well! I better get a good night’s sleep if I’m going on a real adventure tomorrow. See you then!”
			

			
				Both Caldric and Tavek leaned out of the booth to watch her go, her cloak not at all enough to hide the swell of her soft rump as it swayed with her stride, their stares only breaking when she made her way up the stairs and out of sight.
			

			
				Tavek gave a low whistle. “Gods of stone and fire! She’s a beauty.”
			

			
				“Hey, watch it,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“What? I’m only saying what any man with eyes knows,” the dwarf said, spreading his hands.
			

			
				“Just… just stop.”
			

			
				“If ya say so. Smart thinkin’ on that adventurer line, though. But we’re gonna have to do better than bloody rats if we want it to hold up.”
			

			
				Caldric sighed and shrugged. “Well, we weren’t getting anywhere as the neighborhood pest control anyway. We’ll go to the burgomaster tomorrow. See if there’s something more… heroic on call. Couldn’t hurt, and about all we’ve got.”
			

			
				“Good thinkin’! And if we impress the lovely gal, there’s that too.”
			

			
				“Yeah,” Caldric said, looking longingly at the stairs. “That too…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Morning Lessons
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana moaned and stretched as she rose. Goddess! What a beautiful day. She beamed with happiness as she dressed, binding up her firm breasts in her robe and combing her hair, humming a tune as she straightened the tangles of sleep. She tucked the comb back in her bag and rose, brushing back her hair. Time to face the day!
			

			
				Just as she opened the door she saw Tavek climbing the stairs, the dwarf beaming with pleasure, his beard once more faintly damp and thick with water from another visit to the bathhouse. When she saw him she gave an eager wave. “Tavek!”
			

			
				The dwarf turned and grinned at her. “Ah! Faylana. Good to see you. Sleep well?”
			

			
				“Barely!” she giggled. “I could barely sleep, dreaming of our first adventure. Do you know what our job is?”
			

			
				“O-oh aye! Ah, that is, me and Caldric’ll be heading down to the burgomaster this morning to see what’s about. They know us very well, there. It’ll be a snap, mark my words.”
			

			
				Faylana put a hand to her chest, her breasts heaving with excitement. “Oh gosh. I can’t wait!”
			

			
				Tavek laughed as he swayed over to her and wrapped an arm around her waist. Faylana smiled happily down at the dwarf, giggling as his hand gave her plump bottom a slight squeeze. “Don’t you worry, lass. I’ll get you an adventure to tell your people back home about. Mark my words.”
			

			
				“Oh thank you!” Faylana beamed. Then gasped as his hand stroked her rear. “Oh, um. Tavek, your hand. It’s um…”
			

			
				“Ah, that. Sorry, lass. You taller sorts are a little tough to be friendly with. I always used to wrap an arm around my friends back home.”
			

			
				“You did?”
			

			
				“Oh sure! It’s just being friendly. Sorry, but I can’t quite reach your shoulders to do the same.”
			

			
				Faylana nodded. She had seen some humans with arms around each other’s shoulders. She was touched that the dwarf was being so friendly with her. “Thank you, Tavek,” she said. “I’m already feeling like a part of the group.”
			

			
				“Oh, we’ll make it happen, lass,” Tavek said, massaging her soft rear through her robe. “I’ll be sure to make ya feel welcome.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled again. “I’m off to grab breakfast. Is Caldric awake?”
			

			
				“Oh, right. Uh, don’t think so.”
			

			
				“Do you need him to meet the burgomaster?”
			

			
				“Right. Yes. For the… job. Right. Suppose I should go grab him…”
			

			
				Faylana smiled at the dwarf as his arm withdrew, the stocky man reluctantly leaving. She was sorry to see him go. He was such a friendly man. Her stomach gave a low growl and she recalled the reason she’d gotten up early.
			

			
				She fairly skipped down the stairs, her breasts bouncing on her chest. The common room was empty but for the tavern keeper, who watched the giggly elf descend closely. “My my!” he said, grinning. “Looks like someone is happy.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled again. “Is it that obvious?”
			

			
				“Nah. I’ve got an eye for these things,” he said, his eye moving up and down her. “Tell you what… you look a little dirty from the road. How about using the bathhouse? Free of charge.”
			

			
				“Really?” Faylana said. “I mean, I wouldn’t want to impose…”
			

			
				“Not at all! Here. I’ll show you to it.”
			

			
				Faylana beamed as she followed Esven into the back and through the small, side entrance into the bathhouse. Humans were so nice! She wondered why the elders had been so worried about her going off on her own. The outside world was just filled with such helpful people!
			

			
				She gasped at the sight of the steaming copper tub, clapping her hands with delight. “Oh! How civilized!”
			

			
				“Thank you,” Esven grunted, eying her up. “Why don’t you get undressed?”
			

			
				“Oh. Are you going to leave?”
			

			
				“No,” the pudgy innkeeper said, grinning. “It’s uh… proper etiquette for the owner to help his guests wash. Yeah. It’s tradition around these parts.”
			

			
				“Oh. Very well,” Faylana said. What a nice tradition. Ignorant of the hot eyes of the innkeeper Faylana pulled off her cloak, her shirt, her pants. She started as she felt rough hands on her hips, touching her panties.
			

			
				“Here. Let me help with that… Part of the service…”
			

			
				“Oh. Okay,” Faylana said. She shivered at the sensation of those leathery palms on her sensitive skin, sliding her panties down, revealing her soft derriere. She gasped as he touched her breasts, his thumbs teasing the rim of her bra. “O-oh!”
			

			
				“Sorry,” Esven panted hotly. “Buckle is… difficult…”
			

			
				It must have been, because Esven spent almost five minutes trying to undo it. It would be rude to protest, so Faylana kept silent, biting her lip to stifle the moans as his hands fondled, engulfed, and massaged her soft tits. Not to mention how he pressed up against her back, the bulge of his cock rubbing against the crease of her ass. She didn’t say anything, of course. She didn’t want to make him feel awkward, after all. And he was trying to be so helpful.
			

			
				At last, though it seemed more by accident than design, the clip of her bra gave way, the fabric falling from her tits.
			

			
				“Mmm. Um, Esven? You ah… got the bra off.”
			

			
				“Oh,” he said, his breath hot, voice begrudging. “So I did…”
			

			
				Smiling, she patted his hand even as she slipped out his grasp. “Thank you. I really appreciate the help.”
			

			
				“Uh, yeah. No problem,” Esven grunted, his eyes devouring her pale curves as she brushed her hair back. She smiled prettily at him, and stepped over the rim of the tub, her parted legs giving him an unrestricted view of her quim and its thatch of blonde hair before she sank into the warm waters with a contented sigh.
			

			
				She felt more than saw Esven come closer. She also smelled him. He had a thick scent. That harsh musk of sweat mingled with the sour alcohol from the drinks he served everyday.
			

			
				“Now, about my repayment…”
			

			
				“Repayment?” she asked, her eyes opening. “But, you said…”
			

			
				“Oh, not money. No no no. Our people consider it uh, rude to pay money for such things. It’s gratuity to pay in another way…”
			

			
				She turned her head, staring in surprise. Esven had opened the front of his pants, his chubby cock hanging out.
			

			
				“O-oh,” she said. “Well, if it is traditional…”
			

			
				“Very traditional,” Esven said, panting.
			

			
				She couldn’t very well argue with human tradition. And she did so want to make a good impression. Smiling up at the portly innkeeper, the lovely elf leaned forward, parted her soft lips, and took his hardened cock within her mouth.
			

			
				“Oh,” Esven groaned as her heavenly lips slid up and down his shaft. “Oh s-sweet gods…”
			

			
				Faylana hummed. This wasn’t so bad. His cock tasted thick and different. Slightly unpleasant, yet she found that strangely fascinating. She did want to do it right though, so she lifted her hand out of the water and cradled his heavy balls, rolling them in her fingers.
			

			
				“Oh fuck girl! Ooooh!”
			

			
				His thick hands grabbed her head, holding her tight as he began to plunge his meaty cock into her mouth. Faylana moaned. She must be good at this! He was really enjoying himself. She smiled happily, looking up at him through her dark lashes, barely able to see his face lit up with ecstasy past the bulk of his gut.
			

			
				“Fuck girl. They must…teach you elves some special skills. Oh fuck. Fuck! Yessss!”
			

			
				He came, spurting between her lips. His seed was hot and plentiful. Faylana moaned, swallowing his cum, the bitter taste sliding down her throat, settling as a warm lump in her stomach.
			

			
				“What the fuck!”
			

			
				Faylana glanced aside to find Caldric standing in the open door, the handle still in his hand. Faylana pulled her lips off Esven’s cock with a gasp. “Mmm! Don’t worry,” she giggled. “Me and Esven were just performing a local custom.”
			

			
				“A what?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“You know,” she said, smiling happily, gently stroking Esven’s spent cock. “The one where, if someone does you a favor, you suck their cock. That one.”
			

			
				“Oh,” Caldric said, his smile brittle as rusted steel. “Of course. That one. Did you enjoy it, Esven?”
			

			
				Esven grinned. “Yeah,” he said.
			

			
				“Good,” Caldric said sweetly.
			

			
				Then decked the man in the jaw.
			

			
				Esven hit the ground hard. Faylana gasped, pulling herself up the rim of the rub and looking down at the insensate innkeeper. “Oh my goddess! Why did you do that?”
			

			
				“Why? Faylana, he lied to you. There’s no custom like that! He just wanted you to suck him off!”
			

			
				“He did?”
			

			
				“Yes!”
			

			
				“Oh…”
			

			
				Caldric stared, flabbergasted at the lovely elf. “You really didn’t know?”
			

			
				Faylana shrugged. “Well, things are different in the groves. We have many fertility rituals. Just taking a man’s cock in my mouth? Goodness, that’s nothing compared to the Spring Rites.” She giggled. “Some of the vested can’t walk right for weeks!”
			

			
				“O-oh,” Caldric said, imagining the obscene rituals of the elves in moonlit woods.
			

			
				“Oh, but, I am really grateful, Caldric,” she said, rising from the bath. “I had no idea! How mean of him.”
			

			
				“Uh… Uh huh,” Caldric said, having momentarily lost the ability to speak as the shapely elf stood in the tub, sudsy waters flowering over her curves like the waterfalls of some hidden paradise, outlining soft, curvy breasts and a tight, squeezable rump.
			

			
				Which was nothing compared to when she stepped out of the tub and gave him a hug.
			

			
				His brain misfired. His eyes practically rolled into the back of his head as her shapely breasts were mashed against his chest.
			

			
				“Thank you so much, Caldric. Really. I mean it.”
			

			
				“Uh…um… Y-yeah. Y-you’re w-welcome,” he gasped. “We uh… we’ll m-meet you outside.”
			

			
				“Of course,” she giggled, releasing him from her soft embrace.
			

			
				Caldric turned, staggering like a gnomish automata out the door, shutting it behind him. Faylana smiled happily as she began to dry herself.
			

			
				Such a nice young man.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Quest
			

			
				 
			

			
				“There you bloody are!” Tavek growled when Caldric finally reached the burgomaster’s hall. The dwarf sized up his companion. “What happened to you?”
			

			
				Caldric came to himself at the dwarf’s sharp tone. “Oh, just… the bathhouse. Esven was… was taking advantage of Faylana.”
			

			
				“He was!” the dwarf said.
			

			
				“Yeah,” Caldric said, shaking his head. “He told her sucking his cock was a local custom.”
			

			
				“And she believed him?”
			

			
				Caldric shrugged, shaking his head in bewilderment. “I guess.”
			

			
				“Interesting…”
			

			
				Caldric gave the dwarf a sharp look. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
			

			
				“Hm?” Tavek said, glancing up at the human. “Oh, nothing. Nothing at all. Come on. Let’s get this over with.”
			

			
				Caldric narrowed his eyes at the dwarf’s back, but after a moment sighed and followed the dwarf inside the building.
			

			
				The hall was typically bureaucratic. Bookcases stuffed with leather bound ledgers filled the walls and piled on the desk dominating the room. The desk was tall, practically a podium, atop which a mousy man with large, thick glasses sat among the towers of papers and laboured on whatever forms needed filling out. Numbers to be considered. Tithes to be payed.
			

			
				He barely paid attention as both Caldric and Tavek walked up to the counter. His pen only stopped scratching when Caldric loudly cleared his throat.
			

			
				“Yes?” the burgomaster said without looking up.
			

			
				“Yes, hello. We are a pair of adventurers looking for a job.”
			

			
				The man raised his head at last. His eyes were huge, magnified by his glasses and looking down on the pair like a researcher through a microscope. The turn of his lips showed he wasn’t terribly impressed.
			

			
				“Is that right? Look around town. I’m sure there’s a few jobs for… people such as you.”
			

			
				“Bugger that!” Tavek barked. “We’re through doin’ the village chores!”
			

			
				“Who said that?” the burgomaster said.
			

			
				“Me!”
			

			
				The burgomaster leaned forward onto his desk, peering over the edge where Tavek stood, frowning and arms crossed.
			

			
				“Oh. A dwarf,” he said before resuming his seat. “I’m sure the privies need cleaning or something.”
			

			
				“Hey!”
			

			
				“Look, isn’t there anything else?” Caldric said. “We’re never going to get anywhere just killing rats.”
			

			
				The burgomaster sighed that sigh of bureaucrats everywhere when someone has failed to properly fill out the forms. His hand groped atop one of the piles of documents and retrieved a slip of paper. “Here,” he said, shoving it across the desk. “Two farmers have complained about their daughters going missing. Seems they think they were kidnapped. See the symbol there?”
			

			
				“Yeah,” Caldric said, looking at the strange, swirling design bound in a ring.
			

			
				“Had that written under the beds of both girls. Then, two nights ago, a third went missing. The farmers think they’ve been abducted by a cult or something.”
			

			
				“Ha! More likely they ran off with a bard,” Tavek said.
			

			
				“Obviously,” the burgomaster sniffed.
			

			
				“This doesn’t seem that important,” Caldric ventured.
			

			
				“It’s not. That’s why I’m sending you both.”
			

			
				“How kind of you,” Caldric said dryly.
			

			
				“You’re still here?” the burgomaster said, his pen already resuming its scratching on the parchment.
			

			
				Caldric glowered, but did turn to go, his hand clamping on Tavek’s shoulder and dragging the fuming dwarf with him.
			

			
				“Bloody ink drinker!” Tavek barked once they were back outside.
			

			
				“Calm down,” Caldric said, inspecting the bounty they’d been given. “This is as good a chance as any. If we can find the girls, we’ll at least be on the right track to getting better jobs. And the pay is already well worth more than hunting rats.”
			

			
				“Ha! What rewards can farmers give? A sack a potatoes and a hearty handshake? Bah!”
			

			
				“Shut up,” Caldric hissed, spotting a familiar figure hurrying towards them. “Faylana!” Caldric said as the elf slowed to a stop before them, beaming. “There you are.”
			

			
				“I got ready as quick as I could!” the elf giggled, brushing a hand through her long blonde hair. “Sorry if I made you wait.”
			

			
				“Lass, we’d wait for the sun to go out if it meant catching another glimpse of you,” Tavek grinned.
			

			
				Caldric glowered as Fayalan giggled. “Anyway, we got a job,” Caldric said, holding out the sheet. “Some girls have gone missing from a couple farms. The uh… the lord of the realm himself has concerns! Yeah. He suspects occult involvement.”
			

			
				Faylana gasped. “Oh gosh!” she breathed. “That sounds so serious.”
			

			
				“Oh aye,” Tavek said. “Very serious! Life threatening. Why, if we fail here, who knows what dark things those cultists may summon up.”
			

			
				Faylana scrunched up her lips and straightened, nodding with as much seriousness as she could manage. “Then there’s no time to lose! We have to save those girls.”
			

			
				“Yeah,” Caldric said. “Let’s go and… do that.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Farm
			

			
				 
			

			
				Tavek’s snores were audible despite the hay the dwarf was half buried under.
			

			
				Caldric did his best to ignore it. Fortunately, he had a wonderful distraction in Faylana. The elf sat with him on the back of the farmer’s wagon, who had been kind enough to give them a lift to their destination. He’d grown somber when Caldric explained the nature of their task, nodding.
			

			
				“Anything to help out Orson. He’s a good man, and his daughter a good girl.”
			

			
				The heavy words had made Caldric feel awkward, knowing the girls would most likely be found at an inn down the road, thrown away by their beau once he had what he wanted from them. A thought that plagued him as he sat beside Faylana.
			

			
				“Caldric?”
			

			
				“Hm?”
			

			
				“Is something wrong? You’ve been awfully quiet…”
			

			
				Caldric flushed slightly. “Oh, sorry. I didn’t mean to…”
			

			
				“It’s okay,” she said, taking his hand, smiling like the dawn. “It’s nice, actually. Knowing you’re so worried about the girls. But it’s comforting too, that they have such an experienced adventurer after them. Why, the only way it could be better is if there were a huntress of Ctharne!”
			

			
				“Oh, well. You know how it is,” Caldric said. “But I uh…want to make sure we explore every possibility too. I doubt the girls just… wandered off. But we should be prepared for the that.”
			

			
				“You think so?”
			

			
				“I like to be prepared for anything.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “You sound so ready! I wasn’t at all when I first left the groves. Goodness, I felt like just a silly little girl wandering on my own.”
			

			
				“You did?”
			

			
				“Oh yes. I don’t know if you noticed, but the elders of the grove thought I was… well, a bit of a ditz.”
			

			
				“Oh, well…”
			

			
				“They were so worried I’d screw up my quest. But I wanted to prove them wrong, so I left. And look! No sooner do I, then I meet you. And you’ve been so nice to me, even when you didn’t have anything to gain.”
			

			
				Caldric felt a blush creep across his face. “Oh, well. I mean, I couldn’t just leave you wandering.”
			

			
				“I know,” she said, giggling as she shuffled closer, leaning against his side. “And it really means a lot to me.”
			

			
				Caldric looked down into her face, her blue eyes shining. Her soft lips parted. Trembling. Before he knew it, he was leaning down, and they were kissing.
			

			
				His lips were shy, but hers were not. She knew how to kiss, her arm threading around his neck, drawing him down. Pressing their lips together. Caldric groaned as she moaned, their lips parting, their tongue twining. Again, he remembered those lips wrapped around Esven’s red cock. How she was sucking him. Bobbing. Her eyes filled with adoration as she lovingly took the man’s shaft. As he filled her mouth with cum.
			

			
				Faylana broke the kiss, panting. “Is… is something wrong?” she asked.
			

			
				“Oh, um. No. No, of course not,” he said quickly. “I was just a bit… um… startled.”
			

			
				“Then you… didn’t mind the kiss?”
			

			
				“Never!” Caldric gasped.
			

			
				She giggled again. “Mmm. That’s a relief,” she breathed, scooting again closer, the softness of her breasts pressing into his chest as she looked up into his eyes. “Because I was having fun.”
			

			
				His cock throbbed. His arms looped around her, pulling her flush against his chest. Faylana moaned, sinking into his arms, kissing him again with even greater energy. His hands explored her shapely form. He moaned softly as he cupped her breasts, squeezing them, making her gasp and keen with desire.
			

			
				“Oooooh Caldric,” she moaned.
			

			
				“Faylana. I…”
			

			
				He was nearly thrown off the wagon as it jarred to a halt.
			

			
				“We’re here!” the farmer called.
			

			
				Caldric looked around himself. They were indeed. The wagon sat before a small cottage which bordered a stretch of some fields, fenced off from the encroaching mass of the forest, a scarecrow standing desolately among the growing wheat.
			

			
				“Whazzat? Eh?” Tavek grunted from the hay.
			

			
				Caldric sighed and yanked the dwarf’s foot. “Come on. We’re here.”
			

			
				The dwarf grumbled and straightened, hay showering off of him. He blinked and peered at the little farmhouse sitting in the forest. “Ah,” he said. “Right then.”
			

			
				As they climbed out of the cart the door opened and a man stepped out. He would have been a big man, and still was, but not in the same way. His shoulders slumped along with the rest of him. His eyes were rimmed from lack of sleep and his lips were tight and wary. His clothes were rough spun and hung in a dishevelled mess off of him as his thick hands slowly tightened into fists.
			

			
				“Orson!” the farmer who’d brought them to the farm called. “These’n are here from the city. Says they’ve come to help.”
			

			
				Orson’s eyes flicked to his fellow farmer’s, held the other man’s gaze for a long moment. At last, the tension in Orson relaxed, just a little, his shoulders sagging even more as he nodded at the trio, though this time in relief.
			

			
				“Well, alright. Suppose it’s fine they sent someone. At last.”
			

			
				For the first time since being given their mission, Caldric felt concern. That maybe this wasn’t just another waste of time. That maybe something had happened other than a girl’s foolish decision.
			

			
				He cleared his throat, approaching the tall farmer. “Hello. Caldric. This is Tavek and Faylana. We’d heard that your daughter went missing?”
			

			
				“Aye,” Orson said gloomily. “Three nights past, she went up to her room and bed, but never came back down. I went to check on her midafternoon, but her room was empty. I looked all over the farm but she’d not been there. T’was then I started to worry. She’s a good girl. Never wandered far before. Checked the neighbours, but they ain’t seen her. And I heard about how Laddis and Evens lost their daughters too not long past.”
			

			
				“Has there been anyone around your farm recently?” Caldric asked.
			

			
				Orson shook his head. “No. Not a soul saw Bes wanderin’. But… she’d been acting a bit queer of late, it’s true.”
			

			
				“Queer how?”
			

			
				Orson shifted uneasily. “Bes… she was a good girl, mark me. But she’d been reading lots, lately. Hanging out with the other women folk at the tavern. Rikkard’s. There’s been some off folks there lately. Big woman. Always comes in wearing black. Talks to the girls a lot. Only… haven’t been seeing her lately. Not since Laddis lost his gal.”
			

			
				Caldric frowned deeper. “I see,” he said, his spine pricking with unease. “Can we take a look at her room?”
			

			
				“Course. Course. Come in.”
			

			
				Orson stepped aside, ushering the trio into his home. It was very much like the man who owned it. Simple and austere in the way of men who work their land and homes themselves. Simple furniture. A kitchen. The table a rough-hewn slab of wood on legs of sturdy if not fine craftsmanship. Some flowers bloomed in a box by the window, and Caldric had a sudden vision of a young woman there, looking out across the fields and the forest, longing in her ears.
			

			
				The thought made him uncomfortable, and he quickly followed the others up the stairs and to the second floor.
			

			
				Bes’s room was typical of most young women. It had a window that let in the daylight, her sole bed and a small table she used for whatever it was she needed it for. A small dresser, as crudely but firmly made as the table downstairs filled a far wall, while a small bookshelf took up a part of the wall above the bed.
			

			
				Orson lingered in the doorway as the trio took a look about. Caldric’s hand brushed along the dresser, then he pulled it open, revealing a number of frilly undergarments.
			

			
				“What are you looking for?” Faylana asked.
			

			
				“Diary,” Caldric said, rooting through the unmentionables, slightly red as his hands dug through lace and likewise.
			

			
				“Um, wouldn’t it be on the bookshelf?”
			

			
				Caldric laughed softly. “When my sister had a journal, she wouldn’t dream of leaving it on a bookshelf where anyone could find it. She always hid it.”
			

			
				“You think there’s a journal?” Tavek said.
			

			
				“If a girl can write, she’ll keep a journal. It’s one of those… what do you call it? Universal truths. Aha!”
			

			
				Caldric turned about, brandishing a small notebook held shut with a leather strap. Orson shifted uncomfortably in the doorway as Caldric opened the book up, leafing through the pages to the rear.
			

			
				“Anything?” Faylana asked.
			

			
				“Lots of the usual. Complaining about life. About being on the farm. Gossip about other girls… Oh! Wait, here we go.” Caldric cleared his throat. “I met a woman at the tavern last night. Gina introduced us. Her name was Mother Mira. She had such a lovely voice, and some very interesting ideas. She talked all about how it was a woman’s right to be beautiful and desired. She’s so pretty and kind.”
			

			
				“Gina?” Orson interrupted, straightening his neck sharply. “That’s one of the girls that went missing.”
			

			
				“Hmm,” Caldric said as he resumed reading. “Ah, here she is again.” He cleared his throat and resumed reading aloud. “I met Mother Mira again yesterday. She was talking to all the girls about the new order and the goddess. She had some just amazing thoughts on life and our place in it. And she talked about women. Like me. How we yolk ourselves to the slow life. But she said that was so unnecessary. That we had to free ourselves from such life. She had some really amazing eyes. They were so intense, I just couldn’t look away. She said she would teach us some ways to free ourselves. A ritual to do in the name of the goddess. I tried it out last night and… Oh goddess. It was incredible! I’d never felt so good.”
			

			
				“Oh goodness,” Faylana gasped. “It is a cult!”
			

			
				“Yeah,” Caldric said, frowning as he flipped further through the pages. “Here. It’s the last entry. Mother Mira came to the farm yesterday. She was so kind and understanding. She said she had brought both Gina and Diane to the fold, and wanted me to come next! I’m so excited, but daddy has been so suspicious lately. I’m gonna have to wait for my chance. She drew me a symbol to find in the forest. That’s how I’ll know the temple is near.”
			

			
				“What symbol?” Faylana asked.
			

			
				Caldric turned about the diary so the others could see the strange shape. Two circles, the smaller one breaking halfway through the larger with two dots in the middle of them.
			

			
				“Did she say anything more?” Orson demanded. “Anything else about the woods?”
			

			
				“Nothing,” Caldric said, grimacing. “Seems she’d know the general place. But the woods go on for ages. It could take us years to scour it…”
			

			
				“Wait,” Tavek said. “Here. Gimme that.”
			

			
				Caldric handed the book down to the dwarf, who scrutinized the page in question closely. He slowly cocked his head to the side, then nodded. “Aye. I remember this sign.”
			

			
				“You do?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Yeah! Near that abandoned mill where we were supposed to be hunting the rats. I saw it carved in a rock not far from there.”
			

			
				“That must be where the temple is hidden!” Faylana cried. “We’re on the right track!”
			

			
				“Please! Bring my daughter back,” Orson said. “I beg you!”
			

			
				Caldric nodded uncertainly. “Oh, well. We’ll see what we can do.”
			

			
				And inwardly, Caldric balked, and wondered if they were deep over their heads.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Old Mill
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was a two storied building set against a sloping mountain cliff. The wheel still ran, rattling in the river that spilled down the rocky embankment and into the woods. Trees had grown about it, hemming it in with pine shadows, the ancient wood cracked in places and a number of holes in the walls.
			

			
				And of course, there were rats.
			

			
				“Figures,” Caldric grunted as he kicked aside a spar, sending a number of the furry rodents scampering. He looked up at the looming building, its rotting shape creaking in the breeze. “Where’s the symbol you saw?”
			

			
				“Give me a second. I wasn’t exactly paying a whole bunch of attention at the time,” the dwarf grunted, squinting.
			

			
				“Let’s split up. We know it’s here, so let’s just find it and give a shout,” Faylana said.
			

			
				“I don’t know if that’s such a good idea,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Quit bellyaching. Let’s just get this bloody thing done,” Tavek grunted. He stomped off before Caldric could raise another argument. The dwarf swaggered up towards the cliffs that rose behind the old mill, his eyes wandering among the rocks and crests where scraggly weeds and some trees clung. Where had that symbol been… Now that he thought about it, he seemed to recall that the symbol had been etched into a rock a bit higher up…
			

			
				A path soon presented itself, and the dwarf stumped up it heavily. Soon he was among the ridges, partly hidden from below. He stood at the top, looking down with interest. From here, he could see everything. Including how Caldric and Faylana had followed his advice.
			

			
				Ah, Faylana. She was making her way along the southern end of the old mill and the rocky cliffs. The dwarf hummed deeply, feeling his cock swell against his pants once more. Such a lovely young woman. Shame Caldric had his eye on her, but if that big oaf didn’t make a move, it was no skin off the dwarf’s nose if he happened to instead. And it would be such a shame to leave the poor girl to herself. A shapely slut like that deserved a good, thorough fucking, that was for sure.
			

			
				The wind was quite strong so high up. He cocked his head, listening to the whisper of it. Only, it sounded different from the wind he was used to. As his eyes wandered along the cliff once more, movement flickered from the corner of his eye.
			

			
				Tavek frowned. He turned towards the bend in the path and loosened his axe from its loop. He drew the heavy weapon warily and slunk in the direction. As he turned the corner, he caught another flash. The flicker of dark fabric fluttering into a small cave.
			

			
				Tavek glanced about warily, then paused, smirking. Ah. He knew he’d seen that symbol before. And lo and behold. Just to his right, carved in the rock, was the unmistakeable shape of two overlapping rings and dots.
			

			
				“Gotcha,” the dwarf grinned. He glanced back towards the rickety mill, considering calling out, then dismissed it. A good triumph against whatever piddly cultist within would make Faylana swoon with lust, not to mention the gratitude of the girls he’d rescue. Yes. That did sound nice.
			

			
				Smirking to himself, Tavek stalked towards the cave entrance, his axe held tight in both his hands. The cold stone greeted him, but a few feet down a curtain had been strung up to keep out the elements. Just beneath, he could make out a flicker of light glowing beyond. His every step slow, careful, he approached the curtain, grabbed it, and yanked it aside.
			

			
				A robed woman in a mask stood before him, powder filling her upturned palm. She smiled, then blew the sparkling powder right into his face.
			

			
				“Ack! Ptoo!” Tavek coughed, staggering back. “What’s… What the…”
			

			
				He lifted his eyes, blinking blearily.
			

			
				And stared.
			

			
				The woman in the mask was smiling down at him, but her robe was open, baring soft curves and a pair of heavy, naked breasts. She was smiling teasingly, her hips slowly swaying, her pussy glistening and needy.
			

			
				“Do you want me?” she cooed, her voice seeming to reverberate around him, through him like a physical vibration.
			

			
				“Uhhh…”
			

			
				“Or… me?”
			

			
				Tavek turned as another woman swayed out from deeper in the cave. She too was masked, but that mask was all she wore. The rest of her plush curves were bared to the stunned dwarf.
			

			
				“Or me?”
			

			
				Tavek turned again as a third woman stepped out.
			

			
				“Or me?”
			

			
				“Or me?
			

			
				“Or me?”
			

			
				Tavek gaped as almost a dozen women stepped into the light. All masked. All giggling. The room seemed to turn slowly, as if only the spot he stood on was still. The women fanned out about him, moving in a slow, lazy, swaying dance. His cock was hard as steel. His heart pounding and his brain felt like it was two sizes too big for his head.
			

			
				“We want you,” a woman said, taking his axe from his unresisting hands.
			

			
				“We need you,” another moaned, unbuttoning his jacket.
			

			
				“Please,” a third sighed, running her hands down his hairy chest, his waist, stripping away his pants to reveal the throbbing hardness of his cock. “Please…” she breathed, her palm engulfing his shaft. Giving it a long, lazy, stroke.
			

			
				“Gnnnnn,” Tavek groaned, pleasure bursting like fireworks in his mind.
			

			
				Soft hands touched him. Half carried, half led him deeper into the cave. Torchlight spun and wavered, twisting like snakes. A bed of cushions scattered in the far part of the cave rose, welcoming him. Tavek was lowered into it. The women were around him. Smiling. Giggling.
			

			
				“Just relax,” one crooned.
			

			
				“Just enjoy,” another giggled.
			

			
				“Just…”
			

			
				“Surrender…” a masked woman sighed, her breath teasing the tip of his cock moments before her lips moved down, and engulfed him.
			

			
				“Oooooh!” Tavek moaned as her lips slid up and down his throbbing shaft. He clutched at the cushions as her wonderful mouth adoringly sucked at his hard cock. Giggles surrounded him as two other women pressed against him, their soft breasts rubbing against his shoulders. His head was turned, and an adoring kiss was pressed to his lips. His head was turned the other way, and another kiss pressed him deeper into the cushions.
			

			
				“So handsome.”
			

			
				“So brave.”
			

			
				“So strong.”
			

			
				“So eager.”
			

			
				The words rained down on him like wine. He groaned as his hips worked, fucking the lips of the woman atop him. Rutting her mouth with ever greater pleasure. “Ooooh yes. Yes! Ohhhh fuuuuuck!”
			

			
				He groaned as he came, pumping his cock into the hungry mouth of the cultist, moaning and bucking beneath her. Even after his explosive orgasm he was still hard. His cock twitched as another of the masked women gripped his shaft and straddled him. She smiled down at him and sheathed him in her silky cunt.
			

			
				“Oooooh!” Tavek moaned, head lolling back as she took his thick shaft to the root and started to ride him, her hips rocking, plunging his cock into her slickened cunny.
			

			
				“Yessss!” she moaned. “Fuck me! For the mnn… for the goddess. For Shudra! Cum for her!”
			

			
				Tavek had heard of Shudra before, but he put her down to one of those silly human gods or goddesses that was all about making the other humans feel guilty about everything. This was pretty much the opposite of that and in no time he was cumming again for the goddess of lust and pleasure. Not that he was doing much thinking at that point anyway. His head stuffed with clouds of lust as the busty cultists rode him. Kissed him. Stroked him.
			

			
				And drowned him in wonderous pleasure.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Priestess
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana bit her lip thoughtfully as she made her way around the old mill. There was definitely something here. She could feel it. Power tingling over her sensitive skin, peaking her nipples with the crackle of it. Something strange. Something not quite magic, but very close.
			

			
				She’d have called it holy power, as the Priests of the Grove used, but theirs was warm and filling, like love and peace. This had a different feel for it. Not evil. At least, not as she knew it. But strange. Different. It made her acutely aware of her own body and how sensitive she was.
			

			
				Her hands moved, casting a quick spell. She gasped as the sensation grew stronger. More acute the closer she came to the cliffs. The wind whispered against her skin, fluttering her cloak and teasing through her hair. Her hand was still outstretched, feeling the strange power like a dowsing rod. Closer. Closer to the sheer walls of the mountain.
			

			
				Her hand pressed against the stone. A spot that seemed like any other. But beneath her touch, a symbol suddenly glowed. The two rings interwoven. She pulled back her hand as the cliffside seemed to melt away, parting like curtains to suddenly reveal a passage into the mountain. Torches burned down it, and Faylana hesitated. She should call Caldric and Tavek. Should inform them of this.
			

			
				And yet, her soft footsteps left the grass, and hesitantly began walking down the warm stone corridor.
			

			
				It went deep into the stone. Torches fluttered as she passed, and strange symbols were written on the walls. Faylana prided herself on having learned to read human script as well as their tongue, but these words held no meaning for her. She flexed her hands nervously, trying to keep the words of a spell foremost in her mind. Even as the ambient sense of power grew stronger. More encompassing.
			

			
				She was breathing hard. Her head spinning. It took her a moment to even realize she’d entered the chamber, but when she did she stopped dead.
			

			
				It was a large cavern, filled with sculptures depicting men and women wrapped in carnal bliss, their mouths open in silent moans of pleasure. A dozen positions etched in stone, although most showed signs of years and damage. Frescoes were engraved in the walls, depicting more of the strange script, interwoven with carnal acts.
			

			
				At the far end of the chamber, past the statues and sculptures, was a large shrine. It had been worked into the rear wall, carved from the very bedrock. An altar was reached by several steps, framed by a pair of burning braziers that threw dizzying shadows across the walls, and behind it a statue of a woman. It was a beautiful woman sitting on the floor, her head thrown back, her breasts immense, her frame curvy in that way of ancient lusts and fertility goddesses. Upon the altar was a large black tome, opened.
			

			
				Faylana felt like she was sleepwalking as she crossed the rooms and climbed the steps. She looked down on the book, her lips parting softly. These words she knew. It was a book of sorcery. Of witchcraft. Not the learned magics taught at the university of Akrane or the high covens of Sylvandell. Older and more primal. The script had been handwritten on faded pages, and as she read them, Faylana felt her flush grow.
			

			
				Here was a spell for making a girl more fertile. Here, another meant to drown the mind and soul in pleasure. Another was to make a woman’s chest more ample and urge lactation. Here one to make a man more virile, his cock larger and balls heavier.
			

			
				“Goddess,” she breathed as she leafed through the pages.
			

			
				“Yes. Shudra. Goddess of lust and desire. The only goddess a woman needs.”
			

			
				Faylana whirled, her heart hammering. The spell on her lips died there as she beheld the speaker.
			

			
				It was a woman, and a woman like none Faylana had seen before. She had come from an entrance in the cavern Faylana hadn’t noticed, and now stood in all her glory. Raven black hair spilled down her back, contrasting sharply with her alabaster skin. Her robe was open, thrown back to reveal the swelling curves of her ample breasts and unshaven slit of her cunt. She wasn’t thin like Faylana. She had the mature shapeliness of a woman of experience, and all the arrogance of power that made Faylana’s knees feel weak. She stood, unabashed at her nudity, strange tattoos just visible winding along her mons and breasts and up her neck.
			

			
				“Who…” Faylana gasped.
			

			
				“That’s a question I should be asking you,” the woman said, striding forward. “Who are you? You’re not one of my daughters in the service of the goddess. At least, not yet. But you certainly have the looks for it,” she added, eyes roaming over Faylana’s form fitting robe. Her smirk deepened. “And more, you managed to discover my temple, despite my spells. You must be a witch as well.”
			

			
				“You kidnapped the girls,” Faylana gasped. “You’re Mother Mira!”
			

			
				The witch threw back her head and laughed. “Kidnapped! Silly girl. They came willingly! I offered them all that they had never known. The privilege to know the pleasures of flesh that would be denied to them. The freedom to become daughters in the service of the goddess. Is that so wrong?”
			

			
				Faylana swallowed hard. That sharp, sweetened sensitivity had grown acute since the witch revealed herself. Now it thrummed through her in pulses of molten desire. Making her intensely aware of her clothes. How her nipples rubbed against her shirt. How hot her pussy was. How needy.
			

			
				And looking into the witch’s eyes, Faylana suddenly knew the witch understood. She saw a smirk tease along the witch’s lips. Her eyes glowing hot and heavy.
			

			
				“Such a lovely woman,” Mira purred, walking nearer, her ample breasts rising and falling. Spirals of ink radiating from her stubby nipples. “So lost. So… frightened…”
			

			
				“I…I’m not lost,” Faylana gasped, pressing back against the altar.
			

			
				“Oh, but you are. Like all the daughters I brought into the fold of Shudra’s arms. So uncertain about their own bodies. About how lovely they are. How sweet. How… sensitive…”
			

			
				The words teased along Faylana’s flesh, tingling against her bum, quim, and ample breasts. She felt that tightness just below her stomach. A feeling of tension that was somehow wonderful and somehow eager for blessed release.
			

			
				“I… You won’t t-trick me.”
			

			
				“There is no trickery here,” Mira cooed, her voice falling into a soft, lyrical tone. One that slipped through Faylana. Wrapped about her like silk. “I merely… instruct… teach… love…”
			

			
				Faylana hadn’t realized how close the other woman was. How quick she’d moved. She realized with a start that Mira was right in front of her. She opened her mouth to cast a desperate spell.
			

			
				Mira took that opportunity to press a kiss to Faylana’s unresisting lips.
			

			
				Faylana’s eyes shot wide open, then grew lidded as the shapely witch pressed against her. Her bum hit the altar, and Faylana moaned as Mira’s arms snaked around the young elf, stroking her back, easing her against the altar as she conquered her lips with a kiss. Faylana whimpered, tingling to her toes in hot desire. She’d never been kissed like this before. With such skill. With such passion. With such an utter certainty of owning her.
			

			
				The kiss was broken, Faylana’s lips buzzing. She stared at Mira’s own plump, soft lips as they moved. Spoke.
			

			
				“Isn’t that wonderful, my dear? My sweet elven slut?”
			

			
				Faylana was nodding without realizing it, watching those lips. Listening to the words that slipped through in a gentle song. “You…” Faylana whimpered in sudden understanding. “You’ve been… been casting… casting a spell…”
			

			
				Mira smirked down at her. “So I have,” she purred, sliding a hand along Faylana’s stomach, making the shapely elf’s breath hitch before her fingers found a soft, sensitive breast. “But you don’t mind, do you?” she asked, giving a teasing squeeze.
			

			
				Faylana whimpered. Yet… yet found she didn’t mind, actually. Found her head spinning and her thoughts so jumbled up, so confused and dizzy that it was so much easier to follow her body’s lead. And her body was so very eager to know more of this seductress’s touches. So desperate to submit and let this wonderful, beautiful, amazing woman do just whatever she wanted to her. To finally slake that lust that burned within her core.
			

			
				Faylana whimpered as her clothes parted to that seductress’s touch. Her robe falling away. Her panties teased down. She was naked. Panting. The altar was cold under her back, but Mira was so hot, her touches teasing over the panting slut. Making her whimper and gasp with every stroke. Every squeeze. Every pinch.
			

			
				Mira smirked, lifting Faylana’s legs, resting them on her shoulders as her face dipped between the elf’s helpless thighs. Her tongue slipping from between her lips. Gliding along Faylana’s oh so sensitive slit. Making the elf gasp, her hips lift, pushing her face against the cunning tongue of the priestess of lust.
			

			
				“Shudra is such a kind goddess,” Mira murmured as her tongue teased Faylana’s cunt, lapping at that bead of hot pleasure that made the elf moan and shudder with the ecstasy of sapphic delight. “She can sense when a woman holds back. When society weighs upon her. Forces her not to be all she needs to be. And she has a remedy for that, doesn’t she?”
			

			
				“Mnnnnn!” Faylana moaned, trying so hard not to agree. To pant. To just let her sweetest pleasures flow. But it was a losing war. A war lost long ago. The second she stepped into the temple she had lost it.
			

			
				That realization scorched her as she came. Overwhelmed her in a surge of white-hot pleasure as she came, screaming with pleasure, her hips tightening around the lovely face of the priestess, yielding her sweet nectar to Mira’s hungry tongue. And the witch supped well. Moaning as she licked out the whimpering elf. Drove Faylana’s mind whirling down into the oblivion of purest pleasure.
			

			
				Faylana sagged atop the altar, panting, looking up at the looming statue of the goddess above. Those full, fertile tits. Those shapely thighs. That imperious, yet pleased expression.
			

			
				Then Mira was above her, straddling her head. Faylana moaned as the priestess settled on the young elf’s face, pressing her pussy down on Faylana’s unresisting lips.
			

			
				“Kiss, my dear.”
			

			
				Faylana kissed.
			

			
				“Lick, my dear.”
			

			
				Faylana licked.
			

			
				“Worship, my lovely elf. Taste the glory of the goddess. Know her pleasures.”
			

			
				Faylana obeyed. Her tongue delved into the witch’s hot box, her tastebuds singing as her tongue teased and stroked that sweet slit. Faylana had known the affections of women before. But never had she so adored being the one beneath. Being the servant. The slave. The slut. The experience filled her with white hot light. Lust. Desire. She moaned, her eyes growing lidded as she serviced the witch’s pussy. As she obediently licked and lapped and slaved for the pleasures of her priestess. Her mistress.
			

			
				Her goddess and her queen.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Discoveries of Faith
			

			
				 
			

			
				Something was wrong.
			

			
				Caldric had felt this since arriving at the old mill, but with every moment the feeling grew stronger. More overpowering. He thumbed his sword, peering about the ancient building. He’d gone inside, venturing into the rotting edifice in search of a hint, but no luck thus far. Only rotting wood, an ancient millstone, and a paddlewheel that rattled uselessly among the broken wooden gears.
			

			
				He pushed his way back outside and looked about. Silence greeted him. A silence more profound than he expected.
			

			
				“Faylana? Tavek?”
			

			
				Nothing.
			

			
				Unease quickly made way for alarm. He slowly drew his sword, stepping out into the grass. He made his way along the building slowly, the rattling of the paddlewheel his only company until he reached a small path into the cliffs.
			

			
				Wait…
			

			
				A path?
			

			
				His brows knit with thought as he followed the snaking trail into the cliffs. He hastened his pace, climbing and walking along the narrow defile, his right dropping off sharply to the ground below, on his left a curtain of stone. As he moved along the path, he became aware of a sound. Soft cries and moans.
			

			
				He was moving fast now. A cave yawned out of the stone and he slid to a halt before the entrance.
			

			
				And stared.
			

			
				The curtain had been drawn back, allowing him an unrestricted view into the cave. By torchlight he saw the writhing, naked bodies of the masked women, Tavek groaning beneath them, rutting them with a passion that bordered on feverish. Caldric’s jaw fell slack. His eyes bulged.
			

			
				“Tavek! What the fuck are you doing?”
			

			
				“Caldric!” the dwarf said, head lolling towards the entrance, a drunken smile on his face. “So… mnnn… good of you to… ah… mnnn… come! Ooooh!”
			

			
				The dwarf groaned, stiffening and flexing as he orgasmed within the moaning slut kneeling before him. He withdrew his cock, and instantly a pair of lips were latched on, sucking eagerly at his thick shaft. The dwarf moaned, falling back among some cushions.
			

			
				“Tavek! Snap out of it?”
			

			
				“Snap outta… Mnnn… Don’t worry… ah… you can… mnnn… can watch…”
			

			
				“Watch! Tavek, you-“
			

			
				Caldric trailed off. Two of the women had seen him and were approaching, their hips swaying, breasts full and luscious.
			

			
				“Don’t fight it,” Moaned one.
			

			
				“Stay. Give in.”
			

			
				As they came nearer Caldric’s nose twitched. A curious, thick scent wafted towards him. A scent of spices and sweetness. A scent that made his head ache and his cock twitch.
			

			
				“What…what…”
			

			
				“Such a nice sword.”
			

			
				“You wouldn’t use it on us, would you?” the second woman cooed.
			

			
				“D-don’t come any closer!”
			

			
				“But didn’t you come here to save us?”
			

			
				“Rescue us?”
			

			
				“What?” Caldric gasped.
			

			
				The pair giggled. “I bet daddy was so worried. My flowers on the sill must be starting to bloom, aren’t they?”
			

			
				Caldric gaped. “You… You’re Bes!”
			

			
				The masked brunette giggled again. “That was my name. But I don’t need names. Just need to be lovely.”
			

			
				“Be beautiful.”
			

			
				“Be…”
			

			
				“Hers…”
			

			
				The pair were against them. The scent swam about him. Perfume. It soaked the two cultists to the skin. His sword shook in his hand, but he couldn’t use it against them. Couldn’t kill them. They were ensorcelled. Enslaved. This… this was…
			

			
				A gentle touch turned his head, and gentle lips stole a kiss.
			

			
				Caldric moaned as Bes kissed him. Their curvy bodies were pressed against him, bearing him back. Back. He staggered, stumbled. The warm light of day fell on them.
			

			
				And the cold breeze whirled away their scent.
			

			
				Caldric gasped as his mind fought through the fog of seduction. His body however was still only too happy to have two such beauties moaning and fawning over him. But… but couldn’t… couldn’t indulge too much. Although… this might be an opportunity.
			

			
				“Oh goddess,” Caldric breathed, stroking the two beauties, filling his palms with the curves of their rears. “You’re both so… so right.”
			

			
				“Of course we are,” Bes giggled.
			

			
				“Mistress has shown us the way,” her masked companion moaned.
			

			
				“She has,” Caldric panted, trying to focus, even as his shaking hand continued to move over the pair. “But, um… I would… I would like to show my… my surrender to Mother Mira. She’s just so… so beautiful and wonderful. I can’t wait to… to express my loving s-surrenderrrrr!”
			

			
				Caldric drew out the last word as a teasing hand cupped his bulge, stroking the tenting fabric of his cock. Oh gods. Even without being drunk on their perfume, their touches threatened to push him over the edge.
			

			
				“It’s true,” Bes moaned, grinding herself on Caldric’s leg until her could feel her juices staining his pants. “Mistress is so wonderful to surrender to…”
			

			
				“Y-yeah. Yes. And… and where does… does one surrender to her?”
			

			
				“The cave,” the other cultist moaned, sucking on Caldric’s earlobe, a sensation that made him quiver with helpless lust. “The… mm… one beside the river…”
			

			
				“I… I see,” Caldric breathed. And though it took almost all that he was, he shoved the two moaning women off him and to the ground.
			

			
				The squeaked in surprise and Caldric took a quick couple of shaking steps back, further separating him from their intoxicating perfume. He looked back into the cave, where Tavek was currently sucking on the breast of one moaning woman while plunging his cock into the sopping cunt of another, his beard waving with every impact.
			

			
				“Tavek! I… I’ll be back!”
			

			
				“No… mmph… hurry,” the dwarf moaned as he came, the woman beneath him crying out in pleasure.
			

			
				Caldric had to leave it at that, for Bes and the other masked woman were regaining their feet. He turned around, nearly crashing at the sudden vertigo in his drugged mind, and stumbled back down the path and the cliff.
			

			
				By the time he reached the mill again his head had begun to clear. He staggered towards the far side of the cliffs, inhaling great gulps of fresh, clean air. His thoughts were less muddled, but even so he almost missed the second cave. The one that he was sure hadn’t been there before. And neither had the symbol of two rings intertwined carved in the rock, softly glowing with power.
			

			
				He was sure it wasn’t, because he certainly would have remembered it. And definitely would have remembered the sounds coming from within. He had no trouble figuring out the cries and moans coming from the cave were of pleasure. But he also recognized the voice of one of them.
			

			
				“Faylana!” Caldric gasped. Sword in hand, he hurried into the torchlit tunnel, past strange writings and symbols. He fairly burst into the main chamber.
			

			
				And skidded to a halt at the carnal sight before him.
			

			
				The woman who could only be Mother Mira sat on the altar, her robe open, baring her large, heavy breasts, her expression blissful and cruel. Tattoos covered much of her body in strange patterns. Her legs were parted, and between her shapely thighs kneeled Faylana, the elf moaning as she adoringly licked the witch’s pussy, her hair gripped in the witch’s hand, pushing the elven slut against Mira’s hair thatched muff.
			

			
				“Faylana!”
			

			
				“Oh my. And who might this be?” Mira smirked at him. “The heroic knight come to save the damsel in distress? Well, I fear that might be difficult. She’s… mmm… found herself a bit busy. Try calling again tomorrow.”
			

			
				“R-release her!” Caldric gasped.
			

			
				“Oh? Are you sure you want that?” the witch sighed, pushing Faylana’s face harder against her cunt, grinding the moaning, panting elf against her slit. “By the looks of it, I think you’d much rather stand there and enjoy.”
			

			
				Caldric felt a blush climb his cheeks. He was acutely aware of how obvious his erection was at this sight, and the way the witch smirked only made him more self-conscious of his state.
			

			
				“Come come now,” the witch crooned. “Wouldn’t you much rather put that meaty cock of yours in your hand? Just give it a couple of long, hungry strokes? Don’t you want to just jerk your pathetic little cock to the sight of such a lovely woman getting all that she deserves?”
			

			
				Caldric hesitated. Something about the air in the chamber was pressing around him. A coiling, tight feeling just beneath his stomach, tightening his balls, throbbing through his cock.
			

			
				“N-no. I…I would never…”
			

			
				“Never is such a long time,” the witch crooned, lifting Faylana’s panting face from her pussy, the elf crawling up the shapely witch, panting, her eyes lost and foggy, her lips parted and whimpering with desperate lust. Mira moaned as Faylana caught a nipple and began sucking, licking, teasing. “Such a very, very long time not to enjoy yourself. Come on, little man. Stroke your little cock. See how a woman is really pleasured.”
			

			
				Her voice seemed to seep into Caldric like hot wine. It was a struggle not to rip open his pants, grab his cock, and furiously masturbate to the sight before him. And by the smirk on the witch’s face, it was a struggle she was all too aware was going on in him. As it was, he couldn’t prevent his fingers from touching the front of his pants, rubbing the bulge of his cock through it.
			

			
				“What a pathetic little man,” Mira cooed, her voice as smooth as treacle. “Such a good… oooooh!”
			

			
				Her voice rose, breaking from its lilting song as Faylana’s fingers found her sopping cunt, teasing inside and stroking the moaning witch.
			

			
				“Oh… oh goddess. F-Faylana. Sweet. Now is… now is not the time for… for…”
			

			
				Caldric swayed, the pressure around him fluctuating as the witch struggled to maintain her spell against the sudden pleasurable assault on her.
			

			
				“Mistress,” the elf moaned, sucking on a pink nipple. “Mistress. Love… love… mistress…”
			

			
				“Y-yes. Oh goddess, I know. Faylana, I… mnnn…”
			

			
				Mira’s attempts to defeat the elf’s eagerness to please was cut off as Faylana lifted her head and adoringly kissed the witch. Mira’s eyes rolled back, her lips locking with the elf’s, tasting her pussy on those soft lips. The witch groaned, her hips bucking into Faylana’s fingers. The pressure of her spell growing in the room as she struggled to maintain her assault on Caldric’s sanity, even as her own was challenged by the growing peak of orgasm.
			

			
				“Mmm… Faylana. MMm. I…I… Mnnnnn!”
			

			
				Mira’s spell broke in an explosion of orgasmic bliss. She cried out, her pussy strummed to completion by the skillful fingers of the panting elf.
			

			
				Caldric started from his rapture as the coiling grip of magic released his mind like an elastic snapped free. He shook his head, roared, lifting his sword and charging the witch.
			

			
				Mira squeaked in surprise, grabbed Faylana and hurled her at the charging warrior. Caldric instantly stopped to catch the dazed, naked elf in his arms.
			

			
				“So long!” Mira said, throwing up her arms. Power crackled, her tattoos flaring with light as she cast her spell. Caldric shielded his eyes as the witch vanished in a flash, motes of magic sprinkling to the floor in the wake of her flight.
			

			
				Caldric panted, staring at the spot the witch had inhabited but a moment before. Then all of his attention was turned to Faylana. A feeling more than reciprocated as her lips mashed with his in a deep, adoring kiss.
			

			
				Caldric gasped at the sudden meeting of lips, his cock, hard before, absolutely surging. He tasted Mira’s pussy on those soft lips, but that somehow only made him harder. He dropped his sword with a clang, catching up the moaning elf.
			

			
				“Caldric,” Faylana moaned. “Oh goddess. Caldric. P-please…”
			

			
				“Faylana. I…I…”
			

			
				She silenced him with another kiss. Caldric moaned, her plush breasts pressed against him, her curvy frame wrapped around him. She straddled his leg, her hips desperately thrusting, rubbing her dripping cunny against his leg like a true slut. He knew he shouldn’t. They weren’t safe. But days of pent up need overruled. The lingering essence of the witch’s spell pushing him over the edge.
			

			
				He undressed, practically tearing out of his clothes, Faylana lending more than an eager hand, falling to her knees as she stripped him utterly, shucking off his pants, her eyes glowing as his throbbing cock came into view.
			

			
				“Ooooh,” the elf moaned, her tongue lathing up his twitching shaft, making Caldric groan with sweet pleasure. But that was nothing compared to when she leaned forward, and engulfed his shaft in her soft, adoring lips.
			

			
				“Oooooh fuuuuuuck!” Caldric moaned as her head began to bob, sucking him lovingly, her dim blue eyes lidded.
			

			
				“Mmm. Mmmmmmm…”
			

			
				“Faylana. Oh fuck. Fuck! Faylana. I… I… Mnnnnn!”
			

			
				Caldric moaned, cumming, spurting into those loving lips. Faylana moaned as she swallowed him, guzzling his seed.
			

			
				She lifted her lips from his cock, pulled herself up him. “Caldric. Please. I…I need you. Need you in me. Please… Please…”
			

			
				“Faylana. Oh gods…”
			

			
				They fell to the floor, the shapely elf beneath him, arching, lifted her hips to offer him up her slick gusset. Caldric didn’t hesitate. He aligned his cock, and slid inside her.
			

			
				“Oooooh!” Faylana moaned, hips lifting with delight as he began to thrust, fucking her swiftly. Driving his cock into her tight quim. “Oh goddess yes. Yes! Caldric! Please! More. Moooore!”
			

			
				She kissed him, and he tasted his cock on her lips. But that didn’t deter him. If anything, it drove him to fuck her harder. Faster. He could taste himself. Her. Mira. He deepened the kiss, his tongue moving in her mouth, deepening it as he frantically fucked her.
			

			
				“Mmm. Mmmm! Yesssss!” Faylana moaned, her naked breasts rubbing his chest. “Caldric! More. More! Please! Oh goddess. Goddess yes. Yes! Nnnnnnn!”
			

			
				She came, an explosion of ecstasy spiralling through her. The rapture in her face, the silky tightness around his cock, was more than Caldric could bear. With a cry of pure pleasure he came within her, pumping her with his spurting cum.
			

			
				Panting, they lay together on the floor of the temple to a god of lust and darkness. His arms moved about Faylana, pulling her closer. “Faylana. I…”
			

			
				“Caldric,” she panted, her eyes fluttering open, the dimness fading as her mind returned to her. A smile teased across her ruby red lips, and she pulled him closer. “Oh Caldric…”
			

			
				“Fayalan. The…the spell. I didn’t mean… I…”
			

			
				She giggled softly. “Caldric,” she hummed. “Even if I wasn’t enchanted, I would have gladly given myself to you.”
			

			
				“You…you would?”
			

			
				“You saved me. Of course. I was wondering when you would finally make a move. But, I didn’t expect like this.”
			

			
				He blushed, deep. But her words reminded him quite sharply of something else. “O-oh gods! Tavek! He…”
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				Caldric quickly explained what he had found in the other cave. Faylana listened, her head cocked intently. After a moment she nodded slowly.
			

			
				“I know that spell.”
			

			
				“A spell?”
			

			
				“Yes,” she said, disentangling herself from his embrace. “In the book, when I was flipping through it. It’s a spell of desire. Of orgy. Mira must have cast it on the girls, and let them spread it among each other.”
			

			
				Caldric pulled himself to his feet, hastily gathering up his clothes. “Then, you know how it can be reversed?”
			

			
				“I have the book,” the elf maid said, picking up the black tome. “I’m sure I can figure it out from these pages.”
			

			
				Caldric paused, looking at her. Still naked, and utterly ignorant that her soft, pale curves were on full display, the elf was pouring over the book intently. Caldric swallowed hard, hastily pulling on his pants over his once more stirring erection.
			

			
				 
			

			
				New Relationships
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric watched as Bes flung herself into her father’s arms, Orson’s beard damp with tears as he hugged his daughter like he’d never let her go again.
			

			
				Caldric sighed, leaning against the wagon as he watched the heartfelt reunion of father and daughter. The last of the many he’d seen in the last day.
			

			
				“Damn shame,” Tavek sighed.
			

			
				Caldric glanced down at the dwarf, who stared longingly at the farm girl’s plump bottom. One he had been busy thoroughly plundering with his cock, until Caldric and Falyana had returned with the spell book. Faylana had cast the counter spell with a few gestures and words of power, ending the enchantment on each of the girls.
			

			
				Of course, Caldric tried not to dwell too heavily on the other necessity for the spell. The need to have each girl kiss Faylana’s cunny as she casted. Freeing them one by one while the elf shivered and moaned with pleasure. And Caldric had a creeping suspicion that Tavek had lingered a bit longer than necessary when the spell was broken.
			

			
				“She’ll be better for it,” Caldric said. “It’s no life to be a slave to pleasure.”
			

			
				“Sure, you’d say that.” Tavek sighed, shrugged. “Ah well, best we get going anyway, I suppose. Don’t want to be around if I left a little something in their ovens. I must’ve rutted with each of them at least once. Still a big world out there, filled with women needing a taste of true, dwarven cock. Can’t be saddled with some farm girl and her young, can I?”
			

			
				Caldric glared at the dwarf, who didn’t seem to even notice the disapproving glare as he wandered off back towards the cart that had brough them.
			

			
				Caldric sighed and looked about for Faylana. He spotted her after a moment, sitting on a stump, a smile on her face as she watched the reunion of father and daughter. Again, Caldric felt that tightening of his heart at the sight of the shapely elf. He hesitated, unsure, but finally forced himself to walk up to her.
			

			
				“Hey,” he said.
			

			
				“Hello, Caldric,” Faylana said, smiling brightly at him.
			

			
				“So, um. A bit of an… interesting first mission. Hm?”
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “It was,” she said. “But we did it. We stopped the cult and freed the girls. And not a soul was lost.”
			

			
				“Yeah. Tavek says he doubts she’ll be happier.”
			

			
				“Oh, she will,” Faylana said.
			

			
				“Yeah?”
			

			
				She glanced up at him, smiling. “Oh yes! After all, now that she knows how wonderful pleasure can be, I’m sure she’ll be more considerate with it. After all, every young woman deserves to know the varied pleasures of the world. Why, in the groves, there wasn’t a male among the tribe that hadn’t tasted my flower before I left.” She sighed, settling her chin in her palm. “But it can grow so lonely, only knowing the touch of the same men over and over again. Perhaps that’s partly why I left. I couldn’t be with them anymore.”
			

			
				Caldric swallowed thickly at the sudden vision. This elfen beauty before him taking a parade of elven cocks one after the next, and yet still not satisfied. “Faylana. I…”
			

			
				“But it’s different out here,” she said, looking up at Caldric, smiling sweetly. “So very different. And I’m learning so much. Caldric,” she said, taking his hand in hers. “I truly do appreciate you taking me with you and Tavek. I’m learning so much about the outside world.”
			

			
				“Well, ah… Faylana. The… the truth is I… I meant to tell you something. S-something while we were in the cave. But, I’m… I wasn’t sure it was the time. But… ah…” Caldric took a deep breath, firming himself before those questioning blue eyes. “Faylana. I’m… quite fond of you, actually.”
			

			
				“I’m fond of you too,” the elf giggled.
			

			
				“I mean… very fond of you.”
			

			
				Faylana stared at him, then gasped. A blush tinged her cheeks. “Oh…”
			

			
				“B-but if… if you don’t feel that way, I mean…”
			

			
				“No,” Faylana said, pressing his hand, looking up into his eyes. “Of course I understand. And… Well, Caldric. I do have… have feelings for you. Feelings I haven’t had for other men. I’m just… I’m not sure I understand them.”
			

			
				“Then ah… then, would you be willing to… explore them? With us. I mean. Stay with us and… and keep adventuring with me?”
			

			
				Faylana giggled, lifting his hand to her heart. “Oh, Caldric. I would love to.”
			

			
				Caldric was grinning. He chuckled, rubbing his neck, flushed and hot and happy beyond belief. “That’s… that’s wonderful, Faylana! I’m so happy.”
			

			
				“Me too,” the elf blushed, rising, stepping nearer him. “Me too.”
			

			
				Caldric’s hands slowly moved around the elven sorceress, pulled her against his chest, her soft breasts mashed against him. He smiled down at her, leaned in, and kissed her.
			

			
				It was a kiss different from the one they’d shared in the cave, wrapped in the lusts of Mira’s spells. It was warmer and softer. Sweeter than anything Caldric could have dreamed. Faylana’s eyes slid shut, her lips moving against his, deepening the kiss.
			

			
				When they parted, Caldric looked down into her eyes, smiling.
			

			
				“Oi! What’s taking so long!” Tavek bluntly barked, stomping towards them.
			

			
				“Oh, Tavek,” Caldric said, unable to stop grinning even under the dwarf’s glower. He tugged Faylana against his side, looking down at the elf’s smiling face. “Well, I was just ah… talking to Faylana, and she agreed to continue journeying with us.”
			

			
				“That right?” the dwarf said, looking to her with a smirk. “Well! Glad to have you aboard, Faylana. I’m sure this is the beginning of something grand indeed!”
			

			
				“Yes,” Caldric said, again looking into Faylana’s eyes. “Me too.”
			

			
				And while he stared into her loving eyes, he missed when Tavek groped the elf’s plump bum, and how Faylana gasped, and blushed in pleasured delight.
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				The Goblin’s Trap
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I’m sure I saw something…”
			

			
				“Was it the lute?”
			

			
				“I don’t think so. I think the bard would have mentioned if it had legs.”
			

			
				The words bounced off stone and through the darkness of the tunnel. Torches flickered and glowed from the hands of the trio as they ventured deeper into the cave system.
			

			
				Caldric took the lead, the human warrior peering into the dark, suspicious and wary, his sword drawn and eyes narrowed. He moved with a slow purpose, always keeping ahead, and as well he should, for he was the shield of the party.
			

			
				Behind him was Faylana, the elf. She alone did not carry a torch. Instead a globe of sparkling light hovered above her head, a simple spell well within her power. The young sorceress was slim, with aching curves bound in a tight blouse and skirt, her blonde hair framing a pale face whose eyes shone with interest as they ventured deeper into the cavern, a cloak whispering about her shoulders.
			

			
				Third came the dwarf, Tavek. Stumping along at the rear, the dwarf would normally be taking the front along with Caldric, but that had been before Faylana had joined their party. Now, he was only too happy to walk in the back, and watch the way the elf’s plump bottom outlined itself against her clothes. His beard was lifted in a grin as he casually glanced about.
			

			
				All this Greebi Chickentaker knew, for he’d been watching them for some time, and Faylana for far longer.
			

			
				The goblin crouched in the back of the tunnel, keeping his distance, well out of sight of the trio’s torches, and more importantly, Faylana’s keen night vision. It wasn’t hard. He’d had ample practice by now.
			

			
				Greebi crept along, trying to keep Faylana in view. That lovely elf. He remembered the first time he saw her, bathing in the woods. He’d been out hunting and heard her sweet voice singing. Like a siren’s call he’d followed it, utterly forgetting the dead rabbits he carried, and came upon some bushes he peeked through.
			

			
				And saw a vision that would haunt him the rest of his life.
			

			
				Greebi was a goblin. He’d known women, but only the heavy, moaning broodmothers that the goblins had captured, or the sharp faced, contemptuous goblin queens. But he’d never imagined beauty, especially not like this.
			

			
				Faylana had been in a spring, the soft gush of a waterfall cascading over her naked flesh, her full breasts shining in the sunlight, her nipples hard nubs in the cold water. Her eyes had been closed, her pussy framed by a small thatch of blonde hair as she sang and massaged the soap into her hair.
			

			
				Greebi could still remember the awe that had held him. It was almost religious in its power. He’d stayed all the time she’d been bathing, his warty little cock in his hand as he eagerly stroked himself to a whimpering orgasm. That high would be one he’d chase for the rest of his days. It couldn’t even be matched by fucking one of the moaning broodmothers back at his clan’s camp.
			

			
				In fact, when he realized she was getting ready to leave, he’d cast about and, finding her clothes draped on the rocks, had bravely snuck forward, and snagged Faylana’s panties. They helped him hold back from doing anything rash, allowing him to dream of things to come during the long nights when he lay beneath the stars, sniffing them and rubbing his warty cock anew.
			

			
				He’d been close to approaching the elf too, until she joined up with the pair.
			

			
				And who were these interlopers? Who was this human man who looked at the elf with love in his eyes like a puppy struck with adoration? And who was this dwarf who grinned at the elf, admiring her form, stealing touches and pinches and gropes whenever he could? Who were they who thought they understood how wonderful Faylana was? How could they compare to his months of studying her from the shadows? Watching her. Learning all there was about her.
			

			
				No. They couldn’t compare.
			

			
				But they’d somehow managed to convince her she should be with them.
			

			
				How that rankled the goblin. But he had a plan. He may have missed his opportunity to be the first to propose to her, but he’d create another. When he heard them talking about the job they’d taken to find the bard’s lute, he’d at once scampered to the goblin’s cave and gotten to work. And it would soon pay off.
			

			
				Greebi cackled softly, then started. They were almost there! He slunk to the wall, removing the stone he’d planted there, and wiggled into the hidden passage. He crawled through the narrow tunnel, more a crack than anything, his pointed, ragged ears brushing the walls, his hooked nose held forward like a dowsing rod as his thin, stunted frame wormed through the uneven rock. His tattered loincloth occasionally caught or pinched on edges, but he kept on, down, down, into the narrow adjoining chamber that lay beneath the tunnel above. He squeezed out of the hole, popping out like a cork before scampering to the spot where he halted, looking at the ceiling in eager anticipation.
			

			
				Soon enough he heard their voices, muffled by the stone walls.
			

			
				“I think I see some runes here,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Do you now?” Tavek’s gravelly voice replied.
			

			
				“I think so. I can’t make it out, though.”
			

			
				“Oh!” Faylana’s chiming tone said. “I might be able to. I studied the goblin runes, you know. Some of their sorcery is written in runes that have some similarity to elven magic.”
			

			
				“Oh, then here,” said Caldric, making room for her. “What does it say?”
			

			
				“Let me see… I think it says… stand heeeeeeeeeeere!”
			

			
				Greebi’s mouth cracked open in a massive smile as the trap he’d dug was sprung. The loose soil he’d padded the hole with caved in under Faylana’s weight. He had a brief, sudden image of pale thighs and kicking legs as the elf’s lower half fell through the hole.
			

			
				Only for her curvy rump and hips to plug it with an audible WUMPF!
			

			
				Greebi’s grin fell in slack jawed shock. With his night vision he could see the lovely elf’s legs kick helplessly in the air, her shapely bottom and the hem of her dress bunched around her waist, cushioning her against the rough edges of the hole. No. No no no! It was too small! Damn! Greebi cursed himself roundly. He hadn’t dared make it too big lest it collapse before time, or if one of the men had stepped on it instead they might have fallen through.
			

			
				“Faylana!” Caldric shouted from above. “Good gods! Are you alright?”
			

			
				“Bloody fucking hell!” Tavek gasped.
			

			
				“I…I think so,” was the elf’s breathless reply, her legs stopping their kicking after a moment. “Yes. Yes, I think so. Let me… Nnn! Um… uh oh.”
			

			
				“What?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“I um… I think I’m stuck, Caldric.”
			

			
				Greebi pounded a fist against his thigh in frustration. No no no! This wasn’t how it was supposed to go! He glared resentfully at the hole and the figure trapped halfway within. But… the longer he stared, the more he noticed a certain something. That those shapely thighs and hips were sunken just enough for him to get a view of a pair of lacy white panties, and by extension, the treasure they hid.
			

			
				“Don’t worry. We’ll get you out. Here, take my hand. Hrrrr!”
			

			
				Her legs kicked again as the human tried to pull her free, but her squeak of pain made him stop. “Sorry! Sorry. Did that hurt?”
			

			
				“A… a little,” Faylana gasped.
			

			
				Greebi licked his lips, then made his decision. The stunted goblin crept forward, his heart pounding the closer he came to the shapely elf’s legs. His ears flicked with lust, his eyes devouring those curvaceous hips and mound. His knobby fingers shook a little as he reached up and touched her legs.
			

			
				Her squeak of surprise made Greebi jump and pull his hands back.
			

			
				“What was it?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“I…I think there’s something growing under here. It just brushed my leg.”
			

			
				“Growing?”
			

			
				“In a cave?” Tavek said.
			

			
				“Maybe a fern or something,” Faylana said breathlessly. “I’ve heard about… eep! About such things in my st-studies…”
			

			
				Greebi was barely listening. His hands had returned to her legs, slowly stroking that marble flesh, admiring how smooth. How flawless. How achingly, perfectly beautiful she was.
			

			
				“We could maybe make a sling…” Tavek said.
			

			
				“We don’t have anything to brace it on.”
			

			
				“I… ah… I might have a s-spell,” she said.
			

			
				“You do?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Mnn. Y-yes. But I um… I don’t have my s-spell book to get it f-from…”
			

			
				“Can you remember it?”
			

			
				“I… ah… I think so…”
			

			
				“What’s wrong?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“The ah… the fern is tickling my legs.”
			

			
				Greebi shook with silent laughter, almost as much as he did delight. But his eyes were inevitable drawn back to her lacy panties. His fingers shook as he reached up, hooked his fingers in the band, and gently started teasing them down.
			

			
				“Eek!”
			

			
				“Faylana!”
			

			
				“S-sorry! The strings on the s-side of my panties are um… are coming loose. Oh shoot! They’re falling off!”
			

			
				“Faylana! That’s not… ah…”
			

			
				“No, no! Let her speak,” Tavek cut in, the dwarf’s licentious growl audible. “Your panties are comin’ off you say?”
			

			
				“Tavek!”
			

			
				“Ah!” Faylana gasped as the lacy fabric slipped down her thighs, her attempts to swing her legs and keep them up futile thanks to Greebi’s own subtle efforts. “Oh drat!” she moaned. “Those were my favorite pair.”
			

			
				Greebi was breathing hard. He held the delicate fabric before him, fairly drooling. They were still warm from her… From her…
			

			
				Greebi forgot the fabric in his hands. His eyes were drawn magnetically back up and to the glistening folds he had revealed. Her pussy was a soft, pink slit, delicately framed by a thatch of trimmed golden hair.
			

			
				Oh.
			

			
				Ohhh…
			

			
				Greebi distractedly tucked the panties into one of the pouches strung along his loincloth. As if hypnotized by the sight, he slunk forward and between her dangling legs. He had to angle his head up to truly see her cunny. His hands slowly rose, and his finger slid along her slit.
			

			
				“Ah!” Faylana gasped.
			

			
				“What now?”
			

			
				“N-nothing! I just… nnnn! I um… It’s nothing.”
			

			
				“Why are you blushing like that?”
			

			
				“It’s ah… it’s nothing. Um, right. A spell. Uh…”
			

			
				“We do have some oil,” Caldric said. “If we dribble a little of it along your hips, maybe we can tug you out.”
			

			
				“Than… ah… that sounds like a… a good idea. I um… I’m having a little… little trouble concentrating. Don’t know if… if I could cast a spell.”
			

			
				“You are?”
			

			
				“Y-yes. Those ferns are um… are quite distracting,” Faylana panted.
			

			
				“You’re looking a bit flushed. Are you sure you’re okay?”
			

			
				“F-fine!”
			

			
				“Then what are we waiting for!” Tavek cried. “Let’s get our lovely lady oiled up!”
			

			
				Greebi barely heard them. His whole world seemed encapsulated in the pale mound before him. His teasing touches, so gentle, he would always be gentle with her. Adoring. Loving. Her pussy was flush, engorged and revealing the pink depths. Greebi recalled the days of his sniffing that piece of fabric he stole by the pool. Those times of desire.
			

			
				Oh.
			

			
				Oh fuck…
			

			
				He leaned up, his slippery tongue sliding from his lips and along her slit.
			

			
				“Ah!” Faylana gasped.
			

			
				“You okay?”
			

			
				“F-fine!” Faylana repeated. “Just f-fiiiiine…”
			

			
				She tasted heavenly. A mingling of sweetness and muskiness that made the goblin’s little shank jut out so much it shoved aside his loincloth. He grasped her thigh with one hand, the other reaching between his legs and grasping his warty little prick, stroking himself faster. Faster.
			

			
				“Oh… Oh g-gosh!” Faylana moaned as Greebi licked and slobbered over her pussy. So frantic he was like a dog with a bowl full of peanut butter. Her legs kicked weakly, easily held back by his hand. He doubted she even noticed his grip. He doubted she was noticing anything other than his lips on her pussy as he eagerly tongued her. Teased her. Especially when he found that delightful pearl at the peak of her slit…
			

			
				“Nnnnn!” Faylana moaned.
			

			
				“Hold on, Faylana. We’re just rubbing the oil in now. How are you doing?”
			

			
				“F-fine!” the elf moaned. “Just… ah… fine… Oh gosh… oh… Oh!”
			

			
				Greebi moaned shamelessly as he wantonly tongued out her pussy. Frantically pumped his warty little cock. Oh. Oh he was so close! So close and so was she. He could taste it. Feel it in the way her pussy practically sucked at his tongue. Oh fuck. Fuck! Yes!
			

			
				“Mnnnnnn!” Fayalana cried out.
			

			
				“Gnnnnn!” Greebi moaned into her pussy, his thin hips twitching as his cock pumped, splattering his oily seed all over the dust of the cavern floor, his tongue frantically lapping up her sweet juices, sliding along her pussy, teasing inside of her like a starving man.
			

			
				Greebi pulled back, panting, his head spinning with lust and ecstasy. He blinked slowly, looking back up towards her slit. Her legs hung, limp with the ecstasy of her orgasm. And her slit was right there. Waiting…
			

			
				Greebi swallowed hard, stroking his cock, still so hard. So eager. He took a step forward.
			

			
				“Here we go. Heave!”
			

			
				“Ah!” Faylana yelped as Caldric and Tavek suddenly pulled. The goblin gasped as the elf’s legs suddenly flew away, like a hand from heaven had plucked its angel back into the sky. Greebi took one step forward, but the light of torches drove him back lest he be seen, his innate sense of survival pushing him away. He crouched in the darkness of the tunnel, lips peeled back to bare his point teeth in a snarl of frustration.
			

			
				“Are you okay?” Caldric’s worried voice said.
			

			
				“I… ah… yes. But um… Oh gosh. Those ferns were something else.”
			

			
				A torch was thrust into the hole and Greebi frantically scuttled back, deeper into the shadows. “Can’t see anything,” Tavek’s voice said. “Not your panties either.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “Oh, don’t worry about that. I lose them all the time!”
			

			
				“What?” Caldric said, his voice tight.
			

			
				“Oh gosh yes. Why, one time, while I was bathing in a spring, I got out and my pair was just up and gone! A squirrel must have grabbed it. Naughty little thing.”
			

			
				“Uh huh,” Caldric said slowly. “Maybe we should leave…”
			

			
				“Oh goodness no! We haven’t even found the bard’s lute. We must keep going, Caldric. We’re adventurers now! It’s what we do.”
			

			
				“I suppose…”
			

			
				Greebi muttered in the dark as the torch was drawn back. He heard their footsteps slowly recede, and reluctantly, the goblin scuttled back into the tunnel. He wouldn’t have another chance of confessing his feelings to Faylana here. Not now. He’d have to wait to let her know.
			

			
				Yet, even as he slunk back into the shadows, he licked his lips, tasting the lingering sweetness of her juices. He shuddered in delight, his free hand touching again the pair of panties tucked into his belt. A treasure greater than any within the caves.
			

			
				He’d make good use of it tonight…
			

			
				 
			

			
				A New Job
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Thank the stars!” Balit cried as he clutched his recovered lute to his chest. The foppish man sniffled, stroking the smooth wood of the instrument with all the devotion of a lover. “My darling. I had been so worried… That will certainly teach me to sleep in the woods alone, I’ll say that! Cursed little blighters. How it wounded me to abandon you as I fled. Oh!” he moaned, plucking a string. “Look at how out of tune you are!”
			

			
				“Yeah,” Caldric said, shifting uncomfortably where he stood beside the bard’s table. “We found it in the goblin’s cave. There weren’t many of them about.”
			

			
				“Now now!” the bard cried, beaming at them even as his slender fingers adjusted the strings, his thin goatee bobbing as he nodded. “Don’t sell yourselves short. It’s a brave group of heroes who would go forth to challenge an entire horde of goblins for my work. Why, I shall write ballads of your bravery once I have tuned my dear lute. Tales of your bravery and,” he added with a sly wink, “your beauty, my dear.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled and blushed. Caldric’s lips tightened and he nodded. “Much obliged. But we were also wondering about the reward.”
			

			
				“Ah!” the bard cried, slapping his forehead. “Of course! Forgive me. I was simply so… overcome with emotion on seeing my beloved lute again it simply slipped my mind. Naturally,” he added idly as he dug at the pouches lining his belt, “I rarely worry about such things. When one is as famed and skilled with song as I, lords and ladies from lands all over seek me at their courts, and pay me quite handsomely as well. Ah, here we are.”
			

			
				He plopped a coin purse onto the table, the ring of gold making Caldric stare.
			

			
				“Now then,” Balit said, rising, flourishing his wide hat, the feather in its band fluttering. “I’m off! Thanks again, my friends. I shall speak well of you for long! La la la, let’s see. Tra la la!”
			

			
				Caldric watched the bard saunter out of the inn, nodding his head as he attempted to tune his lute to his voice. Once he was gone Caldric fairly collapsed into the vacated seat, staring at the pouch, a position echoed by Tavek, the dwarf fairly drooling as the human opened the pouch to reveal the gleam of gold.
			

			
				“Gods, look at that,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Bugger me.”
			

			
				“Oh how wonderful!” Faylana cried, clapping her hands in delight. “This is perfect, Caldric.”
			

			
				Recovering himself, Caldric forcefully cleared his throat, leaning back in the booth nonchalantly. “Oh, well. It’s an alright reward, I suppose. Reasonable for such famed heroes as… as us.”
			

			
				“O-oh aye!” Tavek agreed, nodding quickly. “Aye. A fine bit a funding. We’ve gotten more, but for such a ah… a simple quest, it be good enough.”
			

			
				“For sure! What are you going to use your share for?” Faylana asked the pair.
			

			
				Caldric frowned thoughtfully as he flicked the coins between the three of them. “Well… my sister is actually getting married soon. To a half orc. She said he’s from Ctharne, but I don’t know. Still, should get her something, after all…”
			

			
				“Pfah!” Tavek laughed. “One of the huntress’s pups? Yeah, I believe that. Be nice to have an orcish husband though, eh? Your sister finally found some decent cock!”
			

			
				Caldric glared at the dwarf who merely grinned, scooping up the gold and drawing it to his side of the table. “Well! I won’t be wastin’ it on somethin’ like that. High time I got myself a weapon worthy of a warrior like me!”
			

			
				“Well I think it’s very sweet of you,” Faylana said, touching Caldric’s hand.
			

			
				The human flushed beneath the elf’s adoring eyes. “A-and what about you, Faylana? What are you thinking of buying?”
			

			
				The elf tilted back her head, lower lip pushed out thoughtfully. “Hmmm… Well, Tavek raises a good point. I think I should get myself a new spellbook. 
			

			
				“A spellbook?” Caldric said. “Hm. In that case, we might want to talk to Borto.”
			

			
				“Borto?” Faylana said.
			

			
				“Ha! Old Borto the Halfwise? Oh aye. He’d probably have a spellbook,” Tavek chortled.
			

			
				“Really?” Faylana beamed. “How wonderful! I could use some new spells. Don’t want to get stuck in another pit like that, do I?” she said with a musical laugh.
			

			
				“Oh aye!” Tavek grinned. “Just a shame we didn’t have time to find a way down into that pit. Would have been nice to be able to push you up from below.”
			

			
				The dwarf wiggled his eyebrows suggestively, earning him a glare from Caldric, but Faylana simply nodded. “Oh yes! That would have been helpful. But the oil was a really good idea too! Oh, but,” she added, looking at her skirt again. “I really must change. It’s so… ew.”
			

			
				“I-I’ll help,” Caldric said quickly, rising from his seat with an eager smile.
			

			
				“Ah! Then I’ll-“
			

			
				“Go look for that weapon? A fine idea, Tavek. Good show,” Caldric quickly cut in, pressing his hand to Faylana’s back and guiding her towards the stairs to the second floor.
			

			
				“Eh? Wait, I was-“
			

			
				“Such a shame you’ll be busy. Oh well! So it goes. Meet you down here for dinner. Bye!”
			

			
				Faylana waved farewell to the frowning dwarf, then turned back to Caldric as they mounted the stairs. “Thank you for offering, Caldric. But I don’t really need help changing.”
			

			
				“I know,” the human said, his face so red it was a wonder it wasn’t glowing in the darkness of the stairway. “I was just thinking that… ah… maybe we could also do something else in… in private.”
			

			
				“Oh! Certainly. Would you like to play cards? I have a deck in my pack.”
			

			
				Not for the first time, Caldric had to remind himself that Faylana wasn’t stupid. She just… wasn’t very well versed in human customs. “Um, no. Faylana. I was thinking of… well… making love?”
			

			
				“Oh!” the elf cried. “Why didn’t you say so?” she giggled.
			

			
				Because you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, Caldric thought. And far better than I should have. Those thoughts made the blood rush to his face, but he didn’t refute them. Faylana was unbelievably out of his league, that much he knew. But he nonetheless delighted in the fact that she had decided to be in a relationship with him, for more than a few reasons.
			

			
				Forcing himself to take the initiative, Caldric pressed up against her, winding a hand around her hip and pulling her against him. Faylana gasped, the giggled, leaning against his chest, the softness of her breasts evident even through Caldric’s armour as she leaned up and kissed him.
			

			
				Sparks exploded in Caldric’s brain at those soft lips. He moaned softly, returning the kiss with eagerness, his hands moving over the elf’s jaw dropping curves. She moaned softly as his hands engulfed her bottom, massaging those plump orbs of feminine beauty, the kiss deepening further as he hit their door, his hand fumbling for the knob before finally opening it. Together, they stumbled inside, already shedding their clothes in a frantic effort that soon bore fruit.
			

			
				By the time they hit the bed, they were both naked. Faylana gasped, giggling as she landed on the bed, looking up at him. Caldric straddled her, looking down, admiring the elf, her full breasts heaving, pink nipples jutting and aroused, her pussy slick and framed by a trim of blonde hair. She had that perfect hourglass figure that emphasized the swell of her breasts and gentle curves of her hips, her lips pink, flush and parted in hot panting.
			

			
				“Oh Faylana…”
			

			
				“Caldric,” she moaned, reaching up and pulling him down into another kiss.
			

			
				Caldric moaned, his cock rock hard as those lips moved against his. He reached down and cupped a plump breast in his hands, massaging that full orb, tingling as she gasped, moaned, so achingly sensitive in her teats. Caldric had ample opportunity to explore her body since they met. Faylana was not shy about herself. Apparently, in the groves where she grew up, celebrations of life and pleasure was the norm, and there were no restrictions on who and how they might mate.
			

			
				Caldric moaned, his hips moving between hers, panting as her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer. More eager. The head of his cock teased along her damp folds, and with a pleasured moan he pushed forward, and inside of her.
			

			
				“Ah!” Faylana gasped, hips rising in delight, her legs tightening around him, pulling him deeper. “Oh Caldric… Oh gods yes…
			

			
				“Faylana. Oh fuck… Faylana…”
			

			
				He started to thrust, panting, moaning as his cock slid in and out of her. In and out. Faster. Faster. The velvety softness of her depths sucked at his cock, urging him to go harder. Faster. He couldn’t resist it. He had to please her. Had to pleasure her. His breathing grew deeper as he eagerly thrust into her willing form, her moans and whimpers, gasps and cries of sweetest pleasure music to his ears.
			

			
				“Oh gods… oh gods yes. Yes! Caldric! More. Please. Oh gods… oh gods yes! Yes!”
			

			
				“Faylana… Oh fuck. Yes. Fuck! Take my cock. Take it all! Oh fuck, you’re doing… nnn… doing so well. Yes. Yes! Oh fuck yessss!”
			

			
				“Caldric! Please! More. More! Fuck me! Fuck me haaaaard!”
			

			
				Her scream of pleasure rose, her body tightening around him as she came. As her pussy rippled around his cock, Caldric was forced over the edge, frankly amazed he had even lasted so long. With a cry of purest pleasure he hilted himself within her and came, pumping his hot cum into her aching depths. His soul singing at the moaning cry of the lovely elf beneath him.
			

			
				He panted, sagging against her, his cock still within her, slowly softening. Faylana smiled lovingly up at his flush faced and reached up, stroking his cheek.
			

			
				“Oh Caldric,” she panted. “That was… that was wonderful…”
			

			
				“Th-thank you,” he panted, smiling dimly. “It felt… wow… Oh gods…”
			

			
				She giggled and kissed him again. Caldric’s eyes fluttered shut as those soft lips worked against his in a loving kiss. He moaned softly, feeling his cock stir again.
			

			
				Which made it all the more jarring when the knock came at the door.
			

			
				Caldric groaned, resolving to ignore it. But the knock repeated, this time more forcefully. Caldric gasped, pulling back from the kiss. “What?” he snapped.
			

			
				“Your pardon,” the voice of the innkeeper came. “But there is a man asking for you.”
			

			
				“Tell him we’re busy!”
			

			
				“Sirs,” the simpering voice came again. “I would not advise such. He is a very busy man and is impatient to meet you. He is Baron Ogden’s man, and is not one for waiting.”
			

			
				Caldric felt his stomach drop out beneath him. Baron Ogden. Just the title was enough to yank his attention, but even he had heard of Baron Ogden. A man of power and wealth, owning one of the largest baronies in the kingdom. A man like that was looking for him?
			

			
				“T-tell him we’ll be right down!” Caldric gasped.
			

			
				“As you like,” the man said. Caldric heard is pattering footsteps recede.
			

			
				With a groan Caldric forced himself to pull out of Faylana. “Who is it?” she asked as Caldric stumbled out of bed, grabbing a rag and hastily cleaning himself.
			

			
				“Baron Ogden. One of his men. But why? Why us?”
			

			
				“Maybe he wants to offer us a job!” Faylana said brightly.
			

			
				Caldric paused in the midst of putting on his pants, thoughtful. Was it possible? Maybe. But why them? Caldric’s brow knit and he finished putting on his belt. “Well,” he said ruefully. “Only one way to find out.”
			

			
				“Too true! Oh, yes. But I suppose we must get dressed mustn’t we? We can’t greet him in the nude.” Faylana laughed. “What silly customs you humans sometimes have.”
			

			
				“You mean… elves sometimes hold meetings naked?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Oh goodness yes!” Faylana said, beaming as she rose from the bed, utterly unashamed of her nudity. “It’s the best way to ensure the other isn’t armed. And naturally, it’s only polite to provide one to pleasure your business partner. So much more is accomplished if one isn’t sexually pent up.”
			

			
				A sudden image of Faylana kneeling between the legs of a muscular elf, her lips sliding adoringly up and down his cock as he held court with a dozen other men flashed in Caldric’s mind. He swallowed thickly, shaking his head, banishing the carnal vision.
			

			
				“Let’s… let’s go see what he wants…”
			

			
				In short order they made their way down the stairs, Caldric hastily smoothing out his shirt and jacket in the hopes the baron’s man wouldn’t notice much amiss. The innkeeper was skulking nearby, the thin man shifting his weight from one leg to another, his chinless head like a pin as he nodded towards a booth. “There, sirs.”
			

			
				The man who awaited them was all that Caldric would expect representing such an important man. He sat at the booth, eyes lidded and haughty, wrapped in a travel worn cloak with the badge of the baron working as a clasp. Rangy dark hair framed a face both bored and attentive.
			

			
				Tavek was already seated, glowering at the man. The dwarf perked up as Caldric and Faylana arrive and took a seat as well.
			

			
				The messenger took them in with a glance, his eyes lingering on Faylana. He nodded. “You are Caldric, Faylana and Tavek?”
			

			
				“We are,” Caldric said.
			

			
				The messenger shifted, pulling out a scroll and passing it to the human. Caldric broke the wax seal and unrolled it. “The Baron has been having some issues of late,” the messenger said. “I was sent to find some adventurers who might be able to accomplish a task for him. I met Balit, who I have known from the work he has done for the Baron himself, and he mentioned that you had accomplished a task for him. He was quite effusing in his praise, and so it seems to me you might be what I am looking for.”
			

			
				“We’ll certainly try,” Caldric said, beginning to read the missive.
			

			
				“Hm,” the messenger said, glancing at the other two. “The Baron has a matter of utmost importance. I fear his beloved wife, the Lady Ogden, has fallen ill.”
			

			
				“And you want us to cure her?” Caldric asked dubiously.
			

			
				“Your task will be something of the nature,” the messenger said blandly. “A cure was requisitioned, and the Baron seeks to have some able-bodied adventurers fetch it for him.”
			

			
				“A fetch quest?” Caldric said. “Wouldn’t the Baron have some men that could do that for him.”
			

			
				The messenger pressed his thumb idly on the table as if rubbing out a stain. “The Baron has… particular circumstances that he would prefer to explain in person. Should you accept the job.”
			

			
				“And he won’t tell us before that?”
			

			
				The messenger gave him a wry look. “The Baron isn’t interested in explaining himself. The task, should you complete it, comes with a payment of four hundred gold coins.”
			

			
				Tavek wheezed like someone had punched him in the gut. Caldric goggled at the messenger.
			

			
				“Is that a lot?” Faylana asked.
			

			
				“Y-yeah,” Caldric gasped.
			

			
				“Then I assume you shall take the job,” the messenger said, as if their decision for or against it was of no interest to him.
			

			
				Caldric hesitated. He had a bad feeling about this, but that kind of money… Hell, he’d jump down the throat of a dragon for that kind of cash. “Yes,” he finally said. “We’ll take the job.”
			

			
				“Excellent. Then, if you will follow me, we shall get moving.”
			

			
				“Wh-what? Right now?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“The Baron seeks to see you as soon as possible,” the messenger said, and his lidded eyes glinted. “And the Baron gets what he wants…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Baron
			

			
				 
			

			
				Castle Ogden rose like a hand reaching for the skies. The fingers were towers, the palm the courtyard, the wrist the curtain wall. It jutted out on a hill overlooking the town of Canden, the gloom of evening wrapping around the place, the windows from the high towers gleaming in the dark like yellow eyes watching the world.
			

			
				They saw little of the town, their guide riding without stopping through the main streets and towards the looming edifice of the castle, the guards at the gate instantly opening them at the sight of the messenger’s badge.
			

			
				Within their horses were given to the stableman and the trio led into the keep. A chandelier glowed in the main hall, illuminating the fine portraits along the walls and the shine of the lacquered wooden floors. The hall was stern, without much ostentatious decoration, instead sporting grim looking suits of armour along the walls like sentries arranged to beat back any who came in through the doors.
			

			
				Baron Ogden was awaiting them. A handsome older man with a trim salt and pepper beard, clad in a stylish jacket with a long robe thrown over his shoulders, open at the front to reveal a large ruby he wore on a chain. He smiled demurely and came forward, meeting them.
			

			
				“Thank you all for coming. Well done, Evris. You may leave us.”
			

			
				The messenger bowed and departed the room, leaving the trio alone with the Baron. The Baron’s eyes swept them, lingering long on Faylana, much to Caldric’s annoyance.
			

			
				“My,” the baron said, stroking his beard, his eye moving over Faylana’s more than ample curves admiringly. “You are a lovely one, aren’t you? Evris certainly has an eye.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “Why thank you!” she said. “People have been telling me I’m pretty all the time.”
			

			
				“Is that right,” the Baron said.
			

			
				“There was some issue about your wife?” Caldric butted in.
			

			
				The Baron glanced at him, then sighed, shaking his head. “Yes. A tragic thing. You see, a short time ago, my dear wife fell ill from a strange, unknown disease. I cannot make heads or tails of it, and the doctors have been almost no help. Come, I will show you to her.”
			

			
				He beckoned, and after a moment Caldric followed, Faylana and Tavek picking up the pace behind him.
			

			
				They walked through the somber keep, their only company the click of their shoes. The Baron moved in close to Faylana, soon engaged in a lively conversation with her. Caldric winced, rubbing his arm self-consciously, but not sure how, or if, he should interrupt.
			

			
				By the time he made a decision it was too late, and the Baron had opened a door and led them inside. It had the uncomfortable warmth of a sickroom, a few candles the only source of light. Furnishing was masked in white dust sheets, all but a large bed where a woman lay.
			

			
				The blankets were up to her neck and her head was tilted back on a pillow, a damp cloth across her brow, her eyes closed and breathing hard and laboured.
			

			
				“My dear,” the Baron said. “I’m afraid she’s been like this for some time.”
			

			
				“Oh,” Faylana murmured softly, sitting down in a chair beside the bed.
			

			
				“And you need us to fetch the medicine?” Caldric asked.
			

			
				The Baron nodded. “Yes. But I’m afraid it’s… not as simple as that.”
			

			
				“I had a feeling it wasn’t,” Caldric grunted.
			

			
				The Baron glanced at him. “Indeed. I did send one of my servants to fetch the medicine. A woman by the name of Altaia. But somehow, a group of bandits got wind of the task. They ambushed her on the way back and are holding both as ransom. It’s a very rare potion. Hard to manufacture. I only managed to get one, and that one… ah.” He shook his head. “The bastards know too well how much I need it, and they’re ransoming it for a sum far beyond my means.”
			

			
				“And you want us to get it back?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Very good,” the Baron said, which irked Caldric more than he would like to admit.
			

			
				“She’s so hot!” Faylana gasped, touching the baroness’s brow.
			

			
				“Indeed she is,” the Baron said, laying a hand on Faylana’s shoulder. “Is there, perhaps, something you could do to ease her some?”
			

			
				Faylana looked up at him, surprised, then smiled. “Oh, well. Perhaps. If you don’t mind…”
			

			
				“Anything to help ease her suffering,” the Baron said, his hand slowly massaging Faylana’s shoulder. Something Caldric couldn’t help but notice.
			

			
				Beaming, Faylana turned to the baroness and reached out, murmuring softly. Magic seemed to spread from her hand in a wave of misty blue light, washing over the baroness. The sick woman gasped softly, arching, taking in a shuddering breath before she eased back into the pillows, her breathing more even, her face less flushed.
			

			
				“Wow,” Caldric said. “I… didn’t know you could do that.”
			

			
				“Aye,” Tavek breathed.
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “It was nothing. Just a simple cooling spell.”
			

			
				“My dear!” the Baron cried. “Don’t sell yourself short. What you just did was a miracle for my beloved wife! Please,” he said quickly. “I beg of you, remain here while your companions fetch the potion. No doctor has been able to bring my beloved such ease before. If it’s you, I’m sure she’ll be able to survive her illness until your companions return with the potion.”
			

			
				“W-wait, remain here?” Caldric butted in. “Oh no. I’m afraid we need Faylana.”
			

			
				“Aye!” Tavek added, the dwarf harrumphing impressively. “The lass is needed!”
			

			
				“More than to ease the suffering of a poor woman?” the Baron asked. “More than my wife needs to be aided through this trying time? My good men, surely you would not confine her to such a fate? My wife suffers so, and who knows if she will even last until you all return. Faylana,” he said, turning to the elf. “Please, won’t you remain while your, no doubt, able companions fetch the potion?”
			

			
				“Of course!” Faylana cried, clutching her chest, almost in tears from the Baron’s impassioned words. “I could never abandon a woman so in need.”
			

			
				Caldric groaned and Tavek cursed beneath his breath.
			

			
				“Splendid,” the Baron said, clapping his hands, his eyes gleaming like jet. “Then please, my castle is at your disposal. You must rest the night here, then journey at first light. It’s at least a day’s journey by horse to the bandit’s lair.”
			

			
				“Thank you for your hospitality,” Caldric said bitterly.
			

			
				The Baron merely smiled, his eyes lingering on Faylana.
			

			
				“Might we have a moment? Alone?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Of course,” the Baron said with an errant wave of his hand, as if nothing they said to one another mattered to him. “Please, feel free. I will send a servant to show you to your separate rooms. My dear,” he said, taking Faylana’s hand and kissing it.
			

			
				The elf giggled and batted her lashes as the Baron straightened, smirking as he pushed open the door and left them.
			

			
				No sooner did the door close than Caldric grunted. “I don’t like him.”
			

			
				“Aye,” Tavek grunted.
			

			
				“Huh?” Faylana said, looking between them. “Why not? He seems a perfect gentlemen by your human standards.”
			

			
				“I mean… But Faylana, he clearly has ah… other intentions.”
			

			
				She cocked her head. “What do you mean?”
			

			
				“He’s got aims for your lovely body, is what Caldric is saying,” Tavek said pointedly.
			

			
				Caldric flushed and Faylana watched him closely. She smiled softly and rose. “Caldric,” she said, touching his warm cheeks. “Don’t worry. I promise, I’ll only be here to help his wife. I won’t do anything like fuck his human cock. I promise.”
			

			
				Caldric winced at her explicit words. Faylana’s smile fell uncertainly. “Don’t you… trust me?”
			

			
				“O-of course!” Caldric said quickly. “Only I… um… Of course I do, Faylana. Only… be careful. I don’t like any of this.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “Oh Caldric,” she said. “I love how you’re always looking out for me.”
			

			
				“Yes,” Caldric said. “I’m sure it will be fine…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Journey Through the Woods
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was not fine.
			

			
				It was cold and wet and miserable.
			

			
				As if knowing now was the appropriate time to shit on him, no sooner did they saddle up in the courtyard it began to rain. The Baron watched them depart from the doorway of his castle, an arm around Faylana as they waved farewell, and again Caldric felt that bitter stab of jealousy and unease.
			

			
				“Ah, don’t you worry about it,” Tavek said when they stopped for lunch in the relative shelter of some trees. “You can trust the lass. She won’t betray you like that!”
			

			
				“I do trust her,” Caldric said into his lunch, glowering at the bread he had been eating. “It’s the Baron I don’t trust. You saw how his hands were all over her. He couldn’t wait to get rid of us.”
			

			
				Tavek chewed slowly on a strip of jerky, droplets pattering off the leaves of the trees sheltering them, obscuring the world beyond their shelter in a curtain of rain. “Ya really do like her, don’t ya?”
			

			
				“Of course,” Caldric said, sulking. “She’s so lovely and smart and… and innocent!”
			

			
				Tavek hummed, leaning back against the trunk of the tree, taking another large bite out of his jerky and chewing thoughtfully.
			

			
				“What?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Nothin’,” the dwarf mused. “Just… thinkin’…”
			

			
				Caldric eyed the dwarf suspiciously. He’d never known Tavek to do much heavy thinking in all their time together. Sadly, misery wasn’t exactly helping matters much.
			

			
				When lunch was finished they remounted and began to ride anew. They hadn’t much time, in truth, and it wasn’t until nearer evening that the skies finally cleared up enough for them to throw back their hoods, their horses snorting as they plodded through a road made more mud than anything.
			

			
				Caldric constantly checked the map provided by the Baron. It was specific, he’d give the man that, but nonetheless Caldric was uneasy. He was reasonably confident in his swordplay, and Tavek certainly knew his way around an axe, but something still nagged at him. Why did the Baron hire them? Surely he had men enough in the castle to mount an attack on the bandits. He voiced this to Tavek, the dwarf shaking his head.
			

			
				“Ah, who knows why nobility do half th’ crap they do,” the dwarf said in his wisdom.
			

			
				“Maybe. But still…”
			

			
				“He might be worried they might smash the potion in the battle or some such. Which is why he sent us instead of an army.”
			

			
				“You think?”
			

			
				“How the hell am I supposed to know? But for four hundred gold coins? Lad, I’d throw myself into their camp naked with my tallywhackers out and brag about it tomorrow!”
			

			
				“Ugh,” Caldric grunted. Even though, to be fair, when they first received the job he was of a similar mind. Yet, as they rode into the growing evening, he felt more and more doubts assail him. Not only because of the Baron’s, frankly, obvious intentions towards Faylana. No. There were absolutely other reasons. It was just… that those reasons might intersect with Faylana.
			

			
				Caldric sighed. There was nothing for it. He’d just have to finish this mission, then hurry back and get this whole wretched business done with. With Faylana at his side, the Baron’s wife cured, and back on the road with a pouch full of gold, he could finally relax.
			

			
				Those things were high in their mind as they found the hunting trail winding through the forest and crept down the path. They tied their horses off at the head of the trail, moving with weapons drawn and senses strained into the dark. The whisper of the wind and the rustle of leaves raised their hackles with wariness of what was to come, their weapons gripped tight, Caldric’s trusty blade and Tavek’s new axe.
			

			
				Firelight gave them their first clue as to the location of their foes, the low mutter of conversation accompanying it. Crouching low, the two adventurers approached, careful not to rustle a leaf or crack a twig despite the dark. They had mixed success, Tavek’s heavy steps crunching in leaves and the occasional branch that made Caldric wince. But somehow, they managed to get near the bandit camp and peak through the heavy foliage.
			

			
				An old cabin leaned against a stony outcrop, sheltering it from the wind. Ground had been cleared before it, and there a firepit had been dug and burned with a thick, smoky flame thanks to the wet wood fueling it. Bandits were all about the clearing, some sleeping, some eating, and some muttering in deep conversation. There was a subdued air about the place, as if a damp blanket had been spread over every man, their mishmash garb of furs, leathers, and weapons marked them as outlaws as surely as the way they moved with a plodding, dangerous step.
			

			
				Caldric counted at least a dozen men about the camp, his tongue moving against his lips. He glanced again at the sky, mostly obscured by the forest canopy, and after a moment nodded and turned back to Tarvek.
			

			
				“Alright,” he said. “Here’s what we’ll do…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Baron’s Garden
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana hummed to herself as she moved about the garden, inspecting for her purposes the herbs and flowers that grew there, troubled. The rain had stopped, allowing her easy access, and she was glad to be out of the castle for the moment, at least.
			

			
				In the morning, after bidding Caldric farewell, she had returned to the baroness’s room and gotten back to tending to the poor woman. Her fever had returned, and though Faylana’s spell had soothed her temperature, the young elf had little else she could go on. All elves had a connection to life, and through it a sense of what was wrong with a body. Faylana, as a witch trained in the groves, had been expected to do much the same, and had done her best to learn all she could.
			

			
				Which made her curious and uncertain. For with her skills, she should have been able to easily diagnose the baroness of her illness. And yet, she could not. She could sense no vileness of disease within the women. Yet, how could that be? The symptoms were clear as day. She was obviously ill. So how?
			

			
				Faylana’s heart ached with a desire to help the suffering baroness. The poor woman needed help so much, and yet Faylana wasn’t sure what she could do. The only reason she could think that the poor woman might be sick was that she had eaten something toxic. But surely she wouldn’t be so foolish as to have eaten something like that?
			

			
				Faylana sighed, crouching before a flowerbed and stroking the petals of a blooming rose, still shining from the rain. What to do…
			

			
				“Enjoying the garden?”
			

			
				Faylana squeaked and spun about. The Baron smiled at her, approaching slowly. She was again struck by the sheer ease and confidence of the man. A man certain of his domain and his power within it. Despite herself, Faylana found herself warming to him. The poor soul with his suffering wife.
			

			
				“Oh yes,” Faylana said, smiling brightly. “The flowers are so beautiful. Your gardener must be very talented.”
			

			
				The Baron flashed a grin. “I’ll be sure to tell him,” he said.
			

			
				“Did your wife enjoy the garden?” Faylana asked.
			

			
				The Baron sighed, and Faylana felt a stab of guilt for reminding the man of that. “She did,” the Baron said, cupping the petals of a rose in his hand. “She used to adore walking among the beds and admiring the flowers. Such a pity…”
			

			
				“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have brought it up…”
			

			
				The Baron waved his hand. “Ah, it’s no matter. Though,” he sighed, moving closer to her, “it did always bring me peace to walk among the rows. Shall you walk with me?”
			

			
				Faylana smiled brightly. “Of course, my lord,” she said.
			

			
				The Baron chuckled. “My lord,” he said, looping an arm about her, his hand resting on the curve of her hip. “I like that…”
			

			
				Faylana blushed brightly, following him through the gardens. The Baron spoke easily and well, proving himself a knowledgeable man about what was growing in his gardens, showing a wealth of taste and knowledge that Faylana could quite appreciate. She smiled up at him, gasping as his hand slid up along her waist.
			

			
				“Oh!”
			

			
				“Is something the matter?” the Baron asked.
			

			
				“Ah, no. You’re hand is just… mnnn!”
			

			
				Faylana let out a soft moan as he palmed her breast, gently rubbing the nub of her stiffening nipple with his thumb.
			

			
				“Oh, I see,” the Baron said, though his hand continued to move against her pliant breast, gently massaging it in his palm. “My apologies. It’s just that… my wife has been so sick of late. I fear when I saw such a beauty was you walk in; I was simply overcome. It has been so long.”
			

			
				“Mnnn… I… I see,” Faylana moaned softly. It stood to reason. After all, as she knew, men so often needed some relief for their bodies. And the Baron surely hadn’t been able to with his wife. “Is it… is this helping?”
			

			
				“Amazingly,” the Baron murmured, leaned in, and kissed her.
			

			
				Faylana gasped, then moaned softly as his lips moved against hers, his tongue stroking her soft lips, pressing past and into her mouth. It was a deep kiss. A strong kiss. She whimpered, gasping as his arm held her tightly against him. Goodness! He must have been long without the affection of his wife if his passion was any indication. The elf felt a sudden swell of pity for the poor man and the trials that had denied him such pleasure. She surrendered to his kiss, wishing to soothe his hurt, at least for the moment.
			

			
				Until his hand stroked her chest, ran down her flat stomach, and cupped her mound.
			

			
				Faylana gasped, hips bucking as her achingly sensitive cunny reacted to his touch. She deftly slipped out of his arms, spinning about, panting.
			

			
				The Baron’s eyes flashed. “Why, what’s the matter?” he asked.
			

			
				“I-I’m sorry, Baron. Only… your wife is still… I don’t think it would be right to… to do that when she’s ill. Caldric will surely return with the medicine in ample time.”
			

			
				“The medicine? Oh, yes. Of course,” the Baron said, approaching her slowly.
			

			
				“And… and to pleasure you when she’s to recover so soon… it just… it doesn’t feel right, my lord. I know you humans take marriage very seriously.”
			

			
				The Baron paused. “Ah,” he said. “Of course. But…”
			

			
				“Oh my gosh!” the elf cried, looking at the darkening sky. “Is it really that late? I need to check in on her again,” Faylana said. “I’ve likely been away for too long as it is.”
			

			
				“Of course,” the Baron said tightly. “It would be a shame to keep you from your duties…”
			

			
				She smiled. “Thank you, Baron. I’m glad you understand.”
			

			
				“Indeed,” the Baron said, stroking his beard, giving her a shrewd look. “But, I would, of course, be delighted if you would join me for dinner tonight. You must keep up your strength as well.”
			

			
				Faylana beamed. “Of course! I’d love to. See you then!”
			

			
				She turned and started back towards the castle. Yet, strangely, she felt the Baron’s eyes burn into her back intently. She wondered why? He was somewhat strange, she had to admit, and her lower lip pushed out thoughtfully at the man’s varying behaviour. So stranger than the other humans she’d met so far…
			

			
				So caught up in her thoughts, she didn’t notice the rose bush she passed rustle. Nor the knobby fingers that parted the leaves, and yellow eyes that peered from the shadows and watched her go, then pan to the smirking baron where they narrowed to slits, fairly glowing with hate.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Bandits
			

			
				 
			

			
				The bandit rose from the fire and stumbled into the bushes. Finding a likely tree, he yanked down his pants to take a piss. He sighed as the steady stream spattered onto the trunk, his head lolling back with an expression of bliss.
			

			
				He kept the look even after the hilt of Caldric’s sword cracked him in the back of the skull, the outlaw going down in a heap.
			

			
				“Help me,” Caldric whispered, dragging the insensate man to a tree.
			

			
				“I’m on it. I’m on it,” Tavek muttered as he helped the human drag the bandit away and bind him up against a tree. Tavek straightened and planted his hands on his hips, looking at the unconscious man, whose pants were still around his ankles. “Now what?”
			

			
				Caldric yanked off the man’s bear pelt coat and draped it over himself. He wrinkled his nose at the stench of it, but nonetheless shrugged it on. “How’s it look?”
			

			
				“Like yer wearing a carpet.”
			

			
				“Perfect. Wait for my signal.”
			

			
				“And that’d be?”
			

			
				“You’ll know it,” Caldric said grimly as he shrugged his new coat higher and stepped back into the campsite.
			

			
				The men around the fire didn’t notice him. With the heavy bear coat, the dim light, and their general ease, it was little surprise. Caldric sat down on the log beside one of the other bandits, who looked at him dimly. Blinked slowly.
			

			
				“Heyyyyy,” the man said slowly. “You’re not-“
			

			
				Caldric grabbed him and hurled him into the bonfire.
			

			
				The bandit screamed, jolting upward as flames hungrily licked up his jacket. The other bandits around the fire bolted to their feet in surprise.
			

			
				“Put him out!” Caldric bellowed, shoving a stunned bandit towards the burning man.
			

			
				The bandit staggered, then hastened towards his flailing companion, only to draw back at the heat and swinging arms of fire. As the bandits jumped up, staring at the scene, Caldric began the process of sliding behind them, and one by one, cracking them on the back of the head.
			

			
				He managed to get at least six down by the time the other five managed to tackle their companion to the ground, some quick-witted man smothering the flames with a blanket. One looked back at Caldric, saw him just as he clubbed another outlaw to the ground, and shouted, “Hey! You’re not Rizzen!”
			

			
				The other bandits looked up, and Caldric rushed them. They bounded to their feet, struggling for their weapons, the first man failing to get his axe free before Caldric’s fist smashed into his jaw. The man went down, collapsing in a heap, but by then his companions had managed to arm themselves. One bellowed, attacking him, but Caldric sidestepped the strangely heavy strike. Before he could take down the man one of his companions charged him, and Caldric’s sword found more important work parrying a short sword.
			

			
				The clash of steel heralded the other bandits shambling towards him, even as the second man pressed the attack, when a bellowing war cry broke from the edge of camp and Tavek barreled into the light, his new axe swinging.
			

			
				The three attacking bandits turned sluggishly at this unexpected assault, the closest a hair too slow as the dwarf’s axe buried itself in his chest. Tavek wrenched his weapon from the dying man and hurled himself at the other two, who frantically but awkwardly got to work trying to defend against this stocky whirlwind of beard and steel.
			

			
				The man attacking Caldric was momentarily distracted by this sudden assault, and Caldric took advantage of the moment by sweeping the man’s legs out from under him. The bandit yelped in surprise, hitting the ground hard. Almost as hard as Caldric’s foot as he then kicked the fellow in the head.
			

			
				A flash of movement had him whirl, bringing up his blade to block the sudden swing from the first bandit, who had finally recovered. Caldric parried the man’s sword again, and as the fellow swung his axe up to attack Caldric lunged, skewering the bandit’s heart.
			

			
				The man blinked, looked down at the blade. “Ah…” he said, then slid off Caldric’s sword and to the ground, dead.
			

			
				Caldric lowered his blade, breathing hard. He glanced towards Tavek to see the dwarf finish his own opponents, grinning at Caldric with his bloodied axe.
			

			
				“Good plan, Caldric!” the dwarf laughed.
			

			
				“Just glad it worked,” Caldric said. He glanced from the dead men to those insensate and nodded to them. “Did you notice something… odd about them?”
			

			
				“Eh? Odd how?”
			

			
				“I dunno,” Caldric said, frowning. “Like they weren’t quite all there or something. They just seemed really… out of it.”
			

			
				“Bah,” Tavek snorted. “Probably drunk or some such. Not exactly well disciplined, bandits are.”
			

			
				Caldric shrugged. “I suppose…” He shook his head. “Come on. Let’s tie these up. I think I saw some chain over there…”
			

			
				In short order they had bound up the bandits to one of the large trees which ringed the clearing. Those still alive, at least. Caldric glanced at the dead men and grimaced. But there was no helping it. He resolutely turned his attention to the waiting cabin and took a deep breath, sharing a glance with Tavek. Both readying their weapons, Caldric grasped the handle and turned it.
			

			
				Together they burst into the cabin, weapons drawn. It was a large single room, sporting a truly massive bed. In a far corner a potbellied stove squatted, and in another was a large chest with a heavy lock. A dresser took up almost an entire wall, the fine woodwork making it look like it had been looted from a nobleman’s home, and scattered about the floor were a number of packs and goods no doubt stolen from travelling peddlers over the years.
			

			
				Yet, neither of them truly looked at all this, but rather the woman bound spread-eagle to the bed.
			

			
				She wore a cloak with the familiar clasp of Baron Ogden’s mark. The hood was back, leaving her hair tumbling about her head. She wore only the cloak, the rest of her clothes long gone, leaving her naked curves on display, her hips softly twitching, her eyes dim and misty with pleasure.
			

			
				“What the…” Caldric breathed.
			

			
				“Oooh,” Tavek said, bushy brows wiggling in delight at the feast for the eyes before him.
			

			
				“None of that,” Caldric said sharply. “Here. Help me untie her.”
			

			
				“Eh?”
			

			
				“She’s Altaia! The Baron’s agent, moron!”
			

			
				“Oh! Right. Gotcha. Let’s see…”
			

			
				The pair hurried to the bed, Caldric kneeling over the naked woman as he untied the knots on her wrists. “Are you alright?”
			

			
				“Veeeeery,” Altaia sighed, fluttering her lashes with a dreamy smile. She looked between the two adventurers. “Quynn has been so very kind…”
			

			
				“Quynn?” Caldric said. “Who’s that?”
			

			
				“Me.”
			

			
				Caldric jerked around at the throaty purr. A woman stood inside the doorway, her face half hidden from the nose up behind a leather mask. Caldric could easily tell she was a woman even with the mask, for her leather armour seemed almost designed to flaunt her shapely curves. Breasts as large as Faylana’s and hips that complimented a perfect hourglass, her thin waist bare and tanned. She wore a cloak, the hood thrown back to allow the flaming red locks of her hair to cascade about her mask brazenly. Her eyes seemed to glow faintly in the eyeholes of the mask as she took them in, and he could hear the smirk in her voice.
			

			
				“Well well! So you’re the ones who’ve given my men such a thorough thumping.”
			

			
				“Quynn!” Altaia moaned, practically drooling at the sight of the masked figure.
			

			
				“Gods of stone!” Tavek breathed, ogling the curves of the woman, the many belts and clips of her armour seemingly designed to tease.
			

			
				Caldric swallowed thickly. A scent had invaded the cabin with the woman’s arrival. Something sweet and musky. Tantalizing and oddly familiar, and yet impossible to define. Almost… instinctual.
			

			
				“You’re… you’re the leader of the bandits?” Caldric growled, lifting his sword.
			

			
				“That I am. They do just whatever I say. They almost can’t help themselves.” She giggled as if to some private joke, a sound that made Caldric flush for a reason he couldn’t answer, and his pants seem tighter for a reason he strove to ignore.
			

			
				“Give us Baron Ogden’s medicine, or else,” Caldric said.
			

			
				Quynn tapped a finger to her mask, her eyes drifting skyward. “Mmm. No. I don’t think so. Not unless you’ve come with my money.”
			

			
				“Then we’ll take it,” Caldric growled.
			

			
				“Aye!” Tavek said, grinning as his eyes traced the bandit’s figure. “And strip ye to make sure you’re not hiding it on yourself.”
			

			
				“Ooooh, sounds tempting. Well! Come on boys,” she said, her hands flicking to her belt, drawing a pair of long, curving daggers. “Shall we dance?”
			

			
				Caldric glanced to Tavek, who nodded. As one, the two charged the shapely bandit.
			

			
				She laughed, twisting between them like water, her knives flashing. Tavek yelped, his belt parting under her blade, pants falling around his ankles and staggering him. Caldric tried to twist about to follow Quynn, even as he felt the laces of his leather jerkin split under the caress of her dagger, falling open and revealing his bare chest.
			

			
				Quynn spun about, lithe as a dancer, and he could almost feel her smirk at the sight of him. “Not bad,” she giggled.
			

			
				Caldric growled and lunged for her. Her dagger lithely impacted his sword, turning his slash so it did no more than rustle her crimson hair as she slid into his guard and pressed a teasing kiss to his lips.
			

			
				Fireworks exploded behind his eyes. For a moment he was paralyzed, stunned by the power of that kiss and the press of her curvy body against him. He jolted and tried to grab her, but he hadn’t fully recovered, and she easily slipped away.
			

			
				Laughing, Quynn spun about, her rump hitting Tavek in the face as the dwarf tried to keep his pants up. The short warrior was bowled over, hitting the ground heavily where he lay, eyes spinning.
			

			
				Caldric panted, bringing his sword about once more, on guard. His head felt stuffed with wool and his body warm. The cool air tingled against his bare chest, his nipples peaking and skin sensitive. His lips still buzzed with that kiss and his nostrils flared with the scent of her. Now he recognized her perfume. It was the scent of sex and sweet musk of distilled lust.
			

			
				She laughed again at the sight of him, teasing one of her daggers along her leather breastplate, resting the tip over the spot where her nipples could just be seen budding against the fabric. “Mnnn. Not bad! I’m almost disappointed a man like you hasn’t tried to defeat me before.”
			

			
				“Shut up!” Caldric growled and slashed at her.
			

			
				Again she laughed, her dagger flicking, deflecting the blade just enough for it miss her, her other knife swinging low. Caldric gasped, feeling the front of his pants part, his chubbing cock falling free.
			

			
				“Oh! Is that for me?” Quynn tittered. “Mmm. A real treasure to be sure.”
			

			
				“N-no! It’s not! I…”
			

			
				“Come on, big boy. Don’t lie with your mouth when your cock is being ever so honest.”
			

			
				Caldric was beet red with embarrassment and molten lust. But he wouldn’t be bested. He couldn’t be! He had a mission. A task. He had to return to the Baron. Had to beat this bitch.
			

			
				With a roar he hurled himself bodily at her. Quynn again moved her daggers in a cross block, Caldric’s sword crashing down on the interlocked blades. He felt the impact shudder through her, and suddenly let go of his sword. He saw her red eyes widen, right before he tackled her.
			

			
				His sword clattered away as he and Quynn hit the floor heavily, him on top. The bandit gasped, trying to wriggle out from under him, but he grabbed her wrists and forced her arms over her head. His speed and skill couldn’t equal his raw strength, and after a moment she stilled beneath him, helpless.
			

			
				And oh, he was aware of it.
			

			
				She looked up at him, panting, her soft lips parted. Her red eyes molten. Her arms quivering in his hold. Her heavy, soft breasts heaved in her leather top, her mound trapped beneath him, his hard cock resting atop her.
			

			
				“Oh my,” she breathed, her red eyes growing lidded. “It… mnn… seems you’ve bested me, hero. I surrender.”
			

			
				“G-good,” Caldric said, unable to tear his eyes from her. He tried to look away from those eyes, but only found himself staring at her heaving soft breasts. Her tanned, toned stomach.
			

			
				“You can do anything to me,” she purred, her voice lilting and smooth with temptation. “Anything at all…”
			

			
				Caldric’s breath grew hot and short. Her hips moved beneath him, rubbing her mound against his shaft.
			

			
				“Here. I’ve dropped my weapons,” she giggled, releasing her blades. “Mm. But, you’d better make sure I don’t have any others hidden. Best to strip me. Who knows where I might be hiding something…”
			

			
				“Y-yes. Have to… have to make s-sure…”
			

			
				“Of course you do. Here. Take off my belt. You can tie my hands up with it…”
			

			
				Caldric knew he should be wary. That something was wrong here. But for the life of him he couldn’t quite grasp it. And he couldn’t just crouch atop her forever. He had to… had to secure her. Yes. Her belt. Take it off…
			

			
				It was almost embarrassing how easy it was to remove her belt and quickly tighten it around her wrists. He winced as his cock throbbed at her hot gasp as the leather was pulled tight, her moan of delight echoing through him.
			

			
				“Search me,” she moaned.
			

			
				His hands shook as if with a fever as he released her wrists, his hands moving down her arms, to her chest. He patted down her bust, flushing hotly as she moaned. “Ooooh, noooo. Not like that. I have a knife hidden in there.”
			

			
				“I… I don’t feel one…”
			

			
				“It’s very well hidden,” she said, smirking. “You’d better take it all off to be sure. Can’t leave me armed.”
			

			
				She was right. He couldn’t. He had to… had to take it off. The straps snapped open at his touch, the leather top bursting open against the heft of her tanned tits. Caldric started at those heavy orbs, his hands shaking, and he couldn’t stop himself from reaching forward, and engulfing those plump orbs in his hands.
			

			
				“Ooooh yesssss!” Quynn moaned as her sensitive teats were grasped in his calloused hands. “Mnn. They’re so big, aren’t they? So big and… ah… sooooft.”
			

			
				Caldric licked his lips, unable to tear his eyes away from her massive breasts. How firm yet pliant they were. How her nipples hardened to his touch, digging into his palms. His body seemed not his own. Not under control of his logic, but under some instinctive compulsion to massage her bouncing teats. To lower his head, cup a plump breast, and his lips to kiss a sensitive nipple.
			

			
				“Ah! Oh fuck yes!” she gasped. “That’s it. Kiss it. Lick my plump nipple. Make me… mmm… squirm…”
			

			
				He was panting. His hot breath washed over her breast as he took her nipple between his lips and gave it a hungry suck. She keened, moaning, her hips lifting off the floor, rubbing his cock against her leather-clad mound.
			

			
				“Don’t… mnnn… don’t stop s-searching me. Gotta make sure I’m not armed.”
			

			
				Her words seeped into his brain like water through the cracks of his sanity. His hands abandoned her quivering breasts even as he continued to suck and kiss her plump nipples. His hands fumbled blindly against her pants, the straps giving way with teasing clicks, and before he knew it, her pants were off, her steaming cunny pressing against the underside of his cock as he rubbed his shaft against those plush pussy lips.
			

			
				This was wrong. This was so wrong. The thought kept pounding through his head, and yet he knew he couldn’t stop. His body was in control. And his body needed her. Needed to fuck this seductress beneath him. This plush lovely so eager to taste the thickness of his cock. Her hips rocking rubbing against him. Her wrists bound above her. Her breasts twitching with her hitching, panting breaths as he drove her wild with lust.
			

			
				And her scent.
			

			
				That horrible, impossible, enthralling perfume that wrapped around him like pink serpent coils, squeezing his thoughts to nothing as she ground her pussy against him.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” she panted. “Fuck me, stud.”
			

			
				Faylana’s face flashed through his mind, but as her hips rose again to meet him, he knew it was far too late to stop.
			

			
				He thrust.
			

			
				She gasped.
			

			
				And that small part of him that was resisting faded away.
			

			
				As her molten depths sucked at his cock his eyes nearly rolled back with pleasure. He moaned and started thrusting harder. More eagerly. More desperately. He was panting. Moaning. Gasping. She was keening beneath him, riding his cock.
			

			
				“Yes! Yes! Fuck! Fuck me. Fuck me like a slut! Like your bitch! Oh fuck! Fuck yes! More! Mooooore! Give me your cock! Give it to me!”
			

			
				“Fuck,” Caldric panted. “Fuck you. Gonna… gonna fuck you. Fuck you hard!”
			

			
				“Yes! Harder! Fuck me like your slut! Oh gods yessssss!”
			

			
				He felt her arms around him, but didn’t question how she got loose of the belt he’d bound her with. She pulled him down atop her, kissing him, the press of her lips again making his head spin. He fucked her into the floor, panting into her kiss, moaning as she bit her lips, her red eyes rolling as she took his cock like a champion whore.
			

			
				“Yessssss! Cummiiiiiiing!” she wailed, shuddering with the ecstasy of orgasm. And when those hot depths clenched around his cock, Caldric couldn’t hold back. With a roar more animal than man he shoved every inch of his cock as deep in her as he could, and came.
			

			
				His whole body tensed with the ecstasy of his orgasm, pumping his hot cum into her eager pussy. Quynn moaned, legs locked around his waist, twitching with ever aftershock, pulling him into her again and again.
			

			
				He was panting. And yet, he was still hard. So hard. Quynn giggled and pulled back, sliding out form under him like a snake. But not far. She merely rolled over onto her hands and knees, tanned bottom lifted in the air, her eyes teasing and level with his.
			

			
				“Come now. We can’t let you have all the fun,” she teased.
			

			
				Caldric glanced up and saw Tavek standing as well. The dwarf had recovered, or so it seemed. His eyes were as hot and lost as Caldric’s own, the dwarf’s pants open, his cock in his hands and stroking himself.
			

			
				“Come on,” Quynn tittered, pushing her rump out towards the dwarf. “Get yourself some sloppy seconds.”
			

			
				“Aye,” the dwarf breathed, unable to tear his eyes from the bandit’s heart shaped bottom, nor the flush lips of her pussy, still dribbling Caldric’s cum. The stocky dwarf swayed up towards her and grasped her generous hips, aligned his shaft and thrust home.
			

			
				Quynn’s body rocked forward at the impact, her lashes fluttering with a moan. Caldric swallowed at the wide O of her mouth. He licked his lips, remembering the taste of her kiss. The softness.
			

			
				He was moving forward, stroking his cock back to full length. She smirked at him as he drew near, opened up, and took his cock in her warm mouth.
			

			
				“Fuck!” Caldric gasped as she swallowed his shaft, bobbing on his hardness, tasting his cum and hers on him.
			

			
				“Mmmmm!”
			

			
				“Fucking slut!” Tavek panted, rutting at her plump bottom like a man possessed. His cock schlurping in and out of her, stirring Caldric’s cum and her juices to a lather. “Fuck! Take my cock, whore. Take it all!”
			

			
				“Mmmmm!” she moaned, trapped between them, spitroasted, her eyes aflame with lust and delight. Her tongue twining around his cock as deftly as a snake.
			

			
				It was all so wrong. But Caldric couldn’t stop fucking her. Claiming her mouth with all the vigour he had her pussy. She was so tight. So wonderful. So hungry for his cum!
			

			
				“Yesssss!” Tavek groaned. “Take my seed you fucking whooooore!”
			

			
				“Mmmmm!” Quynn moaned, shuddering as her own orgasm swept through her.
			

			
				“Fuck!” Caldric cried out as her lips took another long drag on his cock, and without warning he came, pumping his cum into her mouth in sudden great bursts of his seed.
			

			
				Quynn pulled off his shaft, tongue slithering around her lips, her long lashes fluttering with desire. “Mmm. Wonderful, boys. But we’re not done yet. Now,” she said, glancing between them, hefting her plump tits. “Who wants to give these a good dicking?”
			

			
				Tavek practically fell over himself to shove his cock between those tanned orbs. Caldric hung back, but couldn’t stop himself from stroking his cock anew as he watched his companion fuck their enemy’s plump teats.
			

			
				And at the back of his mind, he wondered if Faylana would ever forgive him.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Dinner and Desserts
			

			
				 
			

			
				Even Faylana could tell the dress she had been given was revealing. But the Baron had sent it to her by way of a gloomy servant. He’d had it delivered to her in the baroness’s room, and Faylana noticed that except when they’d first arrived, the Baron hadn’t entered the sick room since. He’d sent servants to fetch her, but she’d sent them all away, begging his indulgence. She was close to something. She could feel it. The baroness’s breathing had grown easier as she worked, though the fever still engulfed her.
			

			
				It was in such high spirits that Faylana realized the hour and recalled her promise to the Baron. She could surely take a break now, and it would be a fine opportunity to give the man an update on his wife’s condition. Poor soul must have been simply distraught!
			

			
				As she opened the doors to the dining room the baron rose from the head of the long table, his eyes devouring her curves. The gown she wore was almost as diaphanous as the starlit sky, further emphasized by the glitter of jewels inlaid in the cloth. A thin strip of cloth wrapped around her breasts beneath the fabric, barely enough to cover her nipples, and another rode her hips to mask her quim.
			

			
				“My dear, you look ravishing,” the Baron crooned.
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “Thank you!”
			

			
				He gestured to a seat beside him, and Faylana noticed that, despite the fact that the table was almost as long as the room, the only other place set was the one directly beside him. Of course, if he wanted to talk to her, it would have to be. Smiling contentedly, Faylana took a seat, a servant pushing the chair in behind her moments before food was laid and wine poured into a tall, fluted glass.
			

			
				“Filleted masion fish, all the way from the sea,” the Baron said, swirling his drink grandly.
			

			
				“Looks yummy!” Faylana chirped.
			

			
				“That it does,” the Baron said, his eyes lingering on the way Faylana’s full breasts rose and fell against her gown.
			

			
				Faylana nodded and started to dig in. “Mmm!” she moaned as the sweet meat hit her tongue, lemon juice accenting the natural flavour of the fish. “This is good!”
			

			
				“So glad you think so,” the Baron said. “As Baron, I have great freedom to bring only the finest food to my home. And the baroness, of course, enjoyed such delicacies as well.”
			

			
				“Mm! About that,” Faylana said brightly. “I think I may have figured it out!”
			

			
				The Baron paused in cutting up his fish. “Figured what out?”
			

			
				“What your wife was sick from,” she said brightly. “It’s not a disease at all. It’s a toxin.”
			

			
				“A… toxin?”
			

			
				“Oh yes!” Faylana said. “The poor thing must have eaten the petals of a Shade flower. Nasty things. In small doses, it’s undetectable. But while I was in the garden, I noticed the roots where some used to grow! She must have accidentally eaten that.”
			

			
				The Baron stared at her in silence. Then, he smiled. “Yes,” he said. “Of course. What an… unfortunate coincidence. And I do hope your friends return soon with the cure. It would truly be a tragedy if my wife succumbed to her sickness.”
			

			
				“Don’t worry, Baron. I’m sure they can!” Faylana said brightly. “But my lord,” she added, leaning forward. “I think… you’ve been betrayed.”
			

			
				“Oh?” the Baron said, his eyebrows lifting slightly, his eyes not quite able to resist looking down into the valley of the elf’s breasts.
			

			
				“Yes! You see, a cure to Shade is actually quite simple to create! I fear the doctor you’d hired may have been attempting to squeeze you for more money. Can you imagine such a thing! Who would do something so… so cruel!”
			

			
				The Baron blinked slowly at her. Then, he smiled. “My,” he said. “I never would have dreamed it could be so!” He reached beneath the table, resting his hand on her pale thigh. “My dear, you’ve truly proven yourself not only clever, but beautiful as well.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “Why thank you, my lord.”
			

			
				“And Faylana,” the Baron continued, his hand stroking her leg. “I must confess that I’ve never met someone quite so… intelligent and beautiful as you.”
			

			
				“People are always telling me I’m pretty and smart,” Faylana said brightly.
			

			
				“Of course they are. Faylana, I don’t mean to sound too bold, but… should my wife fail to recover, I think I would truly love to have you stay here. With me.”
			

			
				Faylana cocked her head. “Hm? But oh!” she gasped, feeling the Baron’s hand glide along her inner thigh, shivers racing up her spine as his fingers moved against the tight cloth that covered her cunny. “I um… oh gosh. But um… I was… I mean, I’m travelling with… nnn… with Tavek and… and Caldric…”
			

			
				“Yes, of course,” the Baron said gently, his finger stroking the gusset of her mound. Faylana moaned softly, swallowing hard as the shining outer fabric seemed to part under his touch, his finger slide under the dark band around her mound, and his finger stroke her pussy. “But, should something untowards befall your friends, and they fail to return, I would be more than happy… to share my home with you…”
			

			
				Faylana gasped, gripping the table, her heart pounding as she nibbled at her lower lip. Her hips twitched, parting instinctively, letting his finger tease her cunny further. “O-ooooh. B-but they… um… oh gosh…”
			

			
				“You are such a lovely young woman,” the Baron said, and he was suddenly much closer than she had first realized. His dark eyes intent. His smile hungry. “Such beauty can only be appreciated by a man of… classs…”
			

			
				“I-it can?” she panted.
			

			
				“Oh yes. Most assuredly.”
			

			
				He leaned forward suddenly, kissing her. Faylana gasped, then moaned as a second finger joined his first, slowly pumping into her hot pussy. Her hips rose of their own accord, fucking her against those penetrating fingers. Her moan rose, her plush breasts heaving. A whimper escaped her as his free hand engulfed her plump teat, squeezing and massaging that full orb with a hunger she’d never realized.
			

			
				“B-Baron… oh goddess… I… Ah… Mnnn!”
			

			
				“So wet, my dear,” the Baron chuckled, nibbling on her ear. “And such a beauty. You’d make such a marvelous wife.”
			

			
				“But um… I um… I… Mnnnn!”
			

			
				The Baron kissed her cheek. Her throat. She was panting so hard. Her thoughts didn’t seem to want to line up. But his offer was so… she didn’t think she wanted to be his wife. His wife was still alive.
			

			
				“B-but Baron. Your wife…”
			

			
				“Her sickness is so cruel,” he said hotly against her throat. “Such a cruel thing. She might never recover. And then where would I be? You’d surely not leave me so distraught…”
			

			
				“Um… um…”
			

			
				“Good girl,” he growled.
			

			
				“MNnnnn!” Faylana moaned, quivering with the intensity of a sudden orgasm. Moaning softly under his touch. His fingers. She moaned throatily, her long lashes fluttering as she came in a helpless peak.
			

			
				The Baron pulled his fingers from her dripping slit. He smirked at her, and gently licked each clean. “Mmm,” he purred. “A fine dessert indeed. But, my sweet, I fear your pleasure has placed me in a state of inescapable agony.”
			

			
				“W-what’s this, Baron? I have done nothing to harm you.” 
			

			
				“Oh, but you have,” said the Baron, sitting back in his chair. “Such pleasures are unrequited. I sit in a state of pure agony, my body swollen and throbbing.”
			

			
				Faylana watched with wide, innocent eyes as the Baron worked the laces of his trousers and opened the material in his lap to reveal a bulging loincloth. Faylana’s breath caught in her throat, unable to speak as the handsome older man slowly pulled back this last layer of fabric to reveal the obscene red length of his erection. It was well made, bulging as if with muscles and climbed by thick veins that reached from the gray-fringed root up almost to the purpling plum of his cockhead. 
			

			
				“Oh, my,” gasped Faylana, covering her mouth with her fingers. “It has grown so large.”
			

			
				“Yes, my dear,” whispered the Baron. “There is such pain. I require your touch. Your kiss. Heal me please, or I shall writhe in my bed on this night.”
			

			
				Faylana thought of the Baron’s wife, slowly fading in her bed only a few rooms away. And Caldric, Faylana’s brave Caldric, traveling dark and dangerous woods to bring the cure for the Baron’s wife. Yet, her charms had clearly placed the Baron in a state that only she could cure. 
			

			
				She looked from the Baron’s straining cock up to his handsome face. Her brow furrowed with worry. 
			

			
				“Oh, my dear,” he said, caressing her cheek and curling her fingers to the back of her head. “Do not worry. I will show you how to save me. Here…”
			

			
				He gently pulled her sideways in her chair, guiding her head to his lap until his cock rubbed against her face and smeared his oily pre upon her cheek. She breathed his thick masculine scent, which scent desire trembling through her loins. Faylana knew what the Baron wished of her. His cock, it was even larger than Caldric’s. 
			

			
				Oh, poor Caldric, she thought. I do this only to spare this poor man from his pain.
			

			
				“Yessssss,” moaned the Baron as at last he felt the warm caress of Faylana’s tongue upon the sensitive head of his cock. It was only a moment before he felt her soft lips pressing, parting, and then engulfing him. He laughed with pleasure as her warm mouth enveloped him. The elf had to be led, but once she had arrived at her destination, she knew what needed done. “Gods, but you have a way with your mouth. So gentle and yet, ohhh, with rhythmic intent.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” replied Faylana, her lips popping wetly as the Baron’s cock throbbed against her tongue. She slid her warm mouth up and down his cock, her head rising and falling in his lap as she pleasured him. Her quim ached for her touch and she squirmed in her seat. The Baron chuckled, lifting up the back of her skirt to bare her peachy bottom. He reached behind her, his fingers once more stroking her swollen quim and deftly massaging the prize of her clit.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, I’ve eaten charnuss leaves tonight,” groaned the Baron, his left hand guiding Faylana’s bobbing head as his right pleasured her trembling pussy. “Once you have a good taste, my sword shall remain drawn and ready. I shall at last give you what you so richly deserve, my sweet elf.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm?” She started to lift her head to ask his intention. He pushed her head back down, not cruelly, but forcefully.
			

			
				“Now, now, finish what you have begun…”
			

			
				The taste of the nectar that flowed into Faylana’s mouth was becoming stronger. The Baron’s cock was twitching more. She knew enough of human men to know it would not be long before he exploded. She felt a twinge in her tummy. An urge that rose unbidden, to not only pleasure the Baron but to taste of him. To drink down the hot brew of his loins. She moaned wantonly around his cock, abandoning all pretense of reluctance. Her slurping grew obscenely louder. She reached a hand into his lap to cup and massage the Baron’s tightening bollocks.
			

			
				“Heaven,” moaned the Baron, his fingers tightening in Faylana’s silky hair. She cried out around his cock as he stuffed two fingers into the hot folds of her cunt as if unable to resist. He plundered her distractedly as his pleasure rose in her sweet mouth.
			

			
				“Mmmmm,” she cried, brow furrowing as his cock bucked between her lips.
			

			
				“That’s it, my sweet,” moaned the Baron, his entire body growing rigid. “Ohhhhh! My lovely elf! Suck the seed from me! Yes! AAahhhhhh!”
			

			
				Faylana’s cheeks hollowed with suction and her tongue flicked at his oily cockhead. His cock twitched with surprising force, beating against the soft cradle of her lips. With a final roar, the Baron at last unloaded his pent desires into Faylana’s mouth. The thick, gushing broth pumped to the back of her throat and she swallowed without hesitation. She sucked and licked him and drank that salty seed that men were always so eager to give her.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh,” moaned the Baron, at last relaxing and sinking back into his chair. He slid his fingers from the folds of her cunt, though he had not managed to pleasure her fully again. A contented smile spread upon his face as he at last permitted her to slide her mouth from his cock and lift her head from his lap. 
			

			
				“Oh, Baron,” she said, wiping cum from her chin and licking it from her fingers. “That was…we should not have done such a thing.”
			

			
				“Quiet,” he said, gulping greedily from his goblet of wine. “I shall lift your lovely dress up now and do what must be done. Look! My cock still rises with only the slightest help from the charnuss leaves.”
			

			
				Faylana was beyond the point of concern for Caldric. She had already pleasured the Baron with her mouth. It was a small matter of details to give him what he wanted. Faylana looked up at him, hot, panting, needy. She could not fight him.
			

			
				His eyes flashed. He reached for her again.
			

			
				The doors burst open. “My Baron!”
			

			
				The Baron whirled with an almost animal snarl at the servant at the doors. “I said we were not to be disturbed!”
			

			
				“But my lord! The stables! They’re aflame!”
			

			
				“What!”
			

			
				Faylana and the Baron glanced towards one of the grand windows of the hall. Now that she was looking, she saw the glow of fire against the curtain of night. The distant sounds of alarm could now be heard in the shouts of men, the scream of horses and the crackle of flames.
			

			
				The Baron’s face twitched. “How did this happen?”
			

			
				“Sire, I don’t know!”
			

			
				“Damn!” the Baron spat. He glanced at Faylana, torn for a moment, then left in a swirl of his cloak and towards the door.
			

			
				Faylana remained where she was, breathing hard. She touched a hand to her buxom chest, where her heart thumped hard and fast. She shook her head and picked back up her wineglass, taking a sip to calm her nerves and wash away the lingering taste of the Baron’s seed. Even still, she could feel him in her belly, the weight of his seed like the guilt she felt.
			

			
				Not guilt at betraying Caldric, though she suspected he might be angry if he knew, but guilt at placing the poor Baron into such an aroused state. She resolved to be much more careful in his company in the future, lest they both lose control. She comforted herself with the surprise she had prepared for the Baron. Oh goodness, but the Baron was going to be so surprised when he discovered what she’d been working on. She giggled in delight, put down her glass and rose, hurrying for the door. Oh, she just couldn’t wait. She had to get back at it!
			

			
				He would be ever so pleased!
			

			
				 
			

			
				Truths
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric lay on the bed of the bandit’s cabin, his head spinning. Through the window, the first rays of dawn were showing themselves.
			

			
				“Oh, don’t beat yourself up about it,” Quynn giggled from where she sat on the chest. “I’m told I can be quite convincing.”
			

			
				Caldric lifted his head off the blanket and looked towards the bandit. She sat at ease, her legs parted, the previously bound messenger now freed and between Quynn’s thighs and eagerly eating the bandit out. Quynn purred, her hips moving lazily as she rode Altia’s tongue, her eyes lidded with lazy pleasure. The mask was gone, lost at some point in the maddened orgy of the evening.
			

			
				“Yeah. I noticed,” Caldric grunted. Despite everything, she hadn’t tried to stab him so far, which left him in an uncertain position. Even Tavek, currently still sleeping soundly on the bed after the mad rutting, hadn’t been killed. He glanced towards where his sword lay on the floor. 
			

			
				She followed his eyes and laughed. “Oh, don’t worry. I have no intention of killing you. Or even capturing you.”
			

			
				“You don’t?” Caldric said.
			

			
				She laughed, then gasped as the messenger’s questing tongue found a particularly sensitive spot. “Mmm. Well, at first I was considering eating you. But I changed my mind. The whole bandit thing was fun, but hardly worth it in the long run. I was just looking to make some quick cash. No. I want to join you.”
			

			
				Caldric gaped. “Join us? But…”
			

			
				“Mmm. A life as an adventurer? Seems quite fun. And I would think you could use a girl like me.”
			

			
				“A bandit?”
			

			
				She tittered. “Better.”
			

			
				Caldric frowned, then jolted as her hair suddenly turned from red to silver, her tanned skin brightening to a ruddy red hue. Her pupils slitted like a cat’s and she grinned, showing fangs.
			

			
				“A half succubus would be useful. Wouldn’t you say?” she said, tongue flicking out teasingly.
			

			
				Caldric scrambled to his feet with a shout. Tavek groaned, awakened by the sound, rolling upright only to stop, staring in stunned lust at the crimson skinned seductress.
			

			
				“Y-you…” Caldric gaped. “That’s how you made us…”
			

			
				“Mmm. My ancestry has given me some advantages. But even without pheromones, you were only too eager to sheathe your cock in me. They just… gave you a little push,” she said, pulling Altia’s face from her pussy. “Isn’t that right?”
			

			
				“Yes,” the woman panted.
			

			
				She laughed, pushing her off and rising lazily. “But don’t worry. It takes some doing to thoroughly enthrall a man like I did those bandits. Why, it took nearly a week to truly fuck their pathetic brains out.”
			

			
				“I’m supposed to trust your word?” Caldric demanded.
			

			
				She flashed him a smile. “Like you trusted the Baron’s?”
			

			
				Caldric frowned. “What do you mean…”
			

			
				She laughed, tossing back some of her silver locks. She strode towards the bed like sex on two legs, stroking Altia’s chin, the enthralled woman whimpering, staring adoringly at the seductress. “Tell them, pet. About the good Baron’s pretty potion.”
			

			
				“Ooooh,” the messenger moaned, toes curling at the half-demon’s touch. “B-bring medicine to town. But… ah… but bandits knew was… was coming. Baron told them. I… mnnn… I captured. Heard them say… say Baron paid. Potion useless. Adventurers come and… and die.”
			

			
				Caldric stared, stunned. “But… But why?”
			

			
				Quynn shook her head. “Really? You’re meant to die so it looks like the Baron tried to save his darling wife. He arranged a cure to her malady to be stolen by bandits. He sends some adventurers to recover it, but, alas! They die during their mission. And then, ah! Despite his best efforts, his darling wife dies anyway. Oh how tragic!”
			

			
				“N-no,” Caldric said, but even as he did, he felt his stomach fall to the bottom of his feet. They’d been used. Sent to die. Some amateur adventurers sacrificed to deflect suspicion…
			

			
				Quynn smiled. “Don’t feel too bad. To be fair, you almost succeeded despite his best efforts. And mine.”
			

			
				“But… if he… Oh gods!” Caldric gasped, bolting to his feet. “Faylana!”
			

			
				“Tits ‘n ass!” Tavek barked, jolting to his feet.
			

			
				“She’s still with the Baron. At the castle!”
			

			
				“Mmm. Pretty name,” Quynn said, repeating it as if tasting every syllable. “Faylana…”
			

			
				“We have to go back. We have to save her!” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Grand!” the former bandit queen cried. “And I’ll come with. Or will you turn down another sword?”
			

			
				“W-wait. Hold on ‘ere. You’re coming with us?” Tavek said, trying to catch up with the situation.
			

			
				“Joining your party,” Quynn said, leaning over and touching the dwarf’s nose with a sultry smile. “You don’t mind… do you?”
			

			
				Tavek shuddered, his cock stirring with memory at the orgiastic excesses from last night. “No! Not at all! Be happy to have you aboard!”
			

			
				“Two against one,” she said, looking back to Caldric. “And you’ll need me. I fear the Baron’s dear witness to his crimes just can’t be parted from me.”
			

			
				“No, mistress!” the messenger moaned, clinging to the half-demon’s crimson thigh, face still smeared with Quynn’s juices, eyes glowing with slavish adoration. “Never!”
			

			
				Caldric looked from the seductress to Tavek to the messenger. He tightened his fists and threw his head back. “Ahhhh! Fine! You can come. Damn you, Quynn!”
			

			
				“Lovely,” the seductress tittered. “But please,” she added, her hair tinting back to red, her skin to the tanned lightness of her human guise. “Call me Qynessa Passeena. Master thief!”
			

			
				“Fine! Whatever!” Caldric barked. “Help me find my pants. We have to hurry!”
			

			
				“Certainly. Pet? Tavek? Would you both be dears and help me dress?”
			

			
				“Yes ma’am!” the dwarf and woman said at once.
			

			
				Caldric groaned, knowing he would regret this. But matters were moving too far, too fast. They had to return to the Baron’s castle. And soon!
			

			
				Before it was too late.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Confrontation
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana fairly skipped down the steps of the castle and towards the garden. Her heart felt light and so did she. As buoyant as a balloon! Servants paused to watch the ravishing elf, her breasts bouncing with her skipping step, and every man and more than a few women craned their heads to watch her pass.
			

			
				She found her way to the gardens, where a servant had informed her the Baron was. She beamed when she saw him among the hedges. She eagerly waved. “Baron! There you are!”
			

			
				Baron Ogden looked up. Faylana slowed her approach uncertainly. There was something different about the Baron. He looked tired and irritated. His eyes were dark from lack of sleep and red rimmed from smoke. A darkness hung around him, one that Faylana couldn’t help but see, and it made her pause.
			

			
				“Faylana,” the Baron said. “What do you need?”
			

			
				The elf brightened. That was right! She was sure she’d put him at ease. “Baron! You’ll never guess what! I figured out a cure for the baroness.”
			

			
				The Baron’s eye twitched. “What?”
			

			
				“Yes!” she giggled in delight. “Isn’t it wonderful? Once I knew the poison, it was simple to create a cure to flush it from her systems. Why, with it, I bet she’ll be able to walk about any day!”
			

			
				The Baron brought a shaking hand to his brow, massaging it slowly. “Faylana, I’m sure you think you’ve cured her. But such a medicine would be difficult to create under the best of…”
			

			
				“Here it is!”
			

			
				The Baron blinked as she thrust a phial under his nose. He took it numbly. “This…”
			

			
				“Is your wife’s cure! I’m certain it will work.”
			

			
				The Baron’s eye again twitched. “Oops!” he said coldly, dropping the phial. The glass shattered on the stone path, the purple liquid staining the rock. “Oh dear. How clumsy of me.”
			

			
				“Don’t worry!” Faylana said happily. “I’m so clumsy too. That’s why I made extra batches! I’ve already administered one to the baroness.”
			

			
				A vein pulsed on the Baron’s forehead. “You…”
			

			
				“Yep!” Faylana beamed.
			

			
				“You bitch.”
			

			
				Faylana’s smile faltered. “Hm?”
			

			
				Baron Ogden’s red rimmed eyes stared at her with a fury. “You think you can play me? You think your act fools me? No! You wretched whore, I’ll not be made an idiot! Not by you!”
			

			
				“Baron?” Faylana said, taking a step back. “Baron, you’re frightening me.”
			

			
				“Oh am I?” he snarled. He lunged, grabbed her arm, his grip tight as a vice, making her gasp. “You’ll not laugh at me anymore, slut! No one is this stupid. No one this ignorant! You’re playing me. But I will not be played! Not by you. Not anymore!”
			

			
				“You’re hurting me!” Faylana gasped.
			

			
				“I haven’t begun!” the Baron barked, twisting her arm. “You think you’ve cured my wife? Bah! I’ll drive a knife into her heart if that’s what it takes to put that bitch in the ground. It was supposed to be so easy, but you had to come around and ruin it? Well no more! I’ll show you who’s in control here!”
			

			
				“Let go of me!” Faylana screamed.
			

			
				“Shut up! I gave you the chance to be my wife. But no! You were too good for that. Fine! Then we’ll see how you like being chained in the dungeon! My personal slave, to take my cock whenever I please!”
			

			
				Faylana’s eyes widened. He was serious. Fear swept through her in a wave of cold. She tried to pull away, instincts screaming to escape, but his grip on her was too strong. “N-no! Let me go! Let me go! Fashan isa-“
			

			
				His hand came up, covering her mouth. She tripped and they fell together, but the Baron kept his hand on her mouth, muffling any attempt to cast a spell. His eyes still red from the smoke last night looked down on her. His lips drawn back in a snarl. “No spells for you, slut! I have just the thing. A little clamp that will keep your mouth nice and gaping for my cock forever!”
			

			
				Faylana squeezed her eyes shut. Caldric! Anyone! Help!
			

			
				The Baron jolted. “Ah,” he gasped, a sound soft and tight. His grip on her mouth slackened, and he collapsed atop her. Faylana’s eyes shot back open. She looked up and found the Baron laying atop her, insensate.
			

			
				Her eyes moved further, and saw a stunted goblin standing over them both, the monster’s thin chest heaving with exertion, a club gripped in his hands and his eyes looking down on the Baron with a hate that put the Baron’s mad eyed glare to shame. Then those eyes turned to her, and grew warm and eager.
			

			
				“You okay?” the goblin asked.
			

			
				“I… Y-yes. I’m… Oh! Is he d-dead?”
			

			
				The goblin shook his head. “I save you,” the goblin said. “I set stable on fire. He no touch you!”
			

			
				Faylana stared, still too stunned to quite know what it all meant.
			

			
				“Faylana!”
			

			
				Both elf and Goblin looked sharply towards the entrance of the garden. “Caldric!” she cried in delight. “Caldric! I’m…”
			

			
				She looked back, but the goblin was gone. She looked rapidly about, but not even a rustling bush betrayed where he had vanished to. She heard pounding footsteps, and then Caldric, Tavek, and a strange woman she’d never seen before burst through some rosebushes. Tavek and the woman stopped at the sight of the Baron’s body, but Caldric didn’t hesitate, bolting to her side and heaving the Baron off her. Almost sobbing in relief, Caldric grabbed her and hugged her to his chest.
			

			
				“Oh thanks the gods! Faylana, did he do anything to you?”
			

			
				Faylana returned his embrace gladly, taking a shuddering breath as she felt the comforting security of his arms around her. “No. No, he… he didn’t get the chance. Oh goddes, Caldric! You’ll never believe what happened. The Baron! He was poisoning his wife!”
			

			
				“We know,” Caldric said releasing her and looking soulfully into her eyes. “Faylana, the Baron sent us to die. But thanks to… thanks to Qynessa here, we managed to defeat the bandits.”
			

			
				Faylana turned to the strange woman as the red haired beauty as Qynessa bowed, taking Faylana’s hand and kissing it. “Charmed,” the roguish woman said with a smirk.
			

			
				Faylana blushed. “Um, same.”
			

			
				“You will be,” Qynessa said with a wink. “Especially since I brought some handy evidence.”
			

			
				“Yes. Think I’d like to… hear that…”
			

			
				All looked up. Supported by two servants and a cane, her shoulders covered in a shawl, the baroness limped towards them. She paused before them all and looked down at her husband’s body, her eyes sunken with sickness, but for all that hard and fierce. “I think,” she said distinctly, her eyes wandering between each of them in turn, “I should like to hear… all about it… In great detail…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Epilogue
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric sighed as she shut the door of his and Faylana’s room. It might be creaky, it might be old, but after what he’d gone through, he’d never complain about a room at an inn again.
			

			
				It had been a relief to explain everything to the baroness, who listened in taut silence as they told her all of what had happened. Fortunately, they’d had Altaia to back them up, and between that and Faylana’s recollection of what the Baron had said, the baroness had seemed satisfied, more or less, and had her soon to be ex-husband dragged to the dungeon and chained up. The servants seemed to be largely ignorant, or at least knew which way the wind was blowing, and were only too eager to get on their mistress’s good side.
			

			
				Caldric sighed and shook the heavy coinpurse the baroness had rewarded them with. He smiled. Four hundred gold coins were heavy indeed, and he wondered if the reward was truly worth all the trouble of the battle.
			

			
				“Is something wrong?”
			

			
				Caldric turned from the door and back to the bed, where Faylana stretched out, propped up on one arm and watching him curiously. Caldric smiled, letting his worries pass and shrugged out of his shirt. “It’s nothing,” he said. “Just thinking about how to spend that money.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “Well, now we can certainly afford me a new spellbook!”
			

			
				“When did you become so material?” Caldric chuckled, shedding his pants soon after.
			

			
				Faylana giggled again, stretching out beneath the covers. She teasingly flicked the corner up, and Caldric’s eyes flashed to see that she was wearing nothing underneath, her full, pale breasts swelling from her chest in a pair of tantalizing orbs of female flesh. “Mmm. I’m not that material. Promise!”
			

			
				Caldric grinned, shucking off his pants, his cock already hard and eager for the ravishing elf’s form. “I think you should prove it.”
			

			
				“Prove it,” she said, dark lashes fluttering. “Um, how?”
			

			
				“Let’s think of a way. Together,” Caldric said, sliding under the sheets, pressing against the shapely elf and giving her a long, hungry kiss.
			

			
				Faylana gasped, then laughed, throwing her arms around him and deepening the kiss. Caldric moaned softly, stroking her eagerly. Her kiss was like a balm, her presence soothing him after what had happened with Quyanna. Like a drink of fresh, pure water after a night of indulging in cheap wine. As he palmed her breast, massaging that plump orb, hearing her gasp and keen with pleasure, he resolved to keep this in mind with all future interactions with the half-demon. He wouldn’t be taken in so easily again.
			

			
				Faylana moved against him, rubbing her cunny against his leg, panting with desire. Her face flushed and eyes lidded and hot. She moaned softly, her glistening cunny leaving a trail along his inner thigh as she rocked against him, panting.
			

			
				“Caldric,” she moaned. “P-please. I need you… need you inside me.”
			

			
				“Gladly, Faylana,” he breathed, shifting himself atop her, between her legs. The head of his cock aligned itself with the heat of her pussy like a magnet, and he thrust home.
			

			
				Their gasps mingled as he entered her. He moaned hungrily as he began to thrust. Fucking her into the bed, the sheet sliding down his back until it pooled around his thrusting thighs.
			

			
				Beneath him, Faylana gasped, rolling her hips to meet his thrusts, her breasts bouncing on her chest. “Caldric! Oh Caldric…”
			

			
				“Faylana. Fuck… oh gods…”
			

			
				They kissed again. Eager. Hungry. Passionate. She moaned, her hands clinging to his back, her legs wrapping around his waist as he took her. As he fucked her.
			

			
				“Yes. Yes! Oh goddess yessss! Caldric! Fuck me! Oh please, dear gods… Yes. Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me haaaaard!”
			

			
				Her voice rose in a keening cry of pure pleasure. Her orgasm swept through her, curling her toes, tightening her legs, her hips, her body as she cried out with her high. Caldric moaned as her pussy tightened around his cock. He hilted within her, and came with her, moaning aloud as her tight depths milked his cock of his seed.
			

			
				He collapsed atop her, panting, her soft breasts pressing into his chest. Faylana panted, looking into his eyes. 
			

			
				“Was… was it good for you… Caldric?”
			

			
				“So good,” he groaned, smiling dumbly. “So good I… I think I might want some more.”
			

			
				“Oh, don’t make me too sore to go and buy a spellbook from that Borto fellow now that we have the coin for it,” she laughed. 
			

			
				“To hells with Borto the Halfwise!” Caldric thumped a fist upon his chest and grinned. “I will pound my lovely elf into jelly!”
			

			
				“Ooh, big strong man,” she giggled. “Show me again how you wield your sword.”
			

			
				She reached for it as she laughed and kissed him. Caldric returned the sentiment, thrusting through her fingers, kissing her and twining his tongue with hers. 
			

			
				Borto be damned, it was sure to be a long night.
			

			
				The candle burned low as they celebrated their success and each other, the glow dimming against the window pane. Gleaming in the dark, and off the eyes that watched them from the shelter of a tree branch. Through the leaves Greebi watched the elf and human fuck, stroking his warty little cock, his large eyes narrowed intently. Soon. Soon he would show Faylana she should be his mate. Soon he would be the one to fuck the beautiful elf. To claim her womb for himself. To make her his.
			

			
				Soon.
			

			
				Soon…
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				Shopping
			

			
				 
			

			
				It couldn’t have been a better day for market in Zeegendorf.
			

			
				The sun was out and shining brilliantly, reflecting off the high windows of homes and shops. Fragrant smoke wafted from the cookfires of the food stalls. The clanging of the blacksmith’s hammer melded with the shouts and cries of the fishmongers and merchants. The river that cut through the city shone and the bridge that spanned it thumped with traffic. The bell tower rising from the central square overlooked the milling crowds like a confident patrician admiring his own success.
			

			
				Caldric had occasionally visited the market. Every adventurer did. One needed equipment in the rough and tumble world of guilds and battles, and he was no different. He remembered those times with a wince, how he lingered by the blacksmith shops admiring weapons and armour he could never afford. The food stalls where he had drooled over buttered meat pies and sour apple tarts but could afford no better than yesterday’s hard roll.
			

			
				Well, that had changed.
			

			
				“Ha! Look at this one. A beauty!” Tavek said, the dwarf hefting his new battleaxe, stroking the glittering steel and examining it with an expert’s eye.
			

			
				“You think so?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Course! Have I ever been wrong?”
			

			
				“Almost constantly.”
			

			
				“I meant when it comes to weapons! Dwarfs have an eye for these things. It’s in our blood! We are born to the ways of steel and iron!”
			

			
				There was a tsk from Quynn. “Why bother wasting gold? I bet I could get it for you for nothing.”
			

			
				Caldric cringed and eyed the raven-haired thief. Or, that was what she insisted they call her. In truth she was a half succubus, and proud of it, though currently disguised as a human. 
			

			
				Nonetheless, her true nature showed in the revealing cut of her leathers, stretched over her curves in such a way that every movement threaten to split the fabric and reveal her pale breasts, firm bottom and toned waist. Looking at her, Caldric couldn’t hide the slight flush climbing his neck. He was only too well acquainted with those curves. The half demon had enthralled him alongside Tavek on a mission before pressing herself into their party, a decision Caldric was tragically overruled on. Her every movement bled sensuous lust and her dark eyes promised sinful joys.
			

			
				“We better not,” Caldric said. “The guard wouldn’t be very forgiving if they caught us.”
			

			
				“You think I’d get caught?” she said, flashing him a dark smile and tossing her hair. “You underestimate me, as usual. I could jerk a man off and be gone before he even noticed the stain in his pants.”
			

			
				“I don’t doubt it,” Tavek said, grinning. “But even if he did, never you fear, my lady!” the dwarf exclaimed, swinging his weapon demonstratively. “He’d have ta get through me first!”
			

			
				Caldric grimaced as Quynn gave the dwarf an indulgent smirk. Tavek had always thought more with his cock than his head, and even the slightest attentions from Quynn threw the dwarf into spasms of bravado.
			

			
				“If you’ve chosen your weapon, can we move along? I need to get a gift for Astrid,” Caldric interrupted.
			

			
				“Ah yes! The fabled sister. Can’t wait to meet her and her husband to be,” Quynn said, flashing a grin. “And marrying a half orc no less! Clearly a woman after my own heart. Everyone knows what they say about orcs…”
			

			
				“Ha! Not half of what they say about dwarfs!” Tavek said.
			

			
				“I imagine so,” Caldric said.
			

			
				Tavek squinted as he thought back on what he just said, then scowled at Caldric. “Bah!” he grunted.
			

			
				“You go on,” Quynn giggled, winking at Caldric. “Get a present for the poor girl. I’m sure Tavek and I will be fine alone…”
			

			
				Caldric frowned at her, but sighed and left. He wasn’t their babysitter. If they wanted to rob, cheat, get thrown in jail or fuck in the alley, that was their business.
			

			
				Besides, he had lost track of Faylana. And that rarely boded well.
			

			
				He soon spotted her. Easy enough, for Faylana always stood out in a crowd. The shapely elf walked with the confidence of the ignorant or the foolish, her hair like fresh spun gold, the cut of her dress never managing to hide the swell of her breasts or the shapeliness of her hips. There was an innocence to her beauty, quite different from Quynn’s almost arrogant attractiveness, but no less enthralling. Even her cloak couldn’t hide her curves from wandering eyes, of which there were many.
			

			
				Not that Faylana noticed. She was a beauty, but coupled with that was an innocence to the ways of men that the weeks of her leaving the elven groves had not dissipated. To say nothing of the clash of cultures which so often occurred, for the elven groves were very open about physical affection and lust, something that had gotten Faylana into trouble before. As ever, Caldric had to remind himself that Faylana wasn’t stupid. She was just naïve about men, something not even her recent and almost fatal encounter with the Baron Ogden had managed to dispel.
			

			
				Caldric scowled at the number of men in the crowd eyeing her hungrily, not that it did much good. He walked up to her, purposefully putting a hand on her hip and drawing her against him.
			

			
				“Faylana,” he said, kissing her cheek.
			

			
				The elf giggled and leaned against him. “Caldric! There you are. This human market is so fascinating! Everyone is so kind to me. One man offered me some free pancakes loaded with jam! He even offered to show me how to make it behind his stall.”
			

			
				Caldric tensed. “You didn’t… follow him there, did you?”
			

			
				“I was going to! But then I remembered that I needed to talk to you. I said the same thing to some men at a tavern who told me they wanted to show me a good time. I thanked them of course, and told them I’d love to do so another time. Do you think they were talking about flower picking? Oh! Or maybe composing music?”
			

			
				Caldric closed his eyes and chewed on his lower lip. Be strong. Be strong. “I… can’t say for sure. They might have been drunk and I’m… glad you didn’t. It probably would have delayed us.”
			

			
				“Absolutely! And I simply can’t. I’ve been all over the market and not a stall has a decent spellbook. It’s just ridiculous,” she huffed. “I suppose we’ll have to talk to your friend Borto.”
			

			
				“Ah. Right. Borto,” Caldric said reluctantly. “I suppose we must…”
			

			
				Faylana looked at him. “Is something wrong?”
			

			
				“Hm? Wrong? Oh. No. No, not exactly,” Caldric said as he walked Faylana out of the crowded markets and down the lesser travelled streets. Fewer people moved among the tall buildings and peaked roofs, all crammed so tight it was a wonder the slivers of space between them were even bothered with. “Borto is a wizard. He most certainly is. But he’s a bit… um, eccentric.”
			

			
				“What does that mean?”
			

			
				“Well, he’s… a bit odd.”
			

			
				“Odd how?”
			

			
				“Um…”
			

			
				Caldric tried to think of a way to politely phrase ‘nuttier than a fruitcake’ but, failing that, simply smiled uneasily. “Well, he sees things… differently from most.”
			

			
				“Oh yes, he must!” Faylana said brightly. “Those who study magic often perceive the world differently. Such wisdom and power changes one’s outlook completely!”
			

			
				“Yeah,” Caldric said dryly. “Let’s put it that way…”
			

			
				He offered nothing more as they made their way through the tight streets of Zeegendorf. The magic district was on the far side of town and surrounded by its own small wall. Ostensibly to keep out the undesirable, the wall’s truer purpose was to prevent any accidents in the alchemy shops from burning down the rest of the city. Through an arch patterned with flowers and wide avenues where buildings were fronted by bubbling glass, flickering spellwork, or signs denoting scribes, sorcerers and such, they made their way to a particular tower.
			

			
				The district was chockablock with all manner of wizardly towers, ranging from the austere monoliths of guild licensed wizards to the fabulous dojos of sorcerers that sported floating walkways, living dioramas, or glittering waterfalls of magic. The tower of Borto did not belong to either category. It shrunk into an alleyway, ramshackle in construction and poorly maintained to the point that it appeared derelict. Holes seemed to have been knocked out of it here and there, and the whole edifice leaned drunkenly to the point it was either a miracle or magic it didn’t simply tumble down. Weeds choked the cramped gardens around it, and junk was piled against the walls. The door was a crooked shape and when Caldric tried to open it, he had to put his shoulder to it and heave until it squeaked open, raining splinters down from where it scraped against the stone frame.
			

			
				Inside was no less chaotic. Tables piled with books littered the place, a number of said piles sporting candles which had melted great rivulets of wax down the hills of paper and bindings. The skeleton of a great bird hung suspended in the air by silver strings, and around it were a number of strange looking models of things that could, theoretically, fly, if only one could solve the whole issue of weight.
			

			
				Bookcases rose all around them, seeming to twist weirdly as a rusty auger of steps climbed to the upper levels of the tower. There was a tang of chemicals and old wine hanging in the air that made Caldric’s nose wrinkle with distaste.
			

			
				“Borto!” Caldric called. “You in here?”
			

			
				From somewhere high above there was a crash. Both looked up, and so missed when a figure climbed unsteadily upright from behind the desk.
			

			
				Borto Halfwise was human, though his height put him more on the level of a dwarf. He was very old, as demonstrated in the long silvery beard. His spectacles were cracked and he wore a loose blue robe and a skullcap of silver that shone on his head, the edge of which was frizzed with ancient hair.
			

			
				“Eh? What? Who?” Borto said, adjusting his glasses. “Ah! If it isn’t… Carver.”
			

			
				“Caldric,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“What did I say?”
			

			
				“You said Carver.”
			

			
				“Are you?”
			

			
				“No.”
			

			
				“Then why bring it up!” he harrumphed. Then his eyes turned to Faylana and he brightened considerably. “Well! Hello there, my dear. And who might you be?”
			

			
				“Faylana,” the elf said, giggling at the old man.
			

			
				“An elf, eh? And a pretty one! Though, then again, never met an ugly elf. You’re from the groves, aren’t you?”
			

			
				“Yes!” she said, brightening. “How’d you guess?”
			

			
				“I’m a wizard, m’dear! I never guess. Besides, I spent some years there, doing research for some sorcery. Good times! Very good times…”
			

			
				Caldric coughed as Borto’s eyes ran up and down Faylana’s figure. “Borto, we came for a reason.”
			

			
				“Eh? Well! Naturally, Carter.”
			

			
				“Caldric.”
			

			
				“That’s what I said! Anyway, you’re here, so you must be here for a reason. Is it to use my sauna? She can, but I insist on joining her! Wouldn’t do if she tried to steal the soap.”
			

			
				“We don’t want your soap,” Caldric said hotly.
			

			
				“Why not? It’s good soap. Made it myself. Keeps the dander down. Or it did before I accidentally transmuted the top of my skull to silver.” He tapped his skullcap, the sound ringing in the room. “Woulda made a fortune if I could part with it.”
			

			
				“Faylana needs a new spellbook,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Oh wonderful! Kids today should expand their learning. That’s my opinion. Any fool can pick up a piece of pointy steel and beat rats with it, but a mind seeks knowledge too!”
			

			
				Caldric felt his cheeks warm as Faylana giggled. “Do you have one or not?” he asked roughly.
			

			
				“Course I do! I have some older ones. I could part with a good one for a price…”
			

			
				“How much?” Caldric asked.
			

			
				Borto eased back in his chair, tapping his forefingers together thoughtfully. “Hmm… How does… Six hundred zeks sound?”
			

			
				Caldric wheezed like he’d been punched in the gut. “Six hundred!”
			

			
				“That’s a lot, right?” Faylana said.
			

			
				“Only to the uninitiated!” Borto crowed. “Now, let’s see. Where did I… Aha!”
			

			
				Triumphantly Borto produced a leather-bound volume, print faded from the front but still intelligible. He pushed it across the table and gave Faylana a wink. “Take a look.”
			

			
				Faylana took the book and opened it, scanning a page. Her eyes grew more intent, her smile beaming. “Oh my goodness! Summoning! Conjuration! Divination! Caldric, this is very advanced spellwork!”
			

			
				“It is, isn’t it?” Borto said, leaning onto the desk, cupping his chin in his hands.
			

			
				“I… If you say so, Faylana,” Caldric said uneasily, eyeing the dwarf. He had a feeling there was a plot afoot here… “But we don’t have that kind of money…”
			

			
				Caldric’s heart clenched at the disappointed droop of Faylana’s eyes and her pointed ears. “Ah. I see. You’re right,” she said sadly.
			

			
				“Well… perhaps we can make a deal,” Borto said, eyes shining.
			

			
				Faylana’s ears perked up. Caldric tensed. “A deal?” he said.
			

			
				“Why yes!” Borto crooned. “It just so happens I’m in need of an assistant for some work I’m doing. And, of course, I’d be more than happy to teach you a few tricks you won’t find in any book.”
			

			
				Caldric glowered at the wiggle of the wizard’s bushy brows. “What kind of tricks?”
			

			
				“Tricks like… this!”
			

			
				Borto’s hands suddenly spread, and from between them a dragon of flame crackled into being. Caldric yelped, ducking as the sparking dragon surged over his head, its long body winding into the air, sizzling and raining sparks like it were made of explosions. Faylana gasped, clapping her hands in delight, eyes shining as the dragon twisted above their heads, filling the walls of the tower in a spiral. Feeding unto itself tighter. Tighter. Tighter.
			

			
				Popped!
			

			
				Globes of light like falling stars rained down upon them, bursting into nothingness upon floor and shoulders and books.
			

			
				“Well?” Borto said, his grin beaming as balls of fire burst around him.
			

			
				“I’d love to!” Faylana cried.
			

			
				“Marvelous,” Borto said. “I expect to see you tomorrow sharp. I can’t wait to get started.”
			

			
				Caldric grimaced, rubbing his shoulder where a spark burst, but having no arguments to sway either. “I suppose that’s settled, then,” he said.
			

			
				“I suppose so,” Borto said with a twinkle in his eye.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back Room Deals
			

			
				 
			

			
				Quynn hummed, holding up a gown of midnight silk thoughtfully. “Mmm. Not bad.”
			

			
				“Isn’t it?” the tailor said. A small man with an eager smile, his head bobbing constantly, making the long measuring tape hanging around his neck swish. “Very lovely fabric. You can see the colours there. Nothing like it. All the way from Heimsvak!”
			

			
				“That right?” Quynn mused, glancing around his shop. The man clearly knew his stuff. The cloth and gowns were so plentiful they hid the walls, while racks showing off readymade clothes stuffed the space to such a degree it was a fight to take a step.
			

			
				“It’d look lovely on you!” Tavek said, nodding eagerly.
			

			
				Her violet-flecked gaze slipped to the dwarf. The stocky man’s eyes were filled with eager devotion and fiery lust. She smirked, her tongue gliding along her lips as a hunger stirred deep within her. It had been a while since breakfast…
			

			
				“I shall have to try it on,” the half-demon said, swinging the cloth over her shoulder. “Tavek? Would you mind assisting me?”
			

			
				“Of course!” the dwarf cried, practically panting after her like an eager dog. Quynn smirked, putting a bit more swing in her step as she pushed through the racks of clothes and to the rear of the shop. A curtain masked a booth, and Quynn thrust aside the cloth to step inside, followed quickly by the stocky dwarf. She shut the curtain noting how cramped the little booth was. Well, that was fine.
			

			
				In fact, it made things more fun.
			

			
				“Ahh,” she sighed, hiking down her pants, bending forward as she pulled them off, pressing her firm, shapely bottom into Tavek’s face, squishing him against the wall. “That’s much better. Honestly, these pants are always so tight. It’s such a relief to get them off.”
			

			
				“Mmmph hmm!” Tavek’s muffled reply came.
			

			
				Quynn glanced back playfully, shivering in delight of his hot breath against the seam of her ass. “Oh dear! I’m sorry, Tavek. I didn’t notice you back there.”
			

			
				“Hrmph mph!” he said, gesturing casually, the bridge of his ruddy nose just visible above the globes of her buttocks.
			

			
				She laughed softly, lazily grinding her ass against his face, his beard prickling her rear in that way that made her warm. Her pheromones were already suffocating the booth, drowning the dwarf in his eager lusts, but it was always a good idea to make sure he was truly under her spell. Not that she needed to worry. Although her seduction wasn’t as powerful as a true demon, with someone like Tavek, it didn’t take much to put the dwarf over the edge of slavish eagerness. She lifted her ass from him, turning about and leaning against the wall, thrusting her hips forward until her panty clad mons pressed him against the wall instead.
			

			
				“Mm. Can you help me with that, Tavek? It’s so hard to move around in here.”
			

			
				“Gladly, milady!” the dwarf said, his eyes already glazed with lust as he reverently hooked his fingers in her panties, tugging them slowly down, revealing her pussy in all its glory.
			

			
				Quynn sighed in relief as the fabric slid away, the dwarf’s eyes riveted to her cunny with drooling eagerness. “Mmm. Thank you, Tavek. That’s so good of you.”
			

			
				“Yer welcome,” the dwarf breathed, shamelessly inhaling her scent.
			

			
				“Mmm. And I think you deserve a reward for that. How about a taste?”
			

			
				She cocked her hips forward, pressing her muff against his bulbous nose and lips. The dwarf moaned, his eyelids fluttering with ecstasy as his tongue eagerly slipped up her slit, tasting her.
			

			
				“Ooooh,” Quynn purred, enjoying the dwarf’s oral attentions. She’d had better, of course. Tavek had never been overly concerned with a woman’s pleasure before she met him, but she was confident she could train him to be an effective pussy licker.
			

			
				And what an enjoyable training it was. She was breathing hot, her pheromones thickening the air as she rolled her hips, grinding her pussy against his tongue. The dwarf moaning as he held her hips, pulling her close so his tongue could go deeper. Lick her more eagerly.
			

			
				“Mmmm. That’s it. Oh Tavek. Yes. Yes! Oh fuck. Ooooh. Right there… yes… yesssss, there. Oh good boy. Good… ah… good heavens. Yes. Yesssss! Tavek! Oooooh!”
			

			
				She cried out, thighs quaking as she reached her peak, cumming all over the dwarf’s face. Tavek moaned, his eyes dark and foggy, drunk with lust. Quynn looked down on his face, her full breasts heaving. Her hunger only whetted.
			

			
				She pulled back her hips. “Pants off,” she gasped.
			

			
				Tavek fumbled in his eagerness to red himself of the cloth. She shoved him back and onto a small stool in the corner. The dwarf grunted, his eyes never leaving the beauty before him. Quynn smirked at him, moving over him, his cock jutting up like a dowsing rod, aimed squarely at her slickened cunt. She casually opened the straps on the front of her armour, spilling her full, creamy breasts into the open air. Tavek drooled at the sight of those flush orbs.
			

			
				“There’s a good boy,” the succubus breathed as she straddled his waist, pushed his face between her tits.
			

			
				And sheathed him within her steamy pussy.
			

			
				“Mmmm!” she moaned hotly, her hips rocking, fucking herself atop his cock. Oooooh she’d been lucky to find him. So full of lust. So lacking in willpower. So full of vitality. She could feel it burning within him like a flame. She breathed it in as he panted, kissing her breasts between moans as she fucked him into the stool.
			

			
				“Yes. Yessss! Oh Tavek, fuck! Yes. Fuck me. Fuck me hard! Fill me with your cock. With your seed. Oh yes… fuck yesssss! That’s it. Oh Tavek. Tavek! Give it to me. Give me your cum. Give me your seed! Your strength! Ah. Ah! Oooooh!”
			

			
				Tavek was moaning, thrusting up into her almost feverishly, panting heavily, his eyes spinning with lust. “Quynn,” he panted. “Quynn… gonna… gonna cum. Cum for you. Cum for you!”
			

			
				“Yes! Give it to me, Tavek. Give it to me nooooow!”
			

			
				The sudden tightening of her pussy drove the poor dwarf over the edge. He threw back his head, crying out as he shuddered, cumming.
			

			
				Giving his lover more than just his seed.
			

			
				Quynn cried out, quivering in the tension of pleasure, feeling his cock pulse, filling her with his cum and the sweetness of his vitality. His strength. She moaned, feeding off it, her skin seeming to glow with the energy she drained from the dwarf’s cock.
			

			
				Tavek gasped, hips bucking, weaker with every pulse of his cock. Quynn cooed, slowing atop him, never draining him utterly. Oh no. She didn’t want to kill him. But she was ever so greedy, wasn’t she? She grinned down at the wearied but happy face of the dwarf, so drunk on pleasure and her intoxicating scent that he didn’t even seem to quite comprehend what was happening.
			

			
				Which worked fine for her. She stroked his face with her free hand, smiling contentedly. “Mmm. Thank you, Tavek. Now, we won’t remember anything about my little meal, will we? Just that you enjoyed a good fucking, like always.”
			

			
				“Yessss,” Tavek moaned, fairly drooling with devotion.
			

			
				Quynn smirked, wriggling atop his wilting cock. Oh, she wanted to drain him some more, but she mustn’t. She’d taken enough from him as it. But she was still ever so hungry…
			

			
				“Excuse me. I heard some…”
			

			
				Quynn turned to find the tailor tugging aside the curtain, gaping at the scene within. His jaw fell, his eyes widened, and as he took a breath of the pheromone saturated air, his pants tented around his cock. She could already see a dark spot of moisture at the summit of his bulge.
			

			
				Quynn smiled, eyes lidded.
			

			
				“Hello there,” she purred.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Dinner
			

			
				 
			

			
				Astrid’s home was near the outskirts of Zeegendorf. A modest two storied building with a homey air and a warm dining room. Caldric had never seen it before, but managed to find it with Faylana, for the last time he’d seen his sister she’d still been living with their parents, and not her husband to be. Needless to say, their mother and father had been far from thrilled to discover who her beau was, and that her staying in their house while engaged to him was off the table.
			

			
				“Are you okay?” Faylana asked as Caldric knocked on the door. “You seem tense.”
			

			
				“Just… uncertain about the whole thing,” Caldric said. “Nothing to worry about.”
			

			
				Faylana gave him a curious look, but then the door opened and Astrid had hurled herself into her brother’s arms.
			

			
				“Caldric!” she cried, her brown hair bound in a long braid, her modest dress swirling with the force of her impact against her brother as she squeezed him tight. “I’m so glad you could make it!”
			

			
				“Oof!” Caldric grunted, staggering a step before he managed to wrap his arms around his sister and return her hug. “Good to see you too, Astrid. Oh, um, this is Faylana.”
			

			
				“It’s lovely to meet you!” the elf said.
			

			
				Astrid beamed at the elf and shook her hand enthusiastically. “Oh wow! My big brother sure found himself a hottie!”
			

			
				“I’ll say.”
			

			
				The deep rumble of a voice drew Caldric’s attention to the doorway and he stiffened noticeably.
			

			
				Framed against the light of the doorway, the first thing obvious about the man was his size. Caldric had seen full blooded orcs, but it was apparent the one before them, though leaner than they, had inherited their bulky frame and hard, trained muscles. He was handsome in a hard, brutish way, with blocky features, his tusks small but still visible thrusting up. His skin was olive green where his plain shirt and pants didn’t cover him, his hair short and in a dark tangle.
			

			
				“Ruvar!” Astrid cried happily, moving to his side. “Caldric, this is my husband to be, Ruvar.”
			

			
				“Pleased to meet you,” Ruvar said, thrusting out his hand.
			

			
				“Likewise…” Caldric said slowly, taking the hand and giving it a slow shake.
			

			
				The half orc nodded, drawing his arm back and wrapping it around Astrid. The curvy brunette giggled, her eyes warm. “Come on in! Dinner is all set and we’ve been looking forward to seeing you both.”
			

			
				“Yeah. Thanks,” Caldric said, following them inside and into the dining room.
			

			
				It was a small table, just big enough to seat the four of them and maybe two more. Laid out was a rich meal of seared pork and tidbits of bread, steamed vegetables and some glasses of wine. Caldric took a seat, Faylana beside him while across from them Ruvar and Astrid took their place.
			

			
				“I can’t tell you how happy Astrid was you accepted her invitation,” Ruvar said, the deep timber of his voice like the roll of drums. “She couldn’t wait to see you again.”
			

			
				“Ruvar!” Astrid cried, knocking him in the shoulder.
			

			
				The orc chuckled, and Caldric shifted uneasily as the half-orc leaned down and pressed a hungry kiss to her lips. Astrid hummed in pleasure, welcoming it with delight, her lashes fluttering as the kiss deepened. Caldric could not help but think how much his sister resembled their mother and how their mother would react with fury and disgust to seeing her daughter kissing a half orc.
			

			
				Caldric cleared his throat uncomfortably, starting to cut into his dinner to keep him from fidgeting. “So ah… how did you two meet?”
			

			
				“At the market,” Ruvar said, chuckling. “I’m a smith, actually. Just got a job in town. Astrid has been running a flower booth nearby for a while and on my breaks I got to talking.”
			

			
				“Talking!” Astrid giggled. “You wouldn’t believe this big lug, brother. First off, he kept buying my flowers just to talk to me. Then, he asks me out. I was nervous of course, but he’s just so handsome, I couldn’t help but say yes!”
			

			
				Ruvar chuckled, running a hand through his dark hair. “Well… she wasn’t the type of girl I was used to, that was for sure…”
			

			
				Caldric grinned despite himself, knowing his sister too well. “That’s for sure. I bet she knew exactly where she wanted to go out to as well.”
			

			
				Ruvar roared with laughter. “You don’t know the half of it! She chose the most expensive place in town. I swear, if I was a lesser man I’d have gone for an easier score. But there was just something about her. I couldn’t give her up. Orcs aren’t exactly known for their delicateness. But after that she started coming by and cooking dinner for me, and well, when I got a taste of her roasted beef, what full blooded man could do anything other than ask her to marry him?”
			

			
				Caldric found himself laughing with the orc, and at last relaxed. He spoke more easily with Ruvar as the evening wore on, while Faylana and Astrid engaged in their own conversations. The dinner went late into the evening, and soon enough the candles were burning low and the food was cleared from the table. Astrid and Faylana brought the dishes into the back to clean them, still chatting amiably as Ruvar rose heavily from the table with a grunt.
			

			
				“Well, I better show you a room.”
			

			
				“I wouldn’t want to impose,” Caldric quickly said. “We can take a place at an inn…”
			

			
				Ruvar laughed as he slung an arm around the human’s shoulder. “Caldric, I live in this city. Trust me when I say any inn not ripping you off doesn’t exist. Besides, you’ll want to save your gold. The city is expensive, and I know how adventurers need the money.”
			

			
				“You know a fair bit, then,” Caldric chuckled. “Was your mother really a huntress of Ctharne?”
			

			
				The half-orc nodded. “She was. Which… brings me to something else I should mention,” he added, glancing back as they made their way up the stairs, the laughter of the two women ringing out from the kitchen. “It’s about your woman.”
			

			
				Caldric straightened a little. “Faylana? What about her?”
			

			
				Ruvar hummed, stroking his chin. “Well, this isn’t easy for me to say. I have never been one to put things delicately.”
			

			
				“Nor I,” said Caldric. “Put it as bluntly as you need.”
			

			
				Ruvar smiled with relief. “You know that some huntresses are elves, yes?”
			

			
				“I’ve heard that,” he said.
			

			
				“So, I knew a few growing up. And I should warn you, they’re very hard to… tame.”
			

			
				“Tame?”
			

			
				“They say orcs and elves came from the same race. I don’t know if that’s true, but an elf’s libido is… strong. Strong as an orc’s at least. It can be near impossible to tie one down in marriage.”
			

			
				Caldric stiffened. “You… Faylana and I aren’t married yet…”
			

			
				Ruvar chuckled. “I’ve seen how you look at her. It’s the same as the way I look at Astrid. You love her, and she loves you. But your sister is a human. A beautiful one, to be sure. I love her dearly, but an elf is different. She has needs, Caldric. I’m sure you’ve noticed. I really wish you all the best, but felt it best to warn you all the same.”
			

			
				Caldric was silent, taking in the orc’s earnest warnings. He shifted uncomfortably. “I… I understand. I think. Thank you for telling me.”
			

			
				Ruvar shrugged. “The least I can do for my future brother in law.”
			

			
				“You really love my sister. Don’t you?” Caldric said.
			

			
				Ruvar laughed. “More than anything. It can be hard to find a woman willing to do more than warm her bed with an orc, even a half breed like me. There’s certain understandings not many women are willing to tolerate when it comes to marrying one like me. But your sister is a special woman, and I couldn’t be luckier.”
			

			
				Caldric nodded warmly. “Ruvar, I think she’s lucky to have you.”
			

			
				The half orc chuckled again. “Thank you. Here’s your room. It’s right next to ours, so if you have any problems just come by.”
			

			
				“We will. Thanks again.”
			

			
				Ruvar left him inside the small room. A single bed occupied a corner and a well made dresser another. The window was curtained against the night and a single candle offered enough light for Caldric to settle onto the bed with a sigh.
			

			
				As he undressed, he thought of Ruvar’s words. Faylana was naïve, that much had become more than obvious, but that he might not be able to satisfy her needs? That hung heavily on his mind. He wondered if the orc was lying, but he didn’t seem to be, and really had no reason to. And certainly as a child of a huntress, he likely had more experience with elves than Caldric did.
			

			
				Caldric sighed and shook his head. He wasn’t getting anywhere with these thoughts. He pushed them aside as the door opened and Faylana walked in, smiling.
			

			
				“Your sister is just a delight!” the elf said as she shed her cloak and gown, revealing the stunning curves that Caldric adored.
			

			
				“She is,” Caldric said, fairly drooling over the sight of the elf’s full, perky breasts and pink, needy nipples. Her slender waist and delicate slit. “And Ruvar isn’t too bad either.”
			

			
				“Do you feel better about her marrying him?”
			

			
				“I do,” Caldric said. “He’s a fine man.”
			

			
				“I think so too!” Faylana said happily. “Very worldly.” She yawned, stretching.
			

			
				“Faylana. Do you feel like… um…”
			

			
				“Hm? Oh! Do you want to fuck?” the elf said.
			

			
				Caldric flushed at the bluntness of the elf’s words. “I mean… if you’re feeling up to it…”
			

			
				“I’m actually not,” Faylana said, yawning. “Oh gosh. It’s been such a long day! And Borto says I should get plenty of rest to start working for him.”
			

			
				“Ah,” Caldric said. “Well, if you don’t want to…”
			

			
				“If you want me to I could suck your cock,” she said.
			

			
				“No, no. That’s not um, necessary. You need to rest, and I should too…”
			

			
				“Okay!” Faylana said brightly as she snuggled into the blankets beside Caldric. She yawned, her long lashes fluttering, her soft lips an inch from his face. “Goodnight, Caldric.”
			

			
				“Goodnight,” he said.
			

			
				Faylana’s eyes closed, and almost at once her breathing fell into the easy, low sound of deep slumber. Caldric sighed, turning away from her and towards the wall.
			

			
				The wall that separated their room from his sister’s.
			

			
				That wall that was thin as a drumhead.
			

			
				“Ah. Ah! Mnnnnn! Yes! Oh Ruvar. Ruvar! Fuck! Yes!”
			

			
				The low thumping against the wall boomed in the small room. Caldric winced at a heavy, throaty bellow of pleasure. Ruvar was enjoying things at least as much as Astrid.
			

			
				“Yes! Yessss! Take my cock. Take it in your human pussy! Yes! Oh fuck, Astrid. Take my fat cock! Fuck you’re so tight!”
			

			
				“Yes! Fuck me hard! D-deeper! Ohhhh! So big. So… ah… big! Oh Ruvar. Ruvar! Yes! Yes! Cumming! Cummmiiiiiiiing!”
			

			
				Caldric closed his eyes tightly at the pleasured scream of his sister and covered his head with a pillow. It was impossible not to imagine what was happening to Astrid on the other side of that wall.
			

			
				It was going to be a long night…
			

			
				 
			

			
				Evening Delights
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana woke without a sound.
			

			
				She stared at the ceiling, feeling out her senses. Though exhaustion had claimed her, her people rested quickly, and already she felt refreshed, not to mention excited. Tomorrow, she would begin working for a wizard. A real wizard! 
			

			
				Eagerness filled her limbs with a nervous energy. She couldn’t imagine going back to sleep with her mind racing. Careful not to disturb Caldric, she slipped out of the bed and opened the door, making her way downstairs. She had to practice! She didn’t want Borto to think she was some hick from the groves. She wanted to impress him!
			

			
				She found herself in the kitchen and took a seat at the table. She took a deep breath and cupped her hands before her, concentrating. She felt the tingle of magic flow through her, slowly taking shape. She wanted to create the spell that Borto had shown her, but it was hard to shape it properly, let alone make it do the tricks that the human had it perform. Her tongue poking out of the corner of her mouth, her face tight with concentration, she almost managed to create a dragon of sparkling blue power when it collapsed like a popped balloon. 
			

			
				“Oh dang it.”
			

			
				“Problems?”
			

			
				Faylana turned in surprise to find Ruvar standing in the doorway. Faylana had seen the half orc a great deal during dinner, but she truly saw him now. Primarily because he was naked. His body was more densely muscled than Caldric’s, broader and heavier in build from days working in the forge, with biceps that seemed as large as her head. His dark hair hung about his face, his tusked mouth grinning. Though he lacked the brutal heaviness of an orc, he was still quite large, especially lower, where the fat hose of his cock hung between his thighs. His flaccid shaft glistened faintly with Astrid’s nectar.
			

			
				Faylana’s eyes widened. “Oh! You’re naked,” she said.
			

			
				“So are you,” he noted.
			

			
				Faylana looked down and giggled. “Oops!” she said, realizing her plump, pink tits were on full display. “Oh yes, sorry. I know humans sometimes frown on that.”
			

			
				“I’m not complaining,” Ruvar said with an appraising glance, taking in her curvy form. His grin broadened and he nodded at the fading sparks of magic. “What were you doing?”
			

			
				“Practicing!” Faylana said brightly. “I’m going to assist a wizard tomorrow to earn a spellbook and learn some new spells. I just couldn’t sleep I was so excited!”
			

			
				“I see. Having much luck?”
			

			
				Faylana sighed, slumping back in the chair with a shake of her head. “No, I’m afraid not. It’s a complicated spell requiring a great deal of finesse and control.”
			

			
				“Maybe you’re a little too… tense.”
			

			
				Faylana cocked her head. “You think so?”
			

			
				“Oh yes,” Ruvar said, pushing off the wall and sauntering towards her. “You know, orcish shamans have a particular method of calming themselves when attempting to cast more complicated spells. Straddling the wild magics can be a hazardous task.”
			

			
				“I’ve heard of that!” Faylana said brightly. “What’s the method?”
			

			
				“Simple really. They’ve found that clarity comes only after the heights of pleasure. It’s a very complex method requiring a massage both inside,” he said, giving his thick cock a lazy stroke, swelling that thick, green member. “…and out.”
			

			
				Faylana’s eyes widened in understanding. “Oooooh,” she said. “And you know of this technique?”
			

			
				“Learned it from the best,” Ruvar chuckled. “Shall I show it to you?”
			

			
				Faylana cocked her head, thinking. Well… She had indeed heard of it. Orcs were so virile, it was said they didn’t make any major decision without having a slave between their legs, sucking off their thick cocks. That was why the wisest of chiefs had many wives. And she was having such trouble concentrating when she was horny. Why, ever since Ruvar walked into the room, she’d been feeling quite hot and bothered. Her nipples had stiffened and her quim throbbed with need. The scent of him was making her head spin! A thick medley of sweat and sex and musky pleasure.
			

			
				“Well… I would hate to show up tomorrow and not give Borto my best,” she said, then blinked up at him. “Oh, but… aren’t you marrying Astrid? I thought humans were particular about who their mates slept with…”
			

			
				“A common misconception,” Ruvar said with a lazy smirk, and Faylana noticed his cock was still slick with feminine juices. “Human cultures are quite varied. And besides, Astrid understands my needs.”
			

			
				“She does?”
			

			
				“Of course,” Ruvar said, leaning over Faylana, his sculpted chest so near his scent surrounded her. “She knows I love her, but also that I am of orcish blood. A single woman won’t always be enough to satisfy me. After all, she’s not only marrying a man, but an orc. Cultures can clash, so we found a happy compromise. And so long as I have plenty enough for her, she’s happy. Even eager.”
			

			
				“O-oh,” Faylana said, breathing deeply his musk, her nipples painfully hard. “Really?”
			

			
				“Shall we go upstairs and ask her?” Ruvar said, casually reaching out, cupping Faylana’s plump tit and giving it a hungry squeeze. “She’s sleeping. I wore her out earlier, but I’m sure we can wake her up and let her explain…”
			

			
				Faylana gasped, moaned as he palmed her plump teat with easy confidence, her stubby nipples pressing into his leathery hand, her thighs moving together in warm pleasure. “Mmnnn… Oh… ah. Well… if it’s… mnnn… alright with her…”
			

			
				“Absolutely,” Ruvar growled, and kissed her.
			

			
				Faylana melted to those hungry lips, his tusks brushing her cheeks, the table hitting her back as she eased against it, welcoming his tongue as he deepened the kiss. Her breasts heaved with growing pleasure. Her cunny slickened with lust as Ruvar took his hand from her teat and rubbed her glistening folds, his thick finger stroking those flushed, parted lower lips.
			

			
				“Oh,” Faylana gasped. “Mnnnn…”
			

			
				Ruvar chuckled, releasing her lips. “Ass on the table. Don’t worry. I made it myself. It’s taken a pounding plenty of times before. Astrid just adores me fucking her stupid on it.”
			

			
				“Mnnn. Does she?” Faylana gasped, standing just long enough to push her plump bum onto the table.
			

			
				“Absolutely. She may seem prim and proper, but she was a born slut. She couldn’t get enough of my cock after we met.”
			

			
				“It’s very big,” Faylana breathed.
			

			
				“Let’s show you how big,” Ruvar said, moving between her parted thighs, planting one hand on the table, the other grasping his thick bitch breaker and rubbing it against her folds.
			

			
				Faylana whimpered in delight as his fat cockhead teased her flushing pussy. She looked into the orc’s dark eyes and bit her lip as he eased forward, and pressed inside of her.
			

			
				“Oooooh!” Faylana moaned as his cock stuffed her to the brim, her inner walls clamping down on his thick shaft.
			

			
				“Hrrrr. So tight! Been a while since you’ve had such a big cock, huh?”
			

			
				“Yessssss,” Faylana moaned.
			

			
				“Don’t worry. I’ll make sure you don’t forget it!”
			

			
				Ruvar began to thrust, his hips bucking with great, hungry strokes. Faylana moaned in delight, wrapping her arms around him, clinging to his broad back as his inhuman cock filled her, stretched her, formed her tight cunny around his thrusts.
			

			
				“Ah! Ah! AH! Oh gods yes! Yes! Ruvar! Ooooooh!”
			

			
				“Ha. Take it. Take my big orc cock. You love it don’t you? Love having… hrrr… a big orc fucking you.”
			

			
				“Yesssss!” Faylana moaned. There was no shame in the admission. She did love it! Such a savage, hungry thrust. So eager. So slickened with Astrid’s sweet juices. 
			

			
				“Bigger than a human’s cock!” Ruvar laughed.
			

			
				“So much bigger!” panted Faylana.
			

			
				He filled her seamlessly, the table bucking under her ass. She moaned as he leaned down and kissed her again, pressing his lips to hers, grasping her full breasts, squeezing them.
			

			
				He gave no mercy. No pity. He wasn’t making love. He was fucking her. Ramming his cock into her. Molding her plump tits almost cruelly in his hands. She fell back across the table, gripping the sides, her golden hair hanging over the far end. Her plump tits bounced and shuddered with each mighty thrust. His bollocks slapped against her.
			

			
				“Yes! Yes! Ruvar! Oh fuck! Fuck! I’m… I’m c-close! Getting close!”
			

			
				“Cum, slut. Cum for my cock!” the orc growled.
			

			
				“Yes! Yes! Ruvar… Yessssss!”
			

			
				Faylana cried out, shuddering as she came, her pussy clamping down on his cock with the sweetest of pleasure. The orc snarled, hilting his cock within her, the tightness of her too much to bear as he gave a great moan and came with her, his cock pumping her full with his thick, virile seed.
			

			
				“Oooooh,” Faylana moaned, twitching with the aftershocks of her pleasure, her eyes spinning.
			

			
				“How do you feel?” the orc grunted, smirking down at her.
			

			
				“Soooo goooood,” Faylana moaned. “Satisfied.”
			

			
				“And how’s your head?”
			

			
				Faylana smiled warmly. She was feeling clearer. More relaxed. As the languor of post-orgasmic bliss spread through her in warm waves, she stretched, arching her back and lifting her hips with a sigh. “Mmm. Much better! I feel so ready. Thank you, Ruvar.”
			

			
				“Anytime,” the orc chuckled as he withdrew his cock from her, smirking at the sight of his cum drooling down her thighs. “If you ever need some more orcish satisfaction, I will be here for you. Maybe I’ll even ask Astrid to help.”
			

			
				“That would be marvelous!” Faylana said delightedly. “She’s such an understanding girl.”
			

			
				“Absolutely. But… maybe you shouldn’t share this with Caldric,” the orc said. “He might not understand orcish culture.”
			

			
				“Ooooh,” Faylana said, nodding sagely. “Of course.”
			

			
				“Good girl.”
			

			
				As Faylana rose, Ruvar gave her plump bottom a small spank. She giggled, jumped forward before sauntering towards the stairs. Mmm. She did feel better! More relaxed and easy. Her head felt so much clearer and more attentive. Goodness! She’d almost forgotten how such rough sex made her feel. She’d been gone from the groves for far too long at this rate.
			

			
				And yet she was learning so much! Not only of magic, but of other cultures and the importance of their rituals and needs. She was especially glad to hear Astrid was so understanding. Maybe Caldric could be just as understanding. She beamed contentedly, making her way back upstairs and into her and Caldric’s bedroom. She’d made the right decision leaving the groves.
			

			
				As she slid into bed Caldric grunted and rolled over. “Faylana?”
			

			
				“Hi, Caldric!”
			

			
				“Where’d you go?”
			

			
				“Oh, I went downstairs and…” she stopped herself before she could say what had actually happened. She remembered Ruvar’s warning about not telling Caldric. “…and since I couldn’t sleep, found a way to relax a bit.”
			

			
				“Feeling better?”
			

			
				“Very.”
			

			
				“Is that so?” Caldric said, more awake now. His arm stretched out and around her, pulling her close. She giggled, nuzzling him, kissing him as his hand glided down her side, massaging her plump breast.
			

			
				“Mmmm,” Faylana moaned softly as he squeezed her plump teat, still aching from Ruvar’s rough fondling, Caldric’s lips working against hers with soft, loving passion. She returned his kiss and his embrace, her breasts rubbing up against his chest, her lips moving parting so her tongue could move against his.
			

			
				She gasped as his fingers moved down her side and brushed her pussy, feeling the thick orc cum that still stained her thighs. “Mmm. Someone’s excited. You’re so wet!”
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “Oh, um, yes! Totally!”
			

			
				Caldric grinned at her in the dark, moving his fingers against her slick folds, feeling her juices and those of Ruvar’s that filled her. “Feeling up to a little fun?” Caldric murmured.
			

			
				“Mmm. Yes,” Faylana breathed. “I think I am.”
			

			
				Caldric moved over her, the blanket sliding down their forms. It was still too dark to see, but he didn’t mind. His hands would do the looking for him, moving over the voluptuous curves of the elven beauty beneath him. Stroking her hips and her slim waist, finding the heavy orbs of her plump tits and giving them a hungry squeeze.
			

			
				“Oooooh!” Faylana moaned, arching beneath his touch.
			

			
				“Like that?”
			

			
				“Yesssss.”
			

			
				“Mmm.”
			

			
				Caldric leaned down, kissing her breasts, admiring their softness, their sensitivity as her breath hitched and chest quivered. His lips moved down, finding a plump nipple before softly kissing it, running his tongue around that hardened nub of sensitive flesh. Relishing how Faylana whimpered and squirmed beneath him.
			

			
				“You want it?”
			

			
				“Yessss.”
			

			
				“Want my cock in you?”
			

			
				“Yes. Mnnn. Fuck me.”
			

			
				Caldric smirked, moved up, kissed her, and pushed inside of her. So easily. So warm and so very wet.
			

			
				“Mmmmm!” Falyana moaned as his cock entered her, squelching lewdly in and out of her, lubed by the cum of Ruvar and her own juices.
			

			
				“Mmmm. You’re loose tonight,” Caldric chuckled. “Nice and spacious…”
			

			
				“Yessss,” Faylana moaned. “Oh Caldric. Yes! Fuck me!”
			

			
				“You got it. Here it comes. Oh fuck. Faylana… Oh yes…”
			

			
				His hips beat, thrusting into her, spanking her bottom, half orc cum smearing his cock and frothing at its base as he pounded her slick folds with ever increasing urgency. Panting hotly as he fucked the shapely elf into the bed.
			

			
				The gentle thump of the bed against the wall reminded Caldric of earlier that night. Of listening to Ruvar fuck his sister, making her moan and pant and scream with eager, orgasmic bliss. Moaning with helpless feminine delight as she was claimed by the thick orcish cock. Caldric’s pace increased. His cock pounding into Faylana, though he couldn’t help but notice that the sound of the bed against the wall wasn’t half as loud as it had been with Ruvar, even through a wall.
			

			
				“Yes! Caldric! Please! Oh gods, cum in me! Cum!” Faylana moaned.
			

			
				“I… Faylana… Oh… Oh f-fuck yessss!”
			

			
				Caldric cried out as he buried his cock within her, moaning as he came, thinking of the roar of the half-orc as Ruvar fucked Caldric’s sister raw in the other room. His own moan vibrated through him as he quivered, his cock pumping into Faylana’s eager pussy.
			

			
				“Yesssss!” Faylana moaned.
			

			
				“Ooooh!” Caldric panted.
			

			
				He fairly collapsed atop her from the force of his orgasm, the wave of blissful pleasure tinged with a hot flush of shame at thinking about Ruvar fucking his sister. He hugged the elf to him as he softened within her, and Faylana returned his embrace lovingly.
			

			
				“Mmm. That was nice,” she breathed.
			

			
				“Yeah. It was.”
			

			
				Again they kissed, and again Caldric marveled at how wet Faylana was. He smirked a little with pride. He guessed he was just that good.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Career Paths
			

			
				 
			

			
				“You sure you’ll be alright?” Caldric asked for the fourth time in as many minutes.
			

			
				“Of course!” Faylana said, beaming. “Borto says my help will be invaluable.”
			

			
				“That’s not quite what I meant…”
			

			
				“Give the girl some credit,” Quynn said, smirking. “She can take care of herself. Right, Faylana?”
			

			
				“Aye! Let the lass get on. Besides, we’ve wasted enough time as it is,” Tavek added.
			

			
				Caldric glowered at the pair, but they were right. They’d been lingering in front of the inn for too long, and there was really nothing holding them there any longer. They’d agreed on a course of action already. There was no purpose in Caldric, Tavek and Quynn hanging around town while Faylana worked for Borto for her new spellbook. Better they take on another job and earn some more gold.
			

			
				Caldric sighed. “Alright. Alright. Let’s get going. Remember, Faylana. If Borto asks you to do anything you’re not comfortable with, just say no. Okay?”
			

			
				“Of course!” Faylana said, sparkling as brightly as her golden hair.
			

			
				Caldric hesitated. But what else was there to say? He sighed and nodded. “Alright. Just… remember to be careful.”
			

			
				“C’mon! Let’s get going!” Tavek interrupted.
			

			
				Caldric glanced back at the dwarf. Was it just him, or did Tavek look a little… tired? Then again, considering he’d shared a room with Quynn, he supposed it would be more surprising if the dwarf got a decent amount of sleep. Pressing Faylana’s hand once last time, Caldric took his leave, glancing over his shoulder often until Faylana’s shock of gold hair vanished around the corner in the direction of Borto’s tower.
			

			
				Only then did he turn fully forward, sighing heavily as they ventured through the streets towards the burgomaster’s offices.
			

			
				“What are you so miseryguts for?” Tavek asked. “The elf’ll be fine. She knows her way around. And Borto’s harmless. He barely knows how to lace his own boots.”
			

			
				“I know. I know. I just… worry,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Take it from me,” Quynn said. “A woman doesn’t like when a man tries to smother her. Oh, she loves when he obsesses over her. It’s ever so much fun to string a dog along. But when he starts trying to hide her away from the world? Oh Caldric, that’s when you lose them totally.”
			

			
				“Aye! You don’t see me complaining about Quynn showing off. Do you?” Tavek said, fairly drooling at the thief’s blatant curves, which were also drawing more than a few looks. Something the half-succubus seemed to relish, throwing a swing into her step like a forty-gold whore.
			

			
				“It’s not that! She’s just… innocent in so many things,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Not in as many as you think,” Quynn said with a wink.
			

			
				Caldric flushed hotly, but kept his peace until they reached the imposing offices of the burgomaster. Large and built of heavy stones, the upper reaches were crested with stained glass windows, the lower fanning out in steps onto the town square as if threatening to flow over the public space. Guards stood at attention at the door in shining steel armour and helmets, and Caldric felt the oppressiveness of their authority. He supposed he shouldn’t be surprised at their rigid presence. They were a far distance from the towns and villages he used to get work.
			

			
				The cleanliness of the interior was another surprise. The floors were stone swept clean with a long rug running the length. Chandeliers dangled overhead, extinguished for the day. There was a number of people in the ragtag dress of adventurers within, some aside and chatting, others at the far end where windows looked in past wooden counters to various officials at work.
			

			
				Tavek and the others chose an empty one, walking up and clearing his throat. “Hello. We’re looking for work.”
			

			
				The man behind the glass was thin and mousy, his eyes framed behind large glasses and with retreating hair. He raised his head, peering down at them from the telescopic lenses of his glasses, his lips the pinched disproval of the bureaucrat and professional lemon sucker.
			

			
				“Mmm? A job? Mmm? Many people looking for jobs. What kind of work do you do?”
			

			
				“Don’t… don’t we know you?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Hm? I don’t think so…”
			

			
				“Aye! The little stoolie that gave us tha job which turned out to be a sex cult!”
			

			
				The man behind the counter blinked. “Oh. You must refer to my brother. We both went into the service together.”
			

			
				“You did?”
			

			
				“Myes,” the rail thin man said. His ink stained fingers tapped the tip of his quill against a document. “Now, what sort of work are you looking for?”
			

			
				“We’re professional adventurers,” Caldric said. “We came looking for a decent paying job. Our latest work was for Duke Ogden.”
			

			
				“Mmm. Didn’t he get thrown into prison by his wife?”
			

			
				“Um…”
			

			
				Quynn pushed forward. “Allow me,” she said. She turned to the man behind the counter and smiled.
			

			
				Suddenly, Caldric noticed how beautiful she was. How she seemed to almost glow with raw, female sexuality. Her dark hair like a river of night. Her eyes stars and her cheeks pale as the loveliest moonlight. She leaned on the counter, and the orbs of her immense breasts strained those laces that held them shut.
			

			
				She was using glamour, Caldric realized, having been subject to it not so long ago. Yet even knowing it, he couldn’t help but stare at her, even as he warmed with shame at the thought of betraying Faylana.
			

			
				“Surely there’s some decent… well paying… work for us?” she said. “A man like you must know… something…”
			

			
				The burgomaster sucked in a breath, his long nose twitching as he took her in. “Ah… ah… A-as a matter of fact there is… ah… something…”
			

			
				“I’d be ever so grateful,” Quynn breathed.
			

			
				Never taking his eyes from the valley of her heavy breasts, the little man fumbled blindly with some sheets of paper, nearly sending them toppling until he managed to pull one from the pile. His eyes barely managed to glance at it before being drawn magnetically back to her tits. “Ah… here… Sheep being killed at nearby farm. Farmer… farmer is employed by a wealthy man. He wants it stopped. Ruining his business. Needs the wool… sixty gold… probably… probably wolves or…”
			

			
				“How kind of you,” Quynn giggled, plucking the page from the man’s limp fingers. “We truly appreciate all your help.”
			

			
				She turned, and with a smirk departed. Caldric jumped, hurrying after her while Tavek followed at her heels and fairly drooling with desire.
			

			
				“Come back soon…” the little man behind the counter called weakly.
			

			
				Not until they were outside did Quynn turn to face her companions, smirking. “You see?” she said, tossing her hair arrogantly. “It’s just that easy.”
			

			
				Caldric swallowed. “That wasn’t… wasn’t right,” he said. “You ensorcelled him…”
			

			
				Quynn laughed. “I did no such thing. Can I be blamed if men think more with their cocks than with their heads? Eh?” she said, with a pointed glance at the bulge in Caldric’s pants.
			

			
				The human flushed hotter. “I… um…”
			

			
				“Besides,” she said, fluttering the sheet. “We have the job. No harm done. Now, let’s get going. Don’t want to leave your darling Faylana alone too long, do we?”
			

			
				Caldric winced. “No,” he said. “No. I suppose not…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Training
			

			
				 
			

			
				The feather duster whispered over the old skulls on the upper levels of a dusty bookcase.
			

			
				Faylana was beaming in delight as she worked, seeing as she was using no ladder and hovering a dozen feet off the ground. “Does this look good?”
			

			
				“Very,” Borto drooled as the elven sorceress fluttered above, the flaring skirt of her new uniform revealing the creamy globes of her ass, barely hidden by the sheer fabric of her panties.
			

			
				Faylana flushed with his praise. He’d only taught her the hovering spell that afternoon, and already she was so good at it! He really was an amazing sorcerer. He’d even given her the new uniform to make sure her robe and dress didn’t get dirty while she worked. Granted, it was rather small, tight around the chest, leaving the upper globes of her breasts to nearly pop free with her every breath, outlining her hourglass figure and the skirt riding high along her hips. 
			

			
				But he’d been so apologetic about it, telling her his last apprentice had been much slenderer than her, Faylana just couldn’t be upset, even though the cool air from the various holes in the walls tickled up her skirt and brushed her sensitive cunny.
			

			
				“Ah, Faylana? I think that’s enough now. I have another task for you.”
			

			
				“Are you sure?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder. “I can keep going.”
			

			
				“Yes, but I’m not sure how much longer I can,” the mage said.
			

			
				“Huh? What did you say?”
			

			
				“Oh nothing! Nothing! Why not come down now. You can get back to it later.”
			

			
				Faylana nodded, closing her eyes and concentrating. Excitement bubbled up in her chest as the spell slowly lowered her towards the ground, her skirt rustling around her bottom as she delicately landed on the ground floor.
			

			
				“Tada!” she said.
			

			
				“Very good!” Borto said, the old wizard grinning widely. “You’re a natural!”
			

			
				“Thank you!” she giggled, curtsying.
			

			
				“Now, as for my ah, other task,” Borto said, clasping his hands on his desk. “You see, Faylana, I need to transcribe some spells. But I fear I need to relax…”
			

			
				“So you want me to suck your cock?” she said.
			

			
				“I… er…”
			

			
				“Of course!” Faylana chimed, putting down the feather duster. “I had no idea you were aware of the orcish shaman concentration techniques.”
			

			
				“The… hm?”
			

			
				“Yep!” Faylana said, striding forward, a bounce in her step. “Ruvar told me all about them the other night! He’s Caldric’s new brother in law. He told me all about how orcish shamans use their woman to soothe the urges of their cocks in order to better concentrate on their spells.”
			

			
				“That right?” Borto said, raising a bushy brow.
			

			
				“Absolutely! Of course, I’d never heard of it. But I’m not surprised such a well-versed wizard knows it.”
			

			
				Borto gave her a long look, then his mouth split open in a smile. “That I am! Of course. Well! I’m so glad you understand so well! Now, how about we get to work on that, shall we?”
			

			
				“Sure! Just under the desk?”
			

			
				“That’d be perfect, darling.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled. Such a nice old man! She dropped to her hands and knees and crawled under the desk, Borto’s legs hanging before her and parted to reveal his crotch. Faylana unlaced his trousers, drawing out the knob of his cock. How lucky she was to find such a well-read man. And for him to train her too! It was like a dream come true. 
			

			
				Her mind filled with those heady thoughts, Faylana opened her soft lips, leaned in, and took Borto’s prick in her mouth. It was a bit smelly and bitter against her tongue, the foreskin heavy with his scent, but she didn’t mind. She was helping him prepare for magic.
			

			
				“Oooooh,” the wizard moaned. “Just like that, my dear. Oh, yes, indeed. You have such a wonderful way with your mouth.”
			

			
				“Mnk ooo,” Faylana moaned around his shaft as she began to bob, her soft lips running up and down him, her ass raised in the air, swaying slowly back and forth. She was so happy she’d left the groves! Everyone was just so nice to her and sweet. She smiled around his cock, then hollowed her cheeks for better suction, eagerly bobbing, sucking, reaching between his legs and resting his balls in her palms, her fingers stroking the sagging underside.
			

			
				“Mnnnn! Oh, that’s it, girl. That’s right. Keep sucking… Oooooh yes. That’s it… ah… I will be getting so much work done thanks to you. Ooooh! You’re just a treasure!”
			

			
				Faylana wriggled in pleasure, sucking harder on his cock, so eager to make him cum and spurt his load into her mouth. She was going to be the best apprentice ever!
			

			
				She paused when she heard a door open and some slow footsteps towards the table. “Borto?”
			

			
				“Nnn. What?” the wizard demanded. “Can’t you see I’m very busy? And tense?”
			

			
				Oops! Recalling herself, Faylana at once resumed her sucking, her tongue stroking his prick, her head bobbing faster to make up the time she missed. Soft, wet slurps popped audibly beneath the desk as she pleasured the wizard.
			

			
				“I don’t mean to interrupt. I just came by for some scrolls.”
			

			
				“Scrolls? What scrolls? Hnnn. By Shudra!” Borto clapped his hands on the desk, his cock twitching against Faylana’s tongue.
			

			
				“S-sorry?”
			

			
				“Nothing! What scrolls?”
			

			
				“The ones about the Istanovian beer making. I heard you…”
			

			
				“Right! Those. Those. Those are there. Right there, on the table.”
			

			
				“These ones?”
			

			
				“By my balls! I- sure, why not.”
			

			
				“Uh…”
			

			
				“Why are you still here!?”
			

			
				“I um…”
			

			
				“Go away!”
			

			
				“Uh, okay…”
			

			
				Faylana sucked diligently as she heard retreating footsteps and the door slam shut. Moments later Borto’s hand was on the top of her head, his hips hammering his cock into her hot mouth. “Yes. Yes! Here it comes now, my dear! Ready yourself! Mnnnnn!”
			

			
				The sorcerer groaned, stiffening as his cock pulsed, giving up his load in a sudden burst of his hot seed. Diligently Faylana moaned and drank it down, her throat working as she swallowed every drop of his hot cum. Her belly filled. Her throat grew tacky.
			

			
				Borto sighed in satisfaction, fairly deflating on his seat as Faylana lifted her lips from his cock. “Are you relaxed now, master?”
			

			
				The wizard chuckled hoarsely. “Mmm. Very. Well done. You have real talent, Faylana.”
			

			
				“Thank you for saying so!” the elf said, blushing.
			

			
				“Mmm. Now, I think the books over there could use some rearranging. Mind getting to it?”
			

			
				“Of course!” Faylana said. She crawled out from under the table and bent over to shift the books, her skirt riding up to reveal the peachy curves of her ass for all to see. Borto stared lecherously, his cock still dangling out of his trousers. Faylana had so much work to do!
			

			
				 
			

			
				Clues
			

			
				 
			

			
				It had been two days since the sheep were killed.
			

			
				It hadn’t been long enough.
			

			
				“Ugh,” Caldric said, holding his nose as he looked at the rotting carcasses laid out across the grassy field. Once pristine white wool was black with flies where it wasn’t red from wounds laid bare by vicious claws and rending teeth. Like someone had murdered a bunch of clouds, the corpses were scattered about in dismal masses for all and sundry to discover.
			

			
				Some ravens wheeled about, now and then touching down, squawking at the trio suspiciously before they got back to work on the dead animals.
			

			
				“Hells. What do you make of it?” Tavek asked Quynn.
			

			
				The half-succubus shrugged. “Looks pretty cut and dry. Something killed them, ate a bit, then left.”
			

			
				“Yeah, but not wolves,” Caldric said. “They’d have taken the bodies away. Not to mention wouldn’t have killed so many.” The human took a deep breath to steel himself and moved forward onto the pasture. Ravens took to the sky as he approached, cawing shrilly in indignation. Caldric did his best to ignore them, kneeling beside one of the bodies. Drawing a knife, he carefully poked at the wool, lifting it from the bloody wound and peering at it.
			

			
				“…Huh.”
			

			
				“What?” Quynn said, still keeping her distance.
			

			
				“It’s odd. This doesn’t look like an animal bite. Those are cleaner in their tears. This looks… raw.”
			

			
				“Raw how?”
			

			
				“Like… I don’t know. Like something with flatter teeth tried to eat them. Like a pig.”
			

			
				“Seems pretty extreme for a pig,” Quynn said.
			

			
				“Oh, not necessarily! I’ve known pigs to eat a man whole if’n you fall down in their pens,” Tavek observed.
			

			
				“What the…” Caldric muttered.
			

			
				“What is it?” Tavek said, peering over his shoulder.
			

			
				Caldric frowned, reluctantly digging a hand into the torn flesh. He pulled free a bloodied object. With his canteen he washed it off and held it up to the light.
			

			
				“It’s… a ring.”
			

			
				“A ring?” Quynn said.
			

			
				“What the hell was a ring doing in there?” Tavek demanded.
			

			
				“I have absolutely no idea,” Caldric said honestly, shaking his head. He turned then to the ground and frowned even deeper. He brushed aside some. The earth had been cushioned by the grass, but even so some footprints had been left behind. Many footprints, in fact.
			

			
				“Human footprints,” Caldric said softly.
			

			
				“People did this?” Tavek said incredulously.
			

			
				Caldric shook his head. “I don’t know. Looks like it…”
			

			
				Quynn looked about slowly, her eyes intent. She pointed. “The grass was pounded down in that direction. And there’s a gap in the underbrush. Whatever killed them came from that way.”
			

			
				Caldric raised his head in surprise. Now that she pointed it out, he could make out the trail left by whatever had invaded the pasture. “So it is,” he said, slipping the ring into a pouch at his side. “Come on.”
			

			
				The trio left the grassland, making their way towards the tangle of the woods. In the softer packed earth of the forest floor, there was now little question of the nature of the footprints. Barefoot or soled, they were undeniably human, or at least humanoid. In silent understanding, all three drew their weapons as they moved through the forest. Whatever humanoids had mauled the sheep to death might want to take a bite out of them.
			

			
				The tangled woods soon opened up more, and all three came to a stop. Like many nations in the world, Sarruth had known conflict throughout the years. From feuds among petty lords and barons to proper wars, the countryside had been inhabited, swept clean by invasion, settled, and then suffered again under sword and fire of war. Towns fell, rose again, or faded away.
			

			
				Before them was one such relic of a forgotten time. A small temple rose in a ruined heap, a bell tower broken, the ceiling half caved in and the stone walls all that remained. Not a window still had glass in it, and wilderness had already begun to invade the somber building, with vines covering it like green veins.
			

			
				At its foot, spread out and slowly being overtaken by the foliage, was an old graveyard, underused. Mainly because every plot had been torn open in a heap of dark earth, laying bare dozens of pits.
			

			
				“Fucking balls,” Tavek breathed in horror.
			

			
				“Guess that explains the ring,” Quynn observed.
			

			
				Caldric swallowed thickly at it all, a name shivering through him, unspoken, but known to all.
			

			
				The undead.
			

			
				“Are… are they still… ya know. Up and about?” Tavek said.
			

			
				Quynn nodded. “Footprints go that way.”
			

			
				Caldric turned his head, tracing the route towards the old temple. “Fantastic,” he muttered, hefting his sword.
			

			
				“We’re going there?” Tavek gasped.
			

			
				“We still don’t know anything, really,” Caldric said. “The least we have to do is find out if the undead are still in the area.”
			

			
				“He has a point,” Quynn noted.
			

			
				“Aw bloody fucks,” the dwarf muttered as he gripped his axe tightly and followed Caldric towards the ruined building.
			

			
				They moved slowly and with care, especially as they crossed the potter’s field of the temple yard where the open graves gaped. A raven cawed from its roost atop the broken bell tower and took flight in a flutter of wings. The old doors had given way years ago, and Caldric pressed his back against the wall, taking a slow breath. He moved his head just enough to peek inside.
			

			
				Pews lay scattered and broken about the interior, wood bleached where the ceiling was broken to let in the light. What remained in shadows was the altar, the large stone slab carved with shapes and designs that made little sense to Caldric, but the scattered little bits and pieces of materials did. A stick leaned against the altar, and over it was thrown a blanket in a crude tent. Bits of bone, feather and fur lay casually discarded in heaps while a rusted cookpot sat in the corner along with some rags.
			

			
				Caldric noticed the tent moving, fluttering softly. Something was in there.
			

			
				He exchanged a look with the other two, who nodded. As silently as they could the trio made their way across the old floor, the wood softly creaking under Tavek’s feet. Fortunately, to judge by the soft grunts and gasps from the tent, whoever was within was too busy to notice them. Caldric drew up to the tent, grabbed the fabric, and whipped it off.
			

			
				Beneath was a goblin, the stunted, thin creature lying on the floor, his warty little cock clasped tightly in his hands, pumping away feverishly. Over his long nose was a pair of women’s frilly panties, his ragged ears swaying as she came to a sudden halt at the unveiling of his tent.
			

			
				Adventurers and goblin stared at one another in a frozen tableau.
			

			
				Quynn burst into laughter.
			

			
				The goblin squeaked, bounding to his feet. “Oh no you don’t!” Caldric said, lunging and grabbing the goblin by his arm. The little creature squealed in surprise as Caldric lifted him into the air. “What are you doing here? What happened to the graves? And… hey. Those panties look like…”
			

			
				“Let Greebi go!” the goblin squealed, kicking uselessly in the air. “Let go!”
			

			
				“Talk! While you still have a head,” Tavek growled, lifting his axe purposefully.
			

			
				“What he said,” Caldric added.
			

			
				“Boys,” Quynn said, laying her hand on both their shoulders. Caldric started as he felt her teasing touch, the thief slipping forward. “Really now,” she purred. “This is no way to conduct an interrogation. Please, allow me.”
			

			
				Caldric looked at her and frowned. “You think you can do better?”
			

			
				She gave him a knowing look, and Caldric grimaced, and put down the goblin.
			

			
				Greebi hurriedly backed up until he was pressed against the altar, his large eyes flicking this way and that in search of escape. Or, they were, up until Quynn reached up, and unlace the upper threads of her bodice.
			

			
				“Hello friend,” Quynn said warmly, her smile radiant, her dark lashes fluttering with sultry promise. Even though he wasn’t the target of her glamour, Caldric still felt a sudden pooling of heat in his loins, and a sudden tightness of his pants. “What’s your name?”
			

			
				“M-me Greebi,” the goblin said, staring gobsmacked at the beauty before him.
			

			
				“Greebi? Such a nice name. A strong, virile name,” Quynn cooed. “Such a brave name. I love brave men…”
			

			
				Greebi swallowed hard as he stared at the plump valley of her tits. Watching them rise and fall with her every, heaving breath. “You… um… you do?”
			

			
				“Very much so. Brave men just make me so… weak. So… needy…”
			

			
				Greebi gasped as Quynn gently reached forward, cupping his dangling balls, her thumb running along the underside of his warty cock. “Mmm. Oh Greebi. Such a mighty cock. For such a mighty goblin. I bet you were so brave hanging out in here. No doubt you saw so many things…”
			

			
				“Yessss,” the goblin moaned, panting, his thin chest heaving with staccato gasps of pleasure as the sultry thief teased his cock with stroking touches. “Greebi… mnnn… Greebi see… see lots!”
			

			
				“Like what happened outside? I bet you did. Oh Greebi. Such bravery makes me so horny. Tell me all about it, Greebi. Tell me all about what you saw.”
			

			
				“Ah… ah… S-saw… saw moons ago. People come… ah… Two women. One… ah… man… Three…”
			

			
				“Three people? Oh Greebi, but what were they doing?”
			

			
				“Mnnn! They… ah… they came to yard. One cast spell. Made… ah… made dead crawl out of ground. Oooooh!”
			

			
				“Don’t cum, Greebi,” Quynn cooed. “Don’t cum until you tell us everything that happened. Only brave goblins that stayed and watched it all should cum. And you’re so brave, Greebi. I know you are. I know you want to tell us everything that happened. Come on, Greebi. Tell us all about it…”
			

			
				“Oooooh!” the goblin moaned. “I um… I um…”
			

			
				“Are you still scared? Oh Greebi, but… what if… I stroked you… with these?”
			

			
				With her free hand Quynn undid the final laces of her bodice. Her full, heavy breasts burst into the open, nipples fat with desire, creamy breasts soon pushed forward, engulfing the goblin’s shaft.
			

			
				“Mnnnnn!” Greebi moaned as Quynn began to move her breasts around his warty little cock.
			

			
				“Tell us, Greebi. Who were they? You can tell me. You can tell me and cum your little brains out. Come on, Greebi. Tell me all about it.”
			

			
				“OOoooh!” the goblin moaned, panting, thrusting his warty little cock feverishly between Quynn’s immense breasts. “They… nnnn! One had… ah… had black hair. She wore long robe. Talking lots. Other called her M-Mira!”
			

			
				“Mira!” Caldric gasped, recalling that name. The priestess who had ensorcelled a dozen farm girls into a pleasure cult, and had nearly claimed Faylana and Tavek too.
			

			
				Tavek elbowed him sharply in the ribs. “Shut up,” the dwarf hissed. Caldric bit his tongue as asked, though he knew the dwarf was so eager to quiet him so as not to interrupt the lurid scene. And Caldric had to admit it was lurid. The sultry thief moving her full breasts around the stunted little monster’s cock. Greebi moaning and thrusting between her tits, his cock so small it didn’t even crest those plump orbs.
			

			
				“Who else, Greebi?” Quynn purred, her voice pleading and sensual. “OOoooh, I’m so hot for you. So wet with how brave you are. My brave goblin. Who were the others?”
			

			
				“D-don’t know!” the goblin moaned. “Other woman had silver hair. Slept in… ah… slept in box during day! Had to leave temple while she here. Didn’t catch me… ooooh… Other… Other in dark robe… Not see face… He… ah… He raise dead. He fill with power. That all… all Greebi see. Greebi see that!”
			

			
				“Oh Greebi, that’s so much! You deserve to cum so much. So cum for me, Greebi, my brave goblin. Cum in my big breasts. Squirt your cum for me. Cum. Cum!”
			

			
				“OoooooH!” Greebi squealed, hammering his fists against the altar behind him, pumping his cock between her tits as he reached his limit. He squealed in purest pleasure, thrusting between her tits, his legs trembling as he cummed ropes of his seed into her tits, spurting from between those plush globes to splatter atop them.
			

			
				Quynn smirked, lifting her breasts from the goblin’s lap. “Mmmm. Good boy,” she purred, lifting her breasts higher, tucking her chin, and delicately licking up the cum. “Mmmmm. So brave.”
			

			
				Caldric shifted, seeming to wake from a stupor. He realized he was rubbing his bulge and hastily pulled his hand away. “Right. Um, right. That was useful. So I guess uh… guess we better report this.”
			

			
				“What about the goblin?” Tavek asked, fingering his axe almost sexually. “We kill him?”
			

			
				“Now, now. No need for that,” Quynn said, smirking at the pair. “He was ever so helpful. Let’s let him go. Hm?”
			

			
				Caldric grimaced. He didn’t like it. Something told him he should strike down the wretched little creature before him. Particularly because those panties looked very familiar. The last time he saw a pair like it, he’d been tugging them down Faylana’s thighs before lovingly letting his tongue delve into the panting elf’s honeypot.
			

			
				“…I suppose, since he told us,” he said reluctantly.
			

			
				Quynn smirked at the pair, then turned her dark eyes back to Greebi. “See, my handsome little champion? You’re free to go. Stay out of trouble now.”
			

			
				The goblin nodded weakly, yet as the half succubus’s glamour faded, Caldric found the goblin looking at him with such venom that the human warrior was disturbed.
			

			
				“Come on,” Caldric said to the other two, sheathing his sword deliberately. “Let’s go. I want to check back in on Faylana. Gods know what Borto’s been up to with her.”
			

			
				“Ha! Old Halfwise has probably forgotten he’s even hired her for a spell!”
			

			
				“Mmm. I don’t know about that,” Quynn smirked as she scooped up the last of Greebi’s cum with her finger, sucking it clean with every hint of satisfaction. “The old ones are the cleverest, especially if you’re not careful.”
			

			
				That was not what Caldric wanted to hear. He grimaced, rolling his shoulders, feeling the goblin’s glare between his shoulder blade as surely as if the stunted creature was thrusting a knife between them. Whatever. It was just a goblin. Nothing to really worry about.
			

			
				Probably.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ritual
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana stood just outside the runic circle etched on the floor in nothing but a robe and gave Borto a questioning look.
			

			
				“And this will help your spellcasting?”
			

			
				“Absolutely,” the stocky mage said from behind a thick volume propped upon a podium. Several other large tomes were being used as Borto’s stool. Once upon a time he probably could have stood there without the need, but that must have been a long time ago indeed. Faylana felt sorry for the sorcerer. Humans aged so poorly.
			

			
				“Hr hrm! Now then, let’s begin,” Borto said.
			

			
				Faylana nodded and shrugged off the robe. In the glow of candles her naked curves were unveiled, bronzed by firelight, her nipples pink and stiff with excitement. She delicately stepped into the ring, holding her breath as Borto began to chant.
			

			
				Borto had explained it quite succinctly. There were reagents that could only be gathered in certain ways, and from certain creatures beyond the realms of mortal eyes. Borto lacked the proper ‘equipment’ as he put it to entice such creatures. But Faylana, apparently, was exactly what such a monster would find appealing, and if done properly, the essence of the monster could be gathered.
			

			
				Borto had told her its name, but the absurd number of syllables and X’s defeated her best efforts at pronunciation.
			

			
				“Don’t worry about it,” Borto told her, grinning. “Your mouth will be busy during the ritual anyway.”
			

			
				And now it began.
			

			
				Faylana watched as the space within the circle faded to darkness, the rim of the design licking like embers of the void itself. She could see endless gulfs of darkness. Nebulas far distant, gleaming like ribbons of crimson and violet. Her heartbeat quickened at such an awesome sight.
			

			
				Then, across this cosmic ether, something moved into view.
			

			
				Faylana caught her breath as the dark bulk oozed through the void. A mass of ever-shifting colours and shapes. A body in the void. An unknowable intelligence. A thing existing beyond the ken of even the greatest of minds.
			

			
				A thing being drawn to the circle, and sprouting limbs as it pleased.
			

			
				Tentacles slowly reached up towards the circle, the floor on which Faylana stood rippling as the tentacles reached through the bound of reality. She stared in awe as those great, rubbery limbs coiled and shifted about her.
			

			
				“Ah!” she gasped as one brushed her thigh, leaving a slimy trace behind.
			

			
				“Don’t worry. It’s perfectly safe,” Borto said before resuming his chanting, his eyes sparking behind his glasses and words awkward so wide was his grin.
			

			
				“Y-yes, master,” Faylana said as more tentacles reached up through the floor. Stroking her. Touching her. Teasing her with great movements of their rubbery limbs.
			

			
				“Ah!” she gasped as a slick tentacle ran up her thigh, her heart pounding with fear, yes, but also with excitement! Such a thing as this had never happened to her before, and she mewled softly as those rubbery tentacles stroked her slick gash, teasing her tender pussy.
			

			
				The taste of her pale flesh encouraged the creature. More limbs moved towards her. Faylana moaned softly as they began to run up and down her skin, teasing and tasting her soft flesh. Adoring her curves. Exploring her body.
			

			
				“Oh. Ohhhhh…” she moaned as two tentacles moved over the gentle curves of her breasts, their slime shining on her pale skin, the suckers along the limbs finding the budding shapes of her nipples. Like tiny, sucking mouth they attached themselves to those perky peaks, Faylana gasping, moaning as they began to hungrily suckle at her, undulating as they wrapped around her breasts, binding and squeezing her mounds tightly.
			

			
				More tentacles grasped her body, slithering over her. She whimpered as a new tentacle rose from the pits below. A strange, bulbous thing unlike the rest. Her thighs were parted wide by the tentacles, and the bulbous, dark shape teased against her slick gash.
			

			
				And pushed inside with an obscene squelch of slime.
			

			
				“Ahhhhh!” Faylana cried out in sweet pleasure as that strange limb pushed its way into her, throbbing with unholy vitality. No sooner was she filled with it, the other tentacles lifted her off her feet, turning her about in the air, slithering across her curves.
			

			
				The slime of its tentacles seeped into her mind. Erasing all her will. All her resistance. All her thoughts other than to rut against the invading limbs. Rocking her hips, riding the thick tentacle that stuffed her helpless pussy.
			

			
				“Oh. Oh! Oh f-fuck. Fuck! Yes! Yes. Mnnnn! Oooooh!” she moaned, panting, rutting against the thrusting members.
			

			
				“That’s it. That’s good. Keep going,” Borto breathed, watching in flushed excitement the lovely elf as the elf was filled and fucked with the unearthly tentacles.
			

			
				“Ah!” Faylana gasped as another limb twisted against her puckered backdoor. “N-not there! That’s my… my… ooooooh!” she moaned as the tentacle slithered into her ass, the bulbous tip seeming to twist and inflate within her, filling her tight rear like nothing she’d ever dreamed could. “Oh f-fuck! Yes. Yes! Fuck! Fuck me. Fuck… mnnn. Fuck my a-ass! Fuck me pussy! Oh gods yes. Yes! Ooooomph!”
			

			
				Her cries of delight were suddenly smothered as a new tentacle pushed against her lips. Eagerly she opened her mouth, letting that rubbery limb inside, her soft lips sucking on it dutifully, falling into the enthralling sensation of being a living fucktoy to the monstrous creature.
			

			
				And that was nothing compared to when the tentacle within her dripping cunny began to thrust.
			

			
				“Mmm! Mmmph! MMmmm!” she moaned her hips rolling as the oozing tentacle pumped in and out of her, stuffing her with writhing, rubbery flesh. Using her. Taking her. Her eyes rolled back as her body grew coated in slime, the tentacles continuing to move over her like constricting snakes. Her tits feeling swollen under the hungry sucking. Her pussy trembling with the inhuman sensation of her fucking.
			

			
				It was too much. Far too much. “MMm! Mmph! Mmmmph!”
			

			
				Faylana arched, her scream of orgasmic pleasure muffled by the tentacle she continued to eagerly suckle as her belly swelled with intoxicating slime. Her body tensed and shuddered as she came.
			

			
				But the creature wasn’t yet sated.
			

			
				Not by a long shot.
			

			
				Her body burned with pleasure. With desire. With sweet, drunken ecstasy. Her hips rocked, fucking herself in the grasp of the alien creature. A slave to its whims. A puppet to its pleasure. Her mind grew distant. Blank. Lost as she came again and again. Each orgasm melting into the next. An endless cascade of pure pleasure.
			

			
				“Yes. Perfect! So perfect!” Borto breathed, furiously stroking himself behind the podium as he watched the sultry elf be claimed by his summoned horror. Writhing in a nest of tentacles. Fucked and stroked and teased and used. “More. More! He’s getting close, Faylana. Can you feel it?”
			

			
				Oh she could. She could feel the swelling of the tentacles within her ass and pussy. How it twisted and writhed about her. Teased her and used her. Abused her. Wanted her. Tasted her. Took her and claimed her and fucked her raw.
			

			
				“Mmm! Mmmm! Mmmmmm!” Faylana cried out as the creature suddenly shuddered.
			

			
				And came.
			

			
				Her eyes shot open as thick cum burst into her mouth, pussy and ass, pumped a hot river within her. Her muffled scream was higher than it had ever been before. Her stomach bulged with the sheer amount of monstrous seed it stuffed her with, tentacle twisting in her gripping pussy until she thought she might go mad from the intensity of her orgasm.
			

			
				“Mmmmm!”
			

			
				Again the creature came. Again it pumped her full of its cum. Again she shuddered and writhed in pleasure. Her mind was blank. A white haze of pure bliss. Detached from reality. Floating like she was in the grip of the creature.
			

			
				Borto moaned as he came as well, his stroking hand urging him to climax, spurting his cum over the floor of his podium. He gasped, pulling away his hand from his cock, and hastily began to ease the spell.
			

			
				Slowly, the tentacles began to recede, sinking back into the floor. Faylana moaned in despair as they slithered away from her arms, her mouth, her tight elven ass and, the last, from her overstuffed pussy. Slowly they wriggled back into the void within the floor, escaping from reality, leaving the elven sorceress panting and drenched in seed behind.
			

			
				The void faded, the etched marks of the runic circle soon all that remained. Almost at once Borto bounded down from his podium and stool of books, snatching up a number of jars he had waiting. “Here, Faylana. Pour the creature’s essence into these. Quickly!”
			

			
				Faylana moaned, barely registering his words. She rolled herself heavily onto her side, then her knees. She shuddered with the effort of holding in the stuffing spooge of the monster as she shakily put the jar against her gaping pussy. Hr muscles tensed and released.
			

			
				With an obscene gurgle, drooling monster cum oozed from her pussy, rapidly filling the waiting jar. “Oooooh,” Faylana moaned, almost regretting the need to surrender it, barely managing to put the next jar there after the first had gone. Soon enough close to a dozen jars filled with greenish ooze were lined up beside her, the elf panting as she squeezed the last that she could into the waiting jar.
			

			
				“D-done…” Faylana gasped, giving an exhausted but happy smile to the wizard.
			

			
				“So I should say! Well done indeed, Faylana. Look at that! So much. It must have really liked you. Such creatures rarely give up so much of their essence so quickly.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled, her head spinning as she beamed at the wizard. “Th-thank you, master.”
			

			
				Borto chortled. “Hmm. But, oh dear. It seems that whole scene was a bit much for me. I fear I’ve grown a bit tense once more. And I surely can’t go back to casting spells like this. Faylana, dear? Would you mind…”
			

			
				Faylana smiled drunkenly. “Not at all,” she said.
			

			
				And she didn’t. After all, Borto was such an incredible mage. It only made sense for her to help him in any way she could with his magic. As he pulled out his cock, Faylana wrapped her lips around it, still tasting the creature’s cum as she began dutifully sucking the moaning old man’s cock. Borto laughed with satisfaction as he felt the warmth and the tug of suction upon his cock. He rested a hand upon her slime-slicked head.
			

			
				She was truly the best apprentice ever!
			

			
				 
			

			
				Reunions
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric rapped his fist against the heavy wooden door of Borto’s tower.
			

			
				For the third time.
			

			
				“This is ridiculous,” the warrior muttered. He considered breaking down the door when it suddenly opened, and Caldric gaped at Faylana.
			

			
				The elf stood before him, beaming in delight, dripping with water, and only wearing a towel. The fluffy white cloth wrapped about her plump curves, lifting up her hefty breasts, barely low enough to cover the delicate pink of her pussy. Her face lit up at the sight of him.
			

			
				“Caldric!” the elf cried in delight, pushing forward and wrapping her arms about him in a tight hug. “There you are. How are you?”
			

			
				“Uh… uh…”
			

			
				“What is it? Is something wrong?”
			

			
				Caldric swallowed. “H-hello, Faylana. Why um… why are you only wearing a towel?”
			

			
				Faylana glanced down at the fluffy white towel wrapped about her. “Oh!” she said, giggling. “Borto and I were working on a spell and I got quite messy! We summoned a fiend from beyond the realms to gather ingredients. It was incredible! Here, come in.”
			

			
				“Uh, yeah. Maybe I um… better…”
			

			
				Caldric allowed her to tug him into the ruin that was the wizard’s tower. Faylana hugged his arm close, beaming down at him as they made their way back towards the desk. Caldric sniffed. There was a strange scent in the air. Something thick and foul.
			

			
				“Borto! Look who it is!” Faylana cried.
			

			
				The wizard glanced up from his desk, smoking a long-stemmed pipe. He raised a brow, taking the pipe from his mouth. “Oh. Caldric. Can I help you?”
			

			
				“I uh… hope so,” Caldric said, glaring at the diminutive old man. “What kind of spell requires a bath afterwards?”
			

			
				Borto glanced at Faylana, smirking. “Hmm,” he said, leaning back in his chair, fixing Caldric with an amused look. “Well, sometimes magic can be messy, Caldric. That’s the way it is.”
			

			
				“Oh, but it was such a success!” Faylana gushed, bouncing in place and clapping her hands, her eyes shining with excitement and breasts threatening to escape the towel. “We summoned the creature and I helped Borto retrieve some ingredients for his next spell. It worked wonderfully!”
			

			
				Caldric gaped as the knot of her towel came loose, the soft fabric slipping away to flutter to the ground, revealing all of Faylana’s milky pale curves for all to see. “F-Faylana!” Caldric gasped, grabbing the towel and hastily covering her with it.
			

			
				“Oops! Sorry,” Faylana giggled.
			

			
				“No complaints here,” Borto chortled.
			

			
				Caldric gave the wizard an angry glare, who in turn merely shrugged.
			

			
				“Anyway,” Caldric bit out. “We ah… don’t have the money for the spellbook yet. But we should have enough soon. We’re working on a job that’s… gotten pretty big.”
			

			
				“Oh!” Faylana cried delightedly. “Well done Caldric! I’m so proud of you. But it’s not necessary,” she said happily. “I don’t mind working for Borto for a little while longer. I’m learning ever so much!”
			

			
				“I’ll say. She’s just been… filled with new experiences,” the wizard chuckled, stroking his long beard with a smirk.
			

			
				Caldric narrowed his eyes but Borto ignored it. The warrior turned back to Faylana and drew her away from the wizard’s desk. His voice dropped to a low murmur. “Hey, Faylana. Are you um… are you sure you need this spellbook? I mean, we can probably pay for it soon. Or find another. I’m sure we can get a better deal on one elsewhere…”
			

			
				“Oh,” Faylana said, her face falling, even her long ears drooping. “Oh, but Caldric. It’s such an excellent book. And I’m learning so much from Borto too.”
			

			
				“Oh,” Caldric echoed her. “Um. Well, if you’re sure…” He cleared his throat, rallying. “A-anyway, I was thinking we could go out for dinner at one of the taverns at the square. Nice evening…”
			

			
				“Faylana?” Borto called from his desk. “I need your help with a spell over here. And don’t forget you have to clean the upper level today.”
			

			
				Faylana flashed Caldric a sad smile. “I’m sorry, Caldric. I’m just swamped at the moment. Maybe another time!”
			

			
				“Ah. Yes. Maybe…”
			

			
				“Faylana?”
			

			
				“I have to go. We’ll talk later. Okay?” the elf said, beaming.
			

			
				“Yeah. Okay. Later…”
			

			
				Caldric watched as Faylana bounced back to the wizard, leaning over his desk to see what he’d been writing, offering up a perfect view of her peachy bottom and pink cunny. Caldric lingered a moment, but soon, and reluctantly, was forced to turn his feet towards the exit, opening the door.
			

			
				“Alright Faylana,” Caldric heard Borto say as the warrior closed the door behind him. “Now, I think I might need some more relaxation before this next spell…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Holy Warrior
			

			
				 
			

			
				Somber, high, and arched, the halls of the Order of the Silver Chalice were a grim place for a grim people. The windows stained with scenes of devotion of the faith, of monsters slain by armoured women and the goddess giving her blessing, painted the floor below in hues of red and blue. Down the barren corridors Simona Trueheart strode, her greaves snapping against the stone as she moved among the pillars, past altars burning with candles and icons. Her silver armour was polished to a shine, her helmet clasped under her arm, leaving her shock of fiery red hair on full display. Her amour melded to her high, firm breasts and trim but strong physique. For only one of strength could wield the heavy warhammer that hung at her side. As she came to the large door at the end of the corridor, she hastily straightened, smoothing her tabard, and rapped his knuckles on the wood.
			

			
				“Enter.”
			

			
				Simona opened the door and stepped inside, halting in the middle of the room before cutting a sharp, stern bow. “Mother Superior. You summoned me?”
			

			
				The Mother was a tall woman, somber in her dark habit, but her eyes the sad warmth of one who has seen many years and many trials through. She sat behind a large desk scattered with papers, two candles glowing at the corners. Spartan orderliness was the order of the day, the room bare and austere as the woman herself. Not a flower or a painting to decorate the walls, the layout of the furnishing so rigidly ordered it might have been done with a ruler.
			

			
				“Rise, Simona,” the Mother Superior said, her voice as soft and cold as a winter’s breeze.
			

			
				Simona straightened stiffly, meeting the other woman’s eyes.
			

			
				The Mother Superior pushed a paper across the table. “Read this.”
			

			
				“A missive?” Simona said, taking the parchment and scanning it quickly. As she did, her eyes slowly hardened, her lips tightening with distaste. “This…”
			

			
				“Yes,” the Mother Superior said grimly, lacing her fingers before her, looking over them at the paladin. “It appears that Morbus Skorn lives. The Plague Lord has returned to Sarruth.”
			

			
				The parchment crinkled in Simona’s fist. “Then he survived.”
			

			
				“So it seems,” the Mother said. She rose slowly and walked to the window, looking through and down onto the fields below. In the yard young women of the order trained, armed with practice swords, they sparred under the grim eye of a drill instructor in the armour bearing the crest of the chalice. Even as she watched, the instructor barked a command and approached, adjusting a girl’s weapon.
			

			
				“…We thought we had bested him some time ago,” the Mother said. “But now, it appears we were mistaken. By trickery or sorcery, he lives again, and he must not be allowed to spread his darkness.”
			

			
				“Has the king been notified?”
			

			
				The Mother tapped her fingers on the window frame. “…It would be best if this were resolved without him needing to.”
			

			
				Simona frowned. “I don’t understand, Mother. If Skorn has returned, the whole kingdom should be warned of this. But…”
			

			
				“The daughters of nobles and commoners flock to our banner,” the Mother suddenly said. “Women who will form a new order. A mighty order. The slaying of Skorn brought us much prestige and honour. Should it come out that we had failed, questions would be asked. People might speak of lies. That we had deceived them and merely pretended to have slain him.”
			

			
				“We would never!” Simona barked, only to flush hotly and hastily bow her head again. “Forgive me, Mother. I spoke out of turn.”
			

			
				The Mother turned an indulgent smile on the warrior woman. “Fret not. I understand your anger. You are forgiven.” She crossed the room and laid her hands upon Simona’s shoulders. “But you must understand the wickedness of many, my daughter. Our faith is pure, but in others it is tainted and corruptible. They will seek to drag us down so as to bring themselves up. It is the way of politics.”
			

			
				“I will not fail you, Mother,” Simona said earnestly. “I will slay Skorn before his deeds can be known.”
			

			
				“I trust you, my daughter. Go with my blessing, and bring an end to this creature.”
			

			
				“You have my word.”
			

			
				Simona straightened, turned, and marched towards the door, every step ringing with purpose. As he grasped the doorknob, the Mother said, “And Simona?”
			

			
				The paladin paused and glanced back. “Mother?”
			

			
				“Do not take this task alone,” she said with a stern eye. “Gather allies for this battle. Let us not repeat what happened in Ghisleman.”
			

			
				Simona winced and nodded. “As you say, mother. I shall see it done.”
			

			
				“The goddess watches over you, my daughter,” the Mother Superior intoned as Simona opened the door and departed. “You shall need it.”
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				The Hunger
			

			
				 
			

			
				The night wind stirred her cloak as she walked down the king’s road. Midnight had come and gone, and the only light upon the world was the blind eye of the moon. Leaves shivered on the branches and whispered against one another. The road was empty but for her, for though the Kingdom of Sarruth’s highways were safe by day, by night the dark things stirred.
			

			
				One such thing watched the woman walk, and woman it was, for her curves readily pressed against her cloak, outlining the soft shape of ample breasts and sweet, supple hips. The watcher licked his lips. It had been a long time since he’d been summoned to the world, not to mention slaked his lusts. The silly girl who’d thought she was a warlock had learned quickly her mistake, that she was merely a bitch waiting to be broken. The watcher shivered again, skin prickling with delight at the memory of her taking. Of the glow of the candles about the runic circle and on the tanned flesh of the peasant girl. Of her lips parted, eyes dim, fairly drooling with pleasure as he fucked her.
			

			
				But he had been impatient. Had supped too quickly on her life force in his pleasure. She was gone, but he was free.
			

			
				And at last he’d feed again.
			

			
				The traveler stopped, hearing him move, crushing underbrush beneath his hooves. She turned sharply as he stepped into the open, the pale moonlight glowing against horns, his body slim and fingers ending in long talons. He grinned, a tail like a scorpion’s swaying above his head, filled with intoxicants that would render a woman a moaning mess, and a man paralyzed.
			

			
				“Pretty woman,” he said, tongue licking the air. “Pretty woman mustn’t be afraid. Won’t hurt you.”
			

			
				She took a sharp step back. “Demon,” she hissed.
			

			
				He grinned wider, his tongue again licking the air. But tasting something else. The tang of femininity and perfume faintly surrounded her, but so too did a taste of steel and leather.
			

			
				He squinted at her, but continued to move forward, his tail swaying behind his head. “Pretty girl not fight. Pretty girl won’t be hurt. I just want to play. Only play.”
			

			
				“I’d heard that demons were abroad in the kingdom, but one so brazen is surprising,” she said.
			

			
				He frowned a little, sensing something amiss here. He was horrifying, and proud of it. Sure, he might not be as insidiously seductive as a succubus, nor as broad and powerful as a warbreed, but he was still menacing. Corded muscles. Sharp claws. He wasn’t some imp.
			

			
				He moved slowly about her. “Not fight. Just want to please you. Pleasure you…” he said, his eyes once more drawn to the firm shapes of her tits. Almost too firm…
			

			
				She curled her lip in distaste. “Demons. All alike. Do you think all women will fall to your wiles? Your infernal pleasures hold no power over me!”
			

			
				Okay, something was really wrong here. Not just because she was, frankly, being very rude by not whimpering and cowering, but also because he caught an opening in her cloak and saw a flash of steel.
			

			
				He frowned, his whole face contracting in annoyance. This was odd. He didn’t like odd. He was a simple creature. He ate. He fucked. He corrupted souls of the innocent. Losing patience, he bolted forward, swiping with a clawed hand.
			

			
				To his surprise she twisted away, his talons only catching at the edges of her cloak. The movement tore it aside, and his stomach dropped into his groin.
			

			
				Silver armour agleam with designs flashed in the moon, and so did a hammer. An elaborate, engraved weapon that fairly flew into her hand as she took up a stance before the demon.
			

			
				“Monster. Come. Meet your reckoning,” Simona Trueheart growled, her fiery red hair billowing out about her, hood thrown back as she stood ready to meet the demon’s next attack.
			

			
				The demon who was seriously reconsidering the course of events.
			

			
				He circled her, his hooves clicking, his tail bobbing. She followed him, turning slowly. The smell of that hammer twisted the demon’s nose with revulsion. A low glow suffused it, and something in his very nature abhorred that weapon in a way fundamental to his very being. He knew instinctively that it was a danger to him. More than a mere danger.
			

			
				Momentarily he considered fleeing, but he wondered if he could escape. And perhaps as pertinent, her casting open her cloak had revealed the true extent of her figure, clad tightly in her armour. The demon’s cock swelled beneath him, ridged for her pleasure, wanting to taste this beautiful figure.
			

			
				He snarled, tail snapping forward. Simona sidestepped it easily, the stinger plunging into the dirt. Before he could withdraw it, her arm swung, her hammer lashed out.
			

			
				The demon screamed as the end of his tail was obliterated in a flash of holy magic. He staggered back, green ichor oozing from the crushed remains of his tail.
			

			
				Simona followed, her face set with grim pleasure at her work. The demon now realized what he faced. No mincing maid this. Not even a simple warrior woman with steel, but a champion of powers antithesis to his own.
			

			
				He turned to run.
			

			
				Simona’s arm lashed forward, the hammer came down again.
			

			
				The demon howled in agony as his leg took the blow. He fell to the road, twisting onto his back as the paladin approached, looming over him. “Mercy!” he squealed.
			

			
				“No,” Simona said, and raised her hammer once more.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Evenings
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric Stonehands raised his head from the bed and glanced to the window where Faylana, his beloved, stood, looking out at the night shrouded cityscape of Zeegendorf. A single candle burned on a side table, glowing against the elf’s curves, her thin night gown doing nothing to mask her body. Full, shapely breasts whose nipples pressed against the cloth were sharply outlined. Her rear pressed against the cloth tantalizingly, the candlelight faintly illuminating her figure in shadows beneath the gown. It was a form Caldric was intensely familiar with, having enjoyed the beauty a number of times by now, and he had to say, she seemed to enjoy it too.
			

			
				Yet she looked troubled as she stared out over the dark city. He propped himself up and said, “Something the matter?”
			

			
				“I thought I heard something,” she said.
			

			
				“Something?”
			

			
				“Yes. A scream.”
			

			
				“Oh. Probably the neighbours,” Caldric said bitterly, knocking his fist against the wall.
			

			
				The soft rap was met with a heavy, thumping beat of a bedframe slamming against the wall, along with moans and cries of heady pleasure.
			

			
				“Fuck! Yes! Yes! Quynn! Ohhh fuck!”
			

			
				“Tavek! Yes! Give me your fucking cooooock!”
			

			
				Caldric grimaced. He knew it was a mistake to take a room next to Quynn and Tavek. One a half succubus, the other a randy dwarf, it was inevitable really that they would fuck. He just wished they didn’t do it at every opportunity. Nor that every morning Tavek looked so exhausted. At this rate, Quynn would kill the dwarf more thoroughly than any axe. But what a way to go…
			

			
				“No. I don’t think it’s that,” Faylana said. She shook her head, shrugging with a soft laugh. “Ah. I don’t know. It was probably nothing.”
			

			
				“Probably,” Caldric agreed, eager to take her mind off it. He lifted the sheets. “Come on. It’s getting late, and we have a big day tomorrow.”
			

			
				Faylana flashed him a smile over her shoulder. She moved lightly across the room, taking a seat on the bed beside him, leaning in and kissing him closely. Caldric took in a sharp breath at the feel of the elf against him. Her soft, soft lips moving against his in a passionate kiss. He was still amazed that the beautiful elf had decided to start up a relationship with him. Not that he was complaining, of course.
			

			
				He reached up, stroking her arms, pulling her down onto him as he deepened the kiss, humming in pleasure. He gently cupped her breast, giving it a squeeze, delighting in the way Faylana gasped and whimpered as he massaged that sensitive orb.
			

			
				“Mmm. Faylana…”
			

			
				“Caldric,” she breathed, her breath hot. But she pulled back, softly shaking her head. “I’m sorry, Caldric. Not tonight.”
			

			
				“No?” the human said. “But, I…”
			

			
				“Borto has me so busy the last few days. I don’t think I have the energy tonight. Besides, I have to meditate.”
			

			
				Caldric bit back his disappointment. Borto. Damn the old buzzard. He was really regretting introducing Faylana to the wizard. The old bastard had offered the beautiful elf a spell book for her assistance, but Caldric was growing wary of the old pervert.
			

			
				Not that he expected Faylana to willingly betray him. Especially not for a wrinkled old man. But the problem was, Faylana might not even see it as a betrayal. She was so innocent in the way of the world. Several times she had been nearly tricked into pleasuring other men, and her upbringing in the elven groves, where pleasures of the flesh were celebrated, ill prepared her for the outside.
			

			
				“You’re not… mad, are you?” Faylana asked, her eyes soft with uncertainty.
			

			
				Caldric snapped back to the present. “No,” he said quickly, stroking her arm. “No, no. Not at all. I know how ah… how much you want that spell book.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “Oh yes!” she said. “It will be so helpful! I’m already learning so much from Borto. But I promise, once I’m more rested, we can have as much fun as we want.”
			

			
				Caldric smiled uneasily. “Yes. I hope so…”
			

			
				Faylana giggled, kissed him lightly again. “Thank you for understanding, Caldric.”
			

			
				“Oh yes. That’s me. Good old understanding Caldric. Haha. That’s what I do.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled again and stood.
			

			
				“Where are you going?”
			

			
				“Borto gave me a meditation assignment before I go to bed. He says it will increase the potency of my magic. But I need privacy to do it.”
			

			
				Caldric grimaced. “Right. I see,” he said, rising. “I’d best not disturb you then.”
			

			
				“Where are you going?” Faylana asked.
			

			
				“You can have the room to meditate. I’m going downstairs to get a drink.”
			

			
				“You are?”
			

			
				“Yes. Hate to disturb you.”
			

			
				“Oh. If you’re sure…”
			

			
				“Sure as sure,” Caldric said under his breath, opened the door and only just managing not to slam it behind him.
			

			
				Faylana leaned back against the bed, frowning to herself. Was it just her, or did Caldric seem upset? Her frown deepened a little. Maybe Caldric was getting worried about her spending so much time with Borto. But surely he must realize it was in order to become stronger. She wanted the party to be more successful, and to do that, she needed that new spellbook. And besides. She didn’t want him to feel bad about not being able to afford the book. He needed to save money too.
			

			
				Faylana propped her chin in her hand, lips pursed with thought, but in the end, simply shrugged. Oh well. He said he was sure. And he did leave her to meditate. Perhaps he did understand. Brightening at this thought, Faylana reached under the bed and retrieved the pouch she’d hidden there.
			

			
				Opening the drawstring, she pulled out the treasure inside. Long and thick, the rubbery cock was warm to the touch, infused with magic. Borto had told her all about a special meditation technique he’d learned from the dark elves of the underworlds. A mystic ritual using a device such as this to bring the user to new heights of pleasure, and therefore, clarity. She was anxious to try, and he’d been so generous about offering it to her, she couldn’t say no.
			

			
				Gently adjusting herself against the bedframe, Faylana parted her legs, her nightgown riding up her hips and thighs, baring the pink gusset of her pussy. She bit her lip as she pressed the head of that rubbery cock against her tender lips, and gently inserted it inside.
			

			
				“Ah!” she gasped as the magic tingled, activating.
			

			
				“Ah!” echoed Borto across town in his tower, the ancient wizard dropping his toothbrush, the taste of mint burning on his tongue as he felt his cock respond to the symbiotic spell he’d cast on the treasure he’d supplied Faylana.
			

			
				“Mmmm,” the elf moaned, sliding that dildo deeper.
			

			
				“Ooooh,” Borto moaned, grabbing the washbasin in his bathroom as his cock twitched at the sensation of distant tightness enveloping him. That velvety softness of Faylana’s cunt.
			

			
				Faylana was breathing hard now. Her breasts heaved as she gently slid the pseudo-cock in and out of herself, slowly at first, then faster. Faster. Her people adored the sensations of pleasure, seeking new ways in which to indulge, and the tingling of magic that infused that rubbery shaft thrilled her in ways only a copious amount of wine and a good gangbang managed.
			

			
				“Ah. Ah! Ah!” she gasped, her hips soon rutting on the bed as she drove that wonderful cock into herself. An eagerness only amplified by the sounds echoing from the room next door.
			

			
				“Yes! Yes! Cum in me, Tavek. Cum in meeee! Fuck meeeee!” Quynn screamed, her voice rising in a keen of purest orgasm.
			

			
				Faylana moaned, letting her head fall back, hair cascading like a shining river over her shoulders as she fucked herself with the dildo, the wet schlicking sound joining her panting moans as she fucked herself frantically.
			

			
				Unbeknownst to her, Borto was having an equally difficult time. Groaning, he was now on his knees, his bathrobe yanked open, his unkempt beard bouncing as he gasped and panted, feeling the tightness of Faylana’s distant pussy through the spell. Her eagerness radiating through his cock in sweet pulses of pleasure. “Oooooh fuuuuuck!”
			

			
				“Yes!” Faylana moaned in her bedroom, massaging her sensitive breast with a free hand, her body swept with the tingling tightness of nearing orgasm. Her body desperately rutting as she felt that arcane dildo pulse and throb with power. “Oh goddess yes! Yes! Oh please… oh please… oh… Oh… Ohhhhh!”
			

			
				Her cry rose in a great moan of pleasure as she felt her orgasm sweep down on her, every muscles tightening, as she bit down on her fist to try and muffle that shameful moan of pure pleasure as she came, her pussy tightening, rippling, echoing up and down that plunging cock with an endless high of pleasure.
			

			
				“Oh fuck!” Borto groaned as he felt the elf’s orgasm squeeze the enchanted dildo. He grabbed his cock, the wrinkled old pervert moaning as his cock pulsed, pumping his cum onto the shining bathroom floor in short spurts of his seed.
			

			
				Faylana collapsed onto the bed, panting, breasts heaving. Wow. How had she never known about this sort of meditation before? It was amazing! She smiled blissfully, her mind wonderfully clear with the whiteness of orgasmic bliss. She lay there in bed, feeling her body unknot, ease with the pleasured sweetness of her orgasm.
			

			
				Her eyes wandered back down to that dildo. It had been amazing. At the height of orgasm, she’d felt it twitch as if it were cumming in her. But that had been impossible, of course. Still, the effect was undeniable. In fact, the more she thought about it…
			

			
				Without preamble, Faylana began to move that thick dildo within her again, her lashes fluttering as she felt anew that sweet pleasure of meditation. Mmm. How marvellous.
			

			
				And across town, Borto, in the midst of staggering out of his bathroom, knees weak from the effect of his orgasm, felt his sensitive cock squeezed anew.
			

			
				“OOooooh fuuuuuck!” the old wizard moaned as his cock as massaged in the vice of young, elven pleasure. His knees gave way and he fell to the floor, moaning as his cock was again used to fuck the insatiable pussy of the elven beauty he’d given it to.
			

			
				Only then did he realize what he had done, and only then did he wonder if he’d made a mistake not putting a fail safe on the dildo.
			

			
				He was in for a long night.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Agreements
			

			
				 
			

			
				The bar on the ground floor of the tavern was nearly empty, so late in the evening only the truly dedicated drunks were still about, and Caldric.
			

			
				He sat at a booth, nursing a tankard the bartender had reluctantly provided, given the late hour and the, as it turned out, quite accurate assumption that he wouldn’t be able to close early. Caldric was one of the few about save the brooding bartender, a man face down on a table and snoring, and the barmaid who leaned against the wall, yawning into her hand and glancing frequently at the clock.
			

			
				Caldric paid them little attention. His world was encapsulated in the dark ale of his cup. He was feeling philosophical. Primarily about his relationship. Should he be upset that Faylana was spending so much time with Borto? He knew he shouldn’t. After all, she was her own woman, with her own mind and own decisions.
			

			
				Yet the words of Ruvar, his sister’s soon to be husband, lingered in his mind. The half-orc had told him that elves had trouble controlling their libidos, and heavens knew Faylana was innocent. Not dumb, necessarily, but so ill-used to the world outside the elven groves it was little wonder she was taken advantage of so often. He felt a need to protect the beautiful elf, in addition to the relationship they had both begun. 
			

			
				And yet, he worried about her. And especially about his ability to keep her. Was he not enough for her? He knew she was out of his league. Miles out of it, in fact. But she had chosen him. Could he be upset if she found someone else to satisfy her?
			

			
				Or was he just being paranoid?
			

			
				After all, he was talking about Borto here. The wizard was about as sexually exciting as a piece of moldy bread. Not to mention old as the hills. So maybe there wasn’t, in fact, any problem, and he was just exaggerating the issue. Perhaps he was just overprotective and jealous.
			

			
				This last fact worried him more than anything. He didn’t like Quynn, but she had a point. No woman liked a man who tried to smother her with control. If he did, would he simply end up driving the lovely elf away?
			

			
				Caldric groaned and pressed his face into the palms of his hands, rubbing his face wearily. Gods but he was tired. He really should have stayed in the room.
			

			
				Distantly, he heard the tavern door open, but he paid little mind, too sunk in his own brooding to even look. Only when he heard the thump of metal greaves on the old wood floor in a sharp, measured march did he raise his head even a little.
			

			
				A woman had entered, her fiery red hair cascading over a long cloak. She was speaking to the innkeeper, who had drawn himself up sharply at her presence. The man spoke in an undertone, then nodded towards Caldric’s table, something the warrior failed to register as he once more brooded over his glass. What to do. What to do. Or should he do anything? Blast it all. Why couldn’t he have found someone like his sister had? Someone he didn’t have to worry about cheating on him.
			

			
				Caldric started as a figure slid into the seat across from him. He raised his eyes, glaring at the one who had disturbed his brooding, but sat up a little straighter when he noticed the cloak had been partly brushed aside, revealing burnished armour formed over swelling breasts. He looked to the eyes of the woman across from him, set in a stern if lovely face.
			

			
				He saw those eyes run over him appraisingly, and not be terribly impressed. Caldric cleared his throat irritably. “Can I help you?”
			

			
				“Perhaps so. I have heard you were among a group that discovered the defiled graveyard.”
			

			
				Caldric blinked. Oh. Right. That. The mission to investigate some dead sheep that had turned into a discovery of a necromancer raising an entire graveyard, and carrying said corpses off, mercifully before Caldric had arrived. “Oh,” he said dimly. “Right. That. Yes. That’s me.”
			

			
				The woman nodded sternly, leaning forward on the bar. “Good. My name is Simona Trueheart, paladin of the Order of the Pure Chalice, and I have come to speak to you.”
			

			
				That got Caldric’s attention. Even he’d heard of the Order. Women knights of beauty, virtue, chastity and strength, and looking at her he saw evidence of all three before him. “Of course. What do you need?”
			

			
				Simona frowned. Her eyes trailed over the tavern thoughtfully as she leaned forward. “Before I speak of this, know that I must have your word that you will keep this secret. Swear on the goddess, or we cannot speak.”
			

			
				His interest piqued, Caldric nodded. “I swear,” he said.
			

			
				Simona nodded, seemingly satisfied, which Caldric observed with some curiosity. That was easy. He suddenly got the feeling that maybe Simona was pure, but she might not be terribly clever about certain things.
			

			
				“Very good. We heard of your exploits, and your story from one of our agents, and I have come to put an end to a problem. One that might have severe repercussions for the realm.”
			

			
				“Oh?”
			

			
				“Yes,” she said grimly, holding him with the force of that declaration. “We fear that the Plague Lord Morbus Skorn walks this world once more.”
			

			
				Caldric’s frown deepened. “The Plague Lord? Wasn’t he that sorcerer that did that… thing with a plague?”
			

			
				Simona gave him a flat look. “Yes,” she said. “He was.” She sighed. “I suppose I should not be surprised his legend has lost some of its force. A generation ago, he brought a pestilence upon the lesser kingdoms. Thousands died before he could be put to the sword.”
			

			
				“But…” Caldric prompted.
			

			
				“But a master over the dead is difficult to truly end,” she admitted. She shifted in her seat, her eyes evading his for the first time since she sat down. “Several years ago, followers of his sought to resurrect the Plague Lord in the town of Ghisleman. They were prevented at… great cost.”
			

			
				“Only maybe not,” Caldric said.
			

			
				She flashed him a sharp look and Caldric raised his hands defensively.
			

			
				“It appears so,” she said, her voice dripping venom. “Either their ritual was somewhat successful, or perhaps another has enacted the same and returned him to life, we fear that what you saw was evidence of his return. I intend to seek out the truth, and regardless of outcome, put an end to it.
			

			
				“Which is where,” she said, pointing at him, “you come in.”
			

			
				“Me?”
			

			
				“You and your companions successfully discovered this return, and I do not wish to face the Plague Lord alone. If you will accompany me, I will see to it that you are well rewarded.”
			

			
				“Rewarded?” Caldric said, perking up further. Knightly orders were always flushed with cash. Aspiring second children of many a noble family were often sent to them to raise a family’s standing, And as ever, gold greases many wheels and many palms.
			

			
				Simona gave him an annoyed look, as if issues of money and those motivated by them were beneath her interest. “Indeed,” she said. “Do you agree?”
			

			
				“Um,” Caldric said. “I may have to discuss it with my companions…”
			

			
				“Are you not the leader?”
			

			
				Caldric paused. Was he? He tried to envision any of the others in his ‘party’ acting the role, and shuddered. “I suppose I am.”
			

			
				“Then the agreement is binding between us. I will speak to your companions if necessary.”
			

			
				She thrust out her hand, her gaze as steely as the metal cladding her fingers. Caldric hesitated. But… pots of gold would enable him to pay off Faylana’s book, and get her out of Borto’s tower. And back in his bed…
			

			
				That decided it. He thrust out his hand and shook hers firmly. “Deal.”
			

			
				Simona nodded, looking relieved. So was Caldric, for no sooner had their hands separated, Quynn walked downstairs.
			

			
				She was in her human guise, though she was, in truth, half succubus. It wasn’t hard to believe. There was an unearthly beauty about her. A sultriness that exuded sex, from the way her hips swung with her every step to how her raven hair, even dishevelled, struck him as attractive. Her eyes were bright, fairly glowing with energy and life, her skin flushed with pleasure. Her jerkin was half undone, her every step teasing with the possibility of revealing her firm nipples and the rest of her ample tit flesh, while her pants clung to her legs and thighs.
			

			
				The bartender stared, slack jawed at her, and even the barmaid perked up, twisting a lock of hair nervously in a finger as she watched the thief strut to the booth. Caldric winced, seeing the spark of mirth in those cruel eyes. Her back to the seductress, Simona didn’t see Quynn at first, but she sat up straighter, brow furrowing as if sensing something amiss. Or, perhaps, her nose just catching a hint of the half-demon’s sweet scent.
			

			
				“Well hello!” Quynn said, sliding into the booth beside Caldric, a swing of her hips shoving the warrior into the corner despite his best efforts to make it seem as if the booth didn’t have more space. The thief beamed at Simona. “And who might this be?”
			

			
				Simona’s eyes widened at the brazen beauty, then narrowed in haughty contempt. The paladin sat up straighter, looking down her nose.
			

			
				“Ah, Quynn. This is Simona Trueheart. She wanted to talk to us about a job…” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Did she?” Quynn said, her full red lips parting in a grin. “And did you tell her about my… essential part in securing the information.”
			

			
				“It ah… hadn’t come up,” Caldric said, flushing as he recalled the means that Quynn had interrogated the goblin they’d found in the old temple.
			

			
				“Who is this?” Simona said.
			

			
				“Quynn,” the seductress said, extending a hand languidly. “A pleasure.”
			

			
				Simona glared at that hand like it were a viper. She looked back to Caldric. “I thought I was hiring warriors. Not whores.”
			

			
				“She’s not really a whore,” Caldric said, feeling like he should stand up for his companion, but also not really wanting to.
			

			
				“Whore? Please! If I were a whore, no one in this town could afford me. Although I might make an exception for you,” Quynn said, brazenly running her eyes over her opposite, smirking at the way the knight’s armour was folded to her figure.
			

			
				Simona shifted uncomfortably, feeling oddly naked under that gaze. “Caldric,” she said brusquely. “I have no intention of bringing… this along.”
			

			
				“I-“
			

			
				“Too bad!” Quynn said, grabbing Caldric, yanking the startled warrior against her side, squeezing his arm between her plump tits. “I’m afraid we’re a packaged deal. You hire the entire party, right? Well, I’m a part of it. So sorry,” she said, pouting sweetly at the indignant knight.
			

			
				“Um,” Caldric gasped, the succubi’s scent overwhelming, along with the softness of her breasts. He winced as his pants tightened about his rapidly stiffening cock. “We ah, did shake hands…”
			

			
				Simona glowered and stood abruptly. “I see,” she said curtly. “Then I will see you at first light at the gates of town. Good day.”
			

			
				“Ah, alright,” Caldric said as the knight swept from the booth and out of the inn, her every step ringing in righteous indignation, her cloak swirling about her.
			

			
				Quynn snorted once the paladin had departed back into the night, releasing Caldric and lounging in her seat. “Quite the bitch,” she said.
			

			
				“Did you have to antagonize her like that?” Caldric grumbled.
			

			
				“Of course!” Quynn said. “Look at her in her tight little armour. I bet she wears a chastity belt under there too. It’d be criminal not to knock her down a few pegs.”
			

			
				“She’s a knight of the Pure Chalice,” he said.
			

			
				“Really? Interesting,” Quynn murmured impishly.
			

			
				“What? Why?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“No reason,” the thief giggled. “Besides, this is reason to celebrate! Bartender! More booze for our brave leader! We got another job!”
			

			
				Caldric considered refusing, but he had gotten them the job, true. And there was bound to be ample reward. Brightening considerably at the thought of finally paying off Borto and getting Faylana out from under the wizard’s thumb, he eagerly took a swig of a tankard the bartender was only too eager to provide. Finally. A real adventure!
			

			
				Maybe things were looking up.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Departure
			

			
				 
			

			
				Simona was not terribly impressed with the party that showed up the next day.
			

			
				She observed Caldric with the same meager respect afforded the leader of the party. Quynn she glared at, who in turn merely smiled, looking more done up than last night but no less sultry. Tavek she gave a blank look to, the dwarf looking haggard and tired, wincing at the sunlight as he leaned on his axe.
			

			
				“Is this all?” she asked.
			

			
				“Well, normally we’d have an elf, but she’s been ‘helping’ out a local wizard of late,” Tavek said.
			

			
				“An elf?”
			

			
				“Faylana. A lovely girl. But not nearly so lovely as you,” Quynn cooed to the knight, fluttering her dark lashes teasingly.
			

			
				Simona coughed and turned abruptly to Caldric. “…Well,” Simona said. She brought out a map, thrusting it at him. “Here,” she said. “Show me where it was you found the temple and the turned graves.”
			

			
				Eager to distract her from his companions, Caldric unrolled the map and considered the document carefully. At last, he pointed. “Here,” he said. “In the Wyld Woods. It looked like pretty overgrown, so I doubt it has been used for some time.”
			

			
				Simona took the map back thoughtfully. Her eyes slowly narrowed. “Hm,” she said. “Interesting…”
			

			
				“What is?”
			

			
				The paladin glanced back at him. “There is a network of old tunnels near that area. A place where foul creatures make their home. They lie beneath an old castle that was ruined in the same war in which the Plague Lord first fell. Easily enough space to hide undead, and deep in dangerous country. None would dare go save the foolhardy.”
			

			
				“That’s us!” Tavek said.
			

			
				“Oh no! Dangerous?” Quynn gasped. “Well, thank goodness we have such a strong, brave knight to protect us from such menaces. And so beautiful too!”
			

			
				Simona glared at the thief, who’s guileless smile only increased the knight’s annoyance. Simona grunted, rolling the map back up. “Regardless,” she said. “We had best provision ourselves well. It might be a long journey, to say nothing of what we may face in the keep.”
			

			
				“Yes, we should,” Caldric said. “Ah, and on the matter of payment…”
			

			
				Simona grimaced again at the mention of material reward. “I can offer little at the moment,” she admitted. “I would need to request funds from the order. Besides, compensation shall be paid once our task is done, not before.”
			

			
				“Aye,” Tavek said. “No sense in paying us if we’re just gonna die, eh?”
			

			
				Simona glared at the dwarf, but Caldric couldn’t help but notice she didn’t disagree. The paladin merely shrugged.
			

			
				“You will be reimbursed for any supplies you buy you feel you shall need. I require little.”
			

			
				“Right. So we’ll meet back here, then?” Caldric said. “Say in two hours?”
			

			
				“Thinking of stopping by Borto’s to say farewell to Faylana?” Tavek said with a leer.
			

			
				Caldric flushed. “No! I mean, of course not. I know she’s busy…”
			

			
				“Our Caldric has his lady love,” Quynn informed Simona sweetly. “Such young passion is always so good to see. Don’t you agree?”
			

			
				“Love is, of course, a great thing,” Simona said distrustfully.
			

			
				“Oh absolutely!” Quynn said. “And there’s so very many ways of expressing it. Such as with a flowers. Or chocolates. Or a kiss.”
			

			
				Simona shifted. “I wouldn’t know.”
			

			
				“No? Oh dear. Does the goddess not allow her daughters love?”
			

			
				“We’re allowed to love. Of course we are!” Simona said sharply. “We love the goddess and our sisters.”
			

			
				“Oh yes! I’ve heard of that. How do they term it? Pillow Sisters?” Quynn said.
			

			
				Simona flushed. She whirled on her heel. “I will meet you here!” she barked, stomping off.
			

			
				Caldric winced. “You really shouldn’t wind her up,” Caldric said. “You’re going to piss her off. And she did hire us.”
			

			
				“Yes. Interesting that, isn’t it?” Quynn mused.
			

			
				“Interesting? How?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Hmm. Just… thinking. Come on, Tavek. Let’s go see if we can find some more supplies. Torches and… things.”
			

			
				Despite looking tired, the dwarf perked up noticeably. “Oh aye!” he said, nodding happily. “Sounds good t’ me!”
			

			
				Caldric watched the pair amble off towards the shopping district. He rubbed the back of his neck uncertainly, his eyes wandering towards the magic district. Maybe he should check in on Faylana…
			

			
				No. He shook his head, setting his feet firmly on the same path as Quynn and Tavek. Faylana didn’t need him dropping in on her constantly. He would just have to trust her.
			

			
				Besides, it occurred to him that there was someone he needed to see before he left.
			

			
				Caldric picked up the pace, hurrying down the winding streets of the city. He wouldn’t have long before they left the city, and he also needed to pick up a few things. But more than that, he needed to say goodbye to his sister.
			

			
				He knew the route well, having visited her often since arriving in Zeegendorf. Soon enough the familiar house rose up ahead. A two storied, small building, but large enough for his sister’s needs, and those of her new husband. Caldric still wasn’t sure what to make of Ruvar, his sister’s future husband, but he couldn’t deny that she clearly had feelings for him, and he her.
			

			
				Caldric moved up the steps and to the door, raised his fist to knock, and paused as a moan suddenly came from beyond the window.
			

			
				“Yessssss!”
			

			
				Caldric cocked his head. It came from the dining room.
			

			
				“Yes! Yesss! Oh gods! Yes! Ruvar! Your cock! Give me your big orc coooooock!”
			

			
				“Hrrrr!” a growl replied over the wet smack of flesh against flesh. “Yes! Take it, you human slut! Take my cock!”
			

			
				“Yes! Fuck me! Oh gods. Yes. Yes! More! Cum in me! Breed your human slut! Fuck meeeee!”
			

			
				Oh gods. Caldric felt heat crawl across his fact at the thunderous sound of the orc fucking his sister. Caldric stepped back, hesitating. He… Maybe he should go. They sounded like they… well…
			

			
				But… if this mission took longer than expected, then he might not make the wedding. And if that happened, his sister would doubtless think that he disapproved of the match. Especially considering he was the only one of their family who had come to wish her well. It would devastate her. Caldric winced. No. No, he couldn’t do that to her. He’d… he’d have to wait. Wait for his chance.
			

			
				“Yes! Your cock! Give me your big cooooock!”
			

			
				No matter what.
			

			
				Caldric heard her orgasmic cry rise, pigeons taking startled flight at the scream of orgasm from within the home. Caldric rocked on his heels awkwardly as the sound fell, the heavy panting of post-orgasmic satisfaction just audible.
			

			
				Clearing his throat, Caldric knocked firmly on the door.
			

			
				He hadn’t long to wait, before the door swung open to reveal his sister, her brown hair undone from its usual braid, matted with sweat, a sheet hastily wrapped around herself. Somehow, the sight of the thin white fabric pressing against her every curve was worse than if she had answered the door naked.
			

			
				“Oh,” she gasped, flushed, smiling as she leaned against the doorframe. “Hey… hey Caldric. What’s going on?”
			

			
				“Astrid. Hi. How’s it going?”
			

			
				Astrid giggled. “Mmm. Real good.”
			

			
				A dark bulk moved out from the shadows. Ruvar stepped up behind her, resting a large hand on her shoulder, making Astrid stiffen, gasp softly like an electric shock had raced through her, melting her anew.
			

			
				The half-orc was built. His orcish blood swelled out his build, but his human side gave him a more slender form than a full blooded orc. His features were less blunt, his tusks smaller, but his green chest, bare, was still sculpted and strong, shining with sweat.
			

			
				“Ah,” Ruvar grunted when he saw him. “Caldric. Nice to see you.”
			

			
				“You too,” Caldric said, straightening a little, trying to ignore how his sister pressed back against the burly orc, her dark lashes lidding her eyes, her ass subtly grinding against Ruvar’s leg. Her body masked his groin, but somehow, Caldric doubted the orc was wearing anything below the waist.
			

			
				“Sorry. We were… in the middle of something. What can we do for you?”
			

			
				“Ah, not much. I just came by to let Astrid know I got a mission. A big one. But it might take some time, so I’ll be out of the city. Hopefully I’ll be back in time for the wedding, but…”
			

			
				“Awww,” Astrid sighed, pouting a little. “But you promised! We were even going to have a traditional orcish wedding too.”
			

			
				“You were?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Well, parts of it,” Astrid giggled.
			

			
				Ruvar snorted, his arm wrapping around her waist, tugging her against his chest. Astrid gasped, then melted against him, as if the orc’s body were a furnace of virility. “Hope you can still make it,” Ruvar grunted. “What about Faylana? She going with you?”
			

			
				“Ah, afraid not. Seems Borto has her working for him. She can’t leave.”
			

			
				“Hm. Pity,” the orc said, his voice a low growl, his hand kneading Astrid’s shapely hip. “We’ll be sure to keep an eye on her. Invite her over whenever we can.”
			

			
				“Really? I’d appreciate it,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“No problem,” Ruvar chuckled, low and throaty. “We love her company.”
			

			
				Astrid giggled again, then gasped, biting her lower lip as something thick pressed against her ass. “Mmm. Um, well, so long, brother. Hope you make it back. Me and Ruvar have some… um… cleaning to do. Better get back to it.”
			

			
				“Oh, right. Okay. I’ll see you.”
			

			
				“Bye!” Astrid chimed, pulled back into the house, already shedding that sheet even before the door closed.
			

			
				Caldric sighed, rubbing his chin as he turned to go. Pausing when the door began to thump behind him in a heavy staccato beat, and a voice echoed through the wood.
			

			
				“Yessss! More! Ah! Ah! Harderrrrr~”
			

			
				Caldric flushed and hurried away. He still had shopping to do, after all.
			

			
				 
			

			
				News
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana’s soft lips moved up and down Borto’s withered cock with dutiful delight. The poor wizard had looked ever so haggard when she arrived in the morning. He’d put her to work almost immediately though. Apparently, he needed her help gathering his essence for use in some potions, something Faylana was more than familiar with. Why, he often had her help in collecting it at least three times a day!
			

			
				“Ah. Fuck,” Borto groaned, the wizard’s robes hiked up around his waist as he reclined in his chair, his hips pumping his cock between the soft lips of the elven maiden. He gripped her head for better leverage, driving her down onto his shaft. “Yes. Yes! Ohhhhh fuck yessss!”
			

			
				He groaned, shuddering as he came, cock spurting between her lips. Eagerly, Faylana swallowed every drop, lifting her lips from his cock with a gasp. She hastily fetched out a bottle, letting his cum drool into the glass vial. She corked it and plastered a label on it, meticulously writing out the day and time.
			

			
				“There. Feeling better, master?”
			

			
				“Oh yes,” Borto wheezed, the wizard sagging in the chair as if his beard were heavy enough to keep him prone forever. “Very… much so… But I think… One more vial out to do it.”
			

			
				“Of course, master. That won’t be a problem. Oh, but before I do, I meant to talk to you about your meditation tool.”
			

			
				“You do?”
			

			
				“Oh yes! I used it all last night. It was amazing! I’d never felt so clear headed. I used it all night long.”
			

			
				“Oh, I know,” Borto breathed.
			

			
				“You do?”
			

			
				Borto blinked. “Uh, yes! I know how… how relaxing it can be. Amazing to help one study.”
			

			
				“You’ve used it as well?”
			

			
				“In a manner of speaking…”
			

			
				“Then thank you for the opportunity,” she said happily. “Shall I assist you getting ready for the next extraction of essence?”
			

			
				“Ah, yes. I think that would be helpful.”
			

			
				Smiling, Faylana undid the upper laces of her robe, shrugging it down from her shoulders. Her bra went next, freeing the plump, firm orbs of her tits. With smiling dutifulness, she leaned forward and captured his cock between her shapely tits.
			

			
				“Ooooh,” Borto moaned as she began to massage his cock between her breasts, working him back up to full hardness. It was a familiar refrain, and she knew what he liked. But still, she was a bit distracted.
			

			
				“Master?”
			

			
				“Hmmm?”
			

			
				“Do you know anything about the Plague Lord?”
			

			
				“Eh?” Borto wheezed, glancing down at the shapely elf. “Morbus Skorn? What about him?”
			

			
				“I’m worried,” Faylana admitted.
			

			
				“About him? Why? He’s been dead ‘nd buried for decades! Hell, I remember when he died. I was just an apprentice then.”
			

			
				“Oh, I heard he was back.”
			

			
				Borto sputtered. “What!” he gasped.
			

			
				“Oh yes,” Faylana said, removing her plush breasts from around the stocky old man’s cock, one hand reaching between his legs to stroke and tease his balls while her other hand took on the task of working the shaft with long, teasing strokes. “Caldric’s been hired by a knight of the Pure Chalice to help stop him. Or, they think it’s him.”
			

			
				“Caldric was?”
			

			
				“Oh yes. I know Caldric is a mighty hero,” Faylana sighed. “So strong and brave. Why, I’m sure he’s bested dozens of sorcerers like this Plague Lord, but I can’t help but worry…”
			

			
				“Caldric, eh?” the old wizard murmured, his eyes narrowed with thought. “I remember old Skorn. Yes I do. They say they burned all his spellbooks, but people say all sorts of things…”
			

			
				“That’s true,” Faylana said, looking up at Borto. “Do you think Caldric will be alright?”
			

			
				“Hm? Oh. Yes. I’m sure he’d be fine. Although…”
			

			
				“Although?”
			

			
				“Well,” Borto mused. “It occurs to me that, facing off against a Plague Lord might be a valuable experience. For you. Valuable learning experience for you.”
			

			
				Faylana paused in her stroking of the old wizard’s cock. “You think so?”
			

			
				“Yes I do,” Borto said, more animatedly now. “Oh yes! And I’m sure you’re awfully worried about him.”
			

			
				“Well…”
			

			
				“Then it’s clear what we need to do. I think it’s time you did some field learning, my girl.”
			

			
				“You do?”
			

			
				“Absolutely!” the old wizard chuckled greedily, his eyes alight. “Oh yes. I think having you by his side will surely inspire Caldric to greater heroics.”
			

			
				“That’s wonderful!” Faylana cried. “He’ll be so pleased! I think they’re still in town. They probably need some supplies. I’m sure we can catch up with them!”
			

			
				“Oh sure! Sure. But ah, not quite yet.”
			

			
				“No?”
			

			
				“No, my dear,” Borto said, easing Faylana’s head back down to his lap, his withered prick at what passed for full attention. “Remember? One more vial…”
			

			
				Faylana smiled and eagerly went to work, her lips engulfing the wizard’s prick as she happily bobbed atop his cock, moaning delightedly. She was so very lucky to learn from the feet of such a powerful wizard.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Watcher in the Woods
			

			
				 
			

			
				What Greebi loves about the woods was the ample number of hiding places it afforded him. He had good practice avoiding detection. When you were the size of a snack, the ones who didn’t learn to be sneaky didn’t last long enough to pass on their genes. And Greebi was even more skilled than his many clan mates.
			

			
				The goblin was putting those skills to excellent work then, lurking among the undergrowth of the Wyld Woods, a forest thick and overgrown. The goblin’s knobby fingers parted a peephole among the leaves of the brush and he peered out.
			

			
				At her.
			

			
				She was some distance away, but Greebi didn’t mind. The encounter at the old temple had taught him the need of prudence and guile. Never again would he be caught like that. Especially by his hated foes. He was lucky to escape with his life when Caldric and the others had discovered him in the temple. But his wariness of them was beaten aside by his adoration of the beauty in their midst.
			

			
				He watched Faylana, lovely Faylana, that beauty of pale innocence and shapely delight. Her hair like fresh spun honey. Her robe melding against her aching curves. Greebi shuddered with the memory of her loveliness. His tongue licked his lips, remembering the taste of her pussy when he’d had her trapped in the hole of the cave before she’d been freed.
			

			
				He wanted her. More than anything in the world he wanted her.
			

			
				And he had to have her.
			

			
				His knobby fingers tightened into fists. He had to speak to her, first. Every time he had tried before, he had been prevented, first at the Baron’s home, and since by the walls of the city. He’d laboured over what to say. How to present his case to the lovely elf. And at last, he thought he knew what to say, and what arguments to deploy.
			

			
				Now, all he had to do was find a chance to speak to her…
			

			
				Through the shadows, the goblin stalked the party. Though most of his attention was riveted to Faylana, he kept note of the others. The human, Caldric, the hated one who thought Faylana was his, was clearly unsure about himself. Again and again he’d glance at the short little mage Greebi had never seen before who walked with Faylana, chatting with the elf, who paid him much attention.
			

			
				Meanwhile, the woman, Quynn, walked confidently beside the dwarf, sending constant, teasing remarks at the knight who led the group, who kept her eyes in turn firmly ahead, even as her ears burned as red as her hair.
			

			
				Greebi ground his teeth. The party kept growing. He didn’t like it. Not at all. Not that he had much hope of taking them when there were but four, or even three, but still. Every person added was another obstacle to him and Faylana. He had to act soon. And act decisively.
			

			
				At last, his chance came.
			

			
				Inevitably, the group was forced to stop for the night. Faylana split off from the others, wandering to fetch some firewood. Hastily, Greebi acted. Skulking through the forest, he lurked just out of sight as Faylana walked near, humming softly to herself.
			

			
				“Elf,” Greebi hissed.
			

			
				Faylana jumped, turned this way and that uncertainly, her large blue eyes wary.
			

			
				“Psst!”
			

			
				Greebi pushed his head through the foliage. Faylana whirled about, taking a quick step back. Her eyes widened, her mouth opened.
			

			
				“No! Me from Baron. Remember?” the goblin hissed frantically.
			

			
				Faylana blinked. Her mouth slowly turned to a startled O of surprise.
			

			
				“Of course! I’m so sorry. I didn’t recognize you,” she said. She brushed a lock of hair back and glanced back towards the camp. “What did you need?”
			

			
				“Me want talk. Not here. Private.”
			

			
				“I don’t know…”
			

			
				“Please?” Greebi pleaded desperately.
			

			
				Faylana nibbled on her lower lip, but at last she gave a short nod. “Alright,” she said softly.
			

			
				Fairly vibrating with pleasure, Greebi beckoned her to follow. With a last look back at the campfire’s glow, Faylana stepped through the undergrowth and after the goblin.
			

			
				He drew her back among the woods and far enough from camp that he felt confident they were alone, more or less. He turned back to face her in a small clearing, the sun peeking through a gap among the trees, illuminating them where they stood. Flowers bobbed in a gentle breeze and grasshoppers thrummed their legs. Greebi hadn’t much to go on with romance, but he felt that the scene did his mission justice.
			

			
				“Me happy you come,” the goblin said eagerly. “Me wanted talk to you bad.”
			

			
				“I see,” Faylana said. “I never did get to thank you for helping me at the Baron’s…”
			

			
				Greebi nodded eagerly. “Yes! Yes! Me help lots there. Me save life. Me been watching you long time.”
			

			
				“You have?”
			

			
				Greebi’s head nodded so vigorously his ragged ears flapped. “Yes! Me follow before you meet human and dwarf. Me wanting talk to you, but not know how start. So, me decide now good time.”
			

			
				“What did you want to talk about?”
			

			
				Greebi scampered forward and took her hand. He looked eagerly into her eyes. “Elf loveliest me ever see. Greebi love her very much. Me want you come with me. Me want make you wife.”
			

			
				Faylana blinked rapidly. “Your… um… wife?”
			

			
				Again Greebi eagerly nodded. “Yes! Me want take you away. Me want make you happy in forest. Me be good husband! Me hunt food and give lots of young! Me fuck whenever you want and me keep you safe. Me make you happy as goblin wife. Me promise!”
			

			
				Faylana bit her lip, looking the stunted creature up and down. His wiry limbs, so small they seemed almost comically disproportioned to his head. His mossy green skin, his long hooked nose and the sharp little teeth that filled his wide mouth, and the tattered little loincloth that served as his only clothing. Her heart went out to the little creature, but with pity more than anything else.
			

			
				And, she would be lying to herself if she didn’t admit she’d heard unflattering tales of what goblins did to those they took as brides. Well, brides would be pushing it. Broodmothers would be more accurate. She’d heard even in the groves of how goblins would capture women and drag them into the woods. Would drug them with potions brewed by their shamans, then rut with their unfortunate victims until the woman was bred with goblin spawn. Her stomach swelling with her brood, her breasts engorged with milk. Little more than a breeder for more of their kind. When the loremasters spoke of this, Faylana and the other girls had spent the nights giggling and shuddering over the idea. Such a taboo subject had, naturally, entered into her darkest fantasies, but the reality of it made her wince at her girlish ideas.
			

			
				And yet the goblin was so earnest, so eager, that Faylana felt her heart ache for the poor creature. In some way, she wished she could make his dream come true. His words rang with truth, even as she knew such a life was impossible. She had left the groves to learn about the world beyond, not to end it in a goblin’s cave, fucked full of his brood.
			

			
				“Goblin-“
			

			
				“Greebi.”
			

			
				“Pardon?”
			

			
				“Me named Greebi.”
			

			
				“I am very flattered, Greebi. And I know you mean all that you say. But… I’m sorry. I can’t go with you.”
			

			
				The goblin’s smile melted like snow in the summer sun. His ears drooped as he looked up at her. “But… but, me promise me make happy.”
			

			
				“I’m sure you would try, Greebi. But, although I do appreciate all you’ve done, I simply can’t go with you. There’s still so much of the world I want to see and do. And I hardly know you.”
			

			
				“It human, isn’t it?” the goblin said bitterly. “It him.”
			

			
				“Who? Caldric? Oh, Greebi, no. It’s not all him. Although I do love him. I’m so very sorry, Greebi. But I’m sure there’s a woman out there who will make you happy.”
			

			
				“Me not want other woman. Me want you,” Greebi said, squeezing her hand as if to impart his feelings through that slim contact with the elf.
			

			
				“I’m sorry, Greebi. I can’t.”
			

			
				Greebi whimpered as her hand slid out from between his. Faylana patted his head, making his ears flop, then turned and walked away.
			

			
				Greebi watched her go, his arms hanging limply from his sides, his lower lip thrust out. He felt like crying. Rejected. Though she had been kind, the truth of his rejections overrode all others. Likely, the goblin probably would have cried.
			

			
				But only if he had given up hope.
			

			
				Greebi’s lower lip stopped trembling. His scowl deepened. Greebi had studied Caldric. He knew it was that warrior that held Faylana back from him. But killing Caldric wouldn’t solve his problem. And besides, he knew that she didn’t really love Caldric. No. Her feelings were based on one thing: him having saved her. Too well Greebi recalled the change that had come over Faylana after the little group had gone on their first adventure. Too well did Greebi understand it was Caldric’s heroism that had brought out Faylana’s feeling for the human warrior.
			

			
				Except Greebi had saved Faylana too. But that merely put him and the human on equal footing.
			

			
				Well, Greebi would just have to fix that.
			

			
				The goblin turned, dashing off into the brush. His eyes were narrow. Intent. Fixed with purpose. He knew what needed to be done. The woods were a dangerous place. Humanity had retreated from these forests, and other things had taken their place. Things that Greebi had taken the time discovering, and introducing himself to.
			

			
				He darted about the woods until he came to a dark cave gaping from a hill of rough stone, the grey rock cold even in the warm of sunlight. Bones littered the ground about it, and Greebi crept nearer to the pit. He picked up a rock and banged it against another to make a sharp, cracking sound.
			

			
				A grunt issued from within the cave. Eyes opened, gleaming in the shadows, and a bulk shuffled in the dark.
			

			
				“Master of Forest,” Greebi said, abasing himself before the shadowy shape. “Me bring news.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Menace in the Dark
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana was boundlessly relieved when they next stopped for the night. It had been two days since she’d encountered Greebi in the woods, and the meeting continued to stick in her mind. The poor little creature. She felt so sorry for him.
			

			
				“Is something bothering you?”
			

			
				Faylana started, recalling herself. She was sitting on a stump across from Borto, the wizard eying her closely. They’d been in the middle of a lesson and she’d drifted off! For heaven’s sake. Why was she being so dumb? She flushed beet red with shame.
			

			
				“Sorry, master. I was just… thinking.”
			

			
				“Thinking?” the wizard said. “Thinking about what?”
			

			
				“N-nothing,” she said, avoiding his eye.
			

			
				Borto snorted. “Faylana, you’re as transparent as glass,” he said. “Like so!”
			

			
				He flicked his fingers, and Faylana gasped as her robes suddenly grew transparent, revealing her bra and panties and pale curves.
			

			
				There was a sudden clatter of pots as Tavek tripped over himself at the sudden sight. Caldric looked at the dwarf, but by the time he turned towards Borto and Faylana the wizard had cancelled the spell and gave the warrior and innocent look.
			

			
				Faylana glanced at the human warrior and again, quickly averted her eyes before he could look at her. She felt a blush tinge her cheeks. She really did care for Caldric, and the thought that the goblin had proposed to her sit ill with her. She wasn’t sure if she should tell the human about it. Would he take it well? Or should she just let it lie? After all, surely Greebi wouldn’t bother them anymore. She sighed, shaking her head. Oh. It was all just too much.
			

			
				Borto watched her struggle with vague amusement. At last he sighed. “Well!” he said. “Seems to me we’re not going to get much more done today.”
			

			
				“Sorry,” Faylana said softly. “I’ve just… got a lot on my mind.”
			

			
				“No doubt, dear. No doubt,” the old wizard chuckled.
			

			
				“I’ve just been… distracted,” she said. “Maybe some time to concentrate will help.”
			

			
				Borto perked up. “Oh yes!” he said, grinning wide. “Best you do so. You haven’t had a chance to use my focusing technique for some time.”
			

			
				Faylana felt her cheeks warm at the thought of the enchanted cock. It was true. All the walking and travelling had left her with little time to use the device, especially after meeting Greebi. She hadn’t felt up to using that arcane cock since.
			

			
				“Maybe you’re right,” she said thoughtfully. “Some meditation might help clear my head.”
			

			
				“My thoughts exactly!” the old wizard cackled. “Maybe find yourself a nice, private spot to enjoy yourself. Caldric might not understand.”
			

			
				“Oh, yes. Of course,” Faylana said quickly, rising.
			

			
				As she moved away Caldric quickly came up to her. “Faylana? What is it?”
			

			
				“Just going to do some meditating,” the elf said contentedly.
			

			
				“Alone?” he said. “Do you ah… want some company?”
			

			
				“That’s sweet of you, Caldric. But I need to collect my thoughts. And some privacy would help.”
			

			
				“Oh. I see. Well, um. If you’re sure.”
			

			
				“Quite sure,” Faylana said.
			

			
				“I’m not.”
			

			
				Both turned to find Simona having come up, seemingly from nowhere. The knight rarely addressed them, keeping herself aloof from the rest of the party, save to trade the occasional barb with Quynn. Simona’s eyes were sharp as she took the two of them in. “We are in dangerous territory, and it would not do to be alone. I will go with her.”
			

			
				“Um, my meditation is supposed to be done in private,” Faylana said nervously.
			

			
				“I will do my utmost not to disturb you,” the knight said drily.
			

			
				Faylana gave an uncertain look to Borto, who merely grinned and nodded eagerly. “Alright,” the elf said.
			

			
				Ramrod straight, with a proud bearing, the knight walked with Faylana into the woods. Evening had begun to spread its gloom across the world, and despite having been travelling through it for a number of days, the Wyld Woods always seemed more alien in the dark. Deeper and more inscrutable. Faylana was an elf of the groves, and understood the nature of the forests better than perhaps any in the little group that was their party, and with her acute night vision, the darkness bothered her little. She smiled innocently as she strode with barely a whisper of sound through the fallen leaves and underbrush, the wind stroking her hair and robe.
			

			
				She found a likely spot some distance from the campsite. Borto had been quite insistent she be out of hearing when she worked. She didn’t quite understand why, but she supposed there was a reason. Besides, with the thickness of the woods, she had little doubt of privacy, with the exception of the knight.
			

			
				In fact, it might be nice to have a little company. Meditation was so exhausting sometimes. She took a seat on a nearby stone, gently undoing her robe and shrugging it off.
			

			
				Simona gave a start at this. “What… what are you doing?”
			

			
				“Hm? Undressing,” she said. “It makes meditating easier.”
			

			
				“I…I see,” Simona said, a sprinkling of a blush across her lovely features. Her eyes darted about the clearing nervously as Faylana teased down her panties, the elf pausing.
			

			
				“Is something wrong?” Faylana asked.
			

			
				“Wrong? No. No. Why would anything be wrong?”
			

			
				“You’re looking a bit nervous.” Faylana’s eyes widened, her voice lowering to a whisper. “Are… are there enemies about?”
			

			
				“I… no. Not that… Please! Continue with your medi… ahem… meditation.”
			

			
				Faylana continued to look at the knight in concern, but Simona appeared to have regained some measure of control of herself. How odd. Faylana wondered what the problem was. Shrugging, she produced the arcane instrument from the bag she kept.
			

			
				Simona choked at the sight of the slightly curved pseudo-cock.
			

			
				“What… what is…”
			

			
				“This? Why, a meditation instrument. Borto has me use it all the time. It’s excellent for calming oneself and ridding the mind of distractions. Apparently, the orcish tribes use a similar technique, which is why their wisest chieftains always have so many wives.”
			

			
				“This… this is absurd!” Simona gasped. “You’re having me on.”
			

			
				Faylana cocked her head. “Having you on? What do you mean?”
			

			
				“You can’t be serious,” Simona gaped.
			

			
				Faylana blinked, radiating innocence. “Why not? Here. Let me show you.”
			

			
				“You-“ Simona began, but the words became lodged in her throat as Faylana leaned back, parting her thighs and teasing down the lacy frill of her panties, revealing the soft gusset of her cunt.
			

			
				“It takes some practice, but… mnnn… but you quickly develop a… ah… a technique for it,” Faylana moaned softly, easing the dildo into her tight pussy, her lashes fluttering with pleasure.
			

			
				Simona gaped in stunned horror at what she was witnessing, the paladin’s whole face a bright red, but her eyes unable to look away from the scene taking place before her. Of Faylana gently sliding the dildo in and out of her tender pussy, moaning softly as her hips rocked with pleasure.
			

			
				“Mnnnn. It’s… ah… it’s quite potent,” Faylana panted, trying to speak around the hot gasps and moans escaping her as that familiar pleasure of the enchanted dildo spread through her in hot waves, her breasts tingling as that pleasured ache grew in the hollow space beneath her stomach. “Mmm. It frees… mnnn… the mind from… from distractions. Purging it of… nnn… of the body’s needs. Washing away all the mind with pleasure…”
			

			
				“I… This is ridiculous!” Simona finally managed.
			

			
				“Oh no. N-Nnnoooo,” Faylana moaned as she drove the cock in and out of her. “Ah… Ah… Would… nnn… would you c-care to try?”
			

			
				“I would certainly not!” Simona barked, though the blush of her cheeks and the way her eyes followed the plunging pace of the dildo belied her squeaked protests.
			

			
				“It’s really… ah… really goooood,” Faylana mewled, her attempts at argument devolving to a heady moan as she drove that pleasuring rod of arcane pleasure into her clutching cunny. “Soooo goooood!”
			

			
				“I… I don’t have to s-stand here and watch this!” Simona sputtered. She whirled, hastening away, her face fairly glowing as she crashed through the foliage and back to camp.
			

			
				Faylana was sad to see the knight go. She seemed so stressed. She really could do for some sort of relaxation technique. Oh well. Perhaps in time. At the moment, Faylana had far more pressing matters to attend to.
			

			
				Namely, the sensations that oozed through her like hot wine, her head spinning as she rutted with the plunging dildo. Her moans and pants echoing among the trees as she drove herself higher and higher with the plunging cock.
			

			
				“Ah. Ah! Yes. Yesssss! Oh goddess. Goddess of the forest yessss!” Faylana moaned, her eyes rolling back as she neared that peak. That sweet, blessed peak of purest pleasure. “Oh. Oh! Yes! Yes! Mnnnnn!”
			

			
				Faylana shuddered as she came, her mind blanked in a sweet bliss of white hot pleasure. Her cries ringing about the forest, but surely not reaching camp. Oh no. She’d made sure of that.
			

			
				Naked but for her bra, Faylana sprawled atop the stone, a panting mess, her mind gloriously free of any thought but the lethargy of post orgasmic bliss.
			

			
				Which was why, when she heard the snap of twigs beneath a heavy bulk, she did not raise her head. But as a shadow cast itself over her, she looked up.
			

			
				And froze.
			

			
				The beast towering over her was nearly two heads taller than her, but seemed even larger due to its bulbous exoskeleton. Long, spindly legs jutted out from the giant spider’s abdomen, its eight eyes glowing yellow with a malefic intelligence, while grasping talons jutted from the drooling space about its mouth.
			

			
				Terror surged through her where pleasure had before engulfed her. A dire spider. Tainted by dark magics and cruel hunger, it was no natural creature of the forest such as Faylana might have hoped to commune with as a witch of the groves. It lived only to kill. To torment.
			

			
				To feed.
			

			
				Her hand shot up, the words of a spell springing to her mind, but as if guessing her intent the monster suddenly spat out a sticky mass. The web hit the elf in her mouth, silencing the first syllables of her spell in a sudden muffled squeak.
			

			
				The calm was gone. Only fear remained. The elf tried to pull away but the spider pounced upon her, pushing her down. Her scream was silenced by the web, but she wondered if any of her companions would have even heard her without it. She was so far away from camp. Web spat from the monster’s swollen abdomen, rapidly tangling about her legs, binding them together. The monster loomed over her.
			

			
				Something small and green dashed out of the forest. Faylana’s eyes widened as Greebi slipped under the spider. Some of the eight eyes rolled towards the goblin but the monster did nothing about the stunted little creature.
			

			
				Then Greebi was beneath the spider, and his flint knife was stabbing upward.
			

			
				Faylana saw the surprise in the monster’s eyes moments before it was replaced by fury and pain. The dire spider screeched, a sound of horrific torment as it abandoned its half-bound prey, turning furiously at this sudden new attack. But its bulk was too large, and Greebi too quick, the little goblin avoiding the milling legs of the monster as he continued to stab it again and again.
			

			
				The dire spider staggered, ichor drooling from dozens of wounds made by the tiny knife. Greebi rolled from beneath the spider’s bulk. It tried to turn and follow, but its many limbs no longer seemed to work right. The creature crashed to the ground, twitching feebly, maw working uselessly as if to spit some expletives at the puny goblin.
			

			
				Greebi put an end to such efforts, plunging his little knife into the center of its many eyes.
			

			
				The spider shuddered, and died at last.
			

			
				Faylana had watched the contest with wide eyes. Now, as Greebi withdrew his dagger, cleaning it hastily, she sat up. The goblin hurried to her side. “You hurt?” Greebi crooned.
			

			
				“Mphm,” Faylana said into her gag.
			

			
				“Not worry. Me fix. Me fix now,” the goblin said, his flint knife slicing through the webs that had bound Faylana’s legs. Faylana flinched as the goblin’s blade came near her face.
			

			
				“Not worry. Me not hurt. Me never hurt elf,” the goblin crooned.
			

			
				Though still frightened, Faylana nodded, submitting herself to the goblin’s efforts as he cut off her mask with almost tender grace. She gasped as the sticky webbing was done away with. “Greebi,” she said, her full breasts heaving. “I… How…”
			

			
				The goblin grinned. “Me tell you. Me protect you.”
			

			
				Fear made way for relief. With a sob Faylana threw her arms about the stunted little monster and pulled him into a tight embrace. Greebi’s eyes fairly rolled back in pleasure as he felt those grateful arms around him. And more pertinently, those plush breasts pressing into him.
			

			
				The goblin stroked the elf’s long golden hair. “It okay,” he crooned. “Me keep pretty elf safe. Me no let monster have.”
			

			
				“Oh Greebi. Goddess, Greebi. I… I thought it might…”
			

			
				“It not take you. It not take me bride.”
			

			
				The word kindled anew that strange feeling in Faylana. She eased the goblin back. “Greebi, I…”
			

			
				“Come!” Greebi crowed, hopping up, taking her hand and tugging her towards the woods. “Me show you new home. Me keep good.”
			

			
				“Um… Greebi. I…”
			

			
				“Come! You come!” the goblin said, tugging her insistently.
			

			
				Faylana hesitated, but the goblin had just saved her life, and she couldn’t find it in her to refuse him. Not now. Not after rescuing her from the spider’s bite and its no doubt monstrous hunger. She followed meekly, confused and uncertain how to deal with this sudden reversal in her fortunes at the goblin’s hands.
			

			
				Greebi paid her little mind. He was over the moon with delight. His plan had worked to a tee. Of course, it was unfortunate to lose the spider, but in his mind, it was all worth it. At last, Faylana would be his! At last!
			

			
				He hurried her through the forest and down a long-forgotten trail slashed through the brush. Faylana was surprised to find herself approaching a cabin, the air of abandonment heavy about the building, the roof sagging but the walls sturdy. Not a window peered inside, and the door creaked loudly as Greebi opened it.
			

			
				“In here. In here,” Greebi said, pulling her inside.
			

			
				Faylana squinted, the darkness within suffocating even to her acute night vision. As she peered into the gloom she gradually made out the nature of the residence. An ancient bed occupied a far wall, being mainly composed of masses of ratty cloth and animal hide. A table and some chairs had survived the years and the around the edges of the room was evidence of the goblin’s occupation in the form of small bones, some old tools and various knickknacks, all swept to the side, almost as if the goblin had been expecting company.
			

			
				Greebi hastened to the hearth and with a flint quickly started a fire. Faylana shivered, realizing with some surprise she was still naked but for her bra. The terror of her new encounter was still fresh in her, and yet, oddly, the goblin’s eager presence soothed her. He had protected her twice, after all. He meant her no harm.
			

			
				She sat down on the bed, trying to come to grips with the sudden changes that had occurred in the last hour, when Greebi approached, hands shyly behind his back.
			

			
				“This for you,” the goblin said, drawing out his hands and gently opening his knobby fingers.
			

			
				Faylana gasped. The goblin held in his hands a wild rose, the petals shining with water a sweet red. “Greebi, it’s lovely! Where did you find it?”
			

			
				“Me find in forest. Me know you like. Like pretty things. Pretty things for pretty elf.”
			

			
				“Greebi…” Faylana said, strangely touched by the little goblin’s affection.
			

			
				The goblin beamed, eagerly climbing onto the bed beside her. “We be happy,” he said eagerly, bobbing his head. “Me promise. We be happy here. Me take good care of you. Me love you.”
			

			
				“Greebi…”
			

			
				Perhaps it was the terror that still made her heart race, or the warmth of gratitude to the goblin for his rescue. Or perhaps it was the way he earnestly looked to her, pressed against her, his lips parted, but Faylana leaned forward, and kissed the goblin.
			

			
				Greebi’s heart stopped. His mind burst with explosions of pure pleasure and delight. It lasted a moment, and then his heart was racing. His hands were on her, stroking her, touching her breasts, quivering in excitement as he heard her pleasured gasp, and felt her deepen the kiss on her own terms. Greebi recalled an elder in the tribe speaking of elves. How the old goblin had once known an elf passionately. A breeder. How easily she had been broken, for elves desired pleasure above all. Hedonists, they craved stimulation. It was those conversations that had first awoken Greebi’s lust for elven flesh, but it was seeing Faylana walking through the forest that he had realized the beauty that such a being truly held.
			

			
				“Greebi… Oh goddess, Greebi,” Faylana moaned.
			

			
				“Elf,” the goblin moaned. “Elf mine. My elf bride.”
			

			
				And to his joy, she did not correct him, but instead rolled him onto the bed, and beneath her soft breasts.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Visions in the Water
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric was starting to get nervous.
			

			
				Hours had passed since Faylana had gone out into the woods to try and meditate. He knew her meditations often took a long time, but this was starting to worry him. Especially after Simona returned, flushed and irritable. She’d nearly bit his head off when he asked her what happened.
			

			
				“Nothing! I don’t have to answer you about anything!”
			

			
				“What’s wrong with her?” Caldric had asked in wonder.
			

			
				“Her time of the month?” Quynn said, just loud enough to ensure the blushing paladin heard.
			

			
				The fact she returned had concerned him, but not too much. The paladin wouldn’t have left Faylana if she’d thought there might have been problems.
			

			
				Yet as night fell, Caldric paced about the camp, ignoring the glances of the others, wringing his hands in worry.
			

			
				At last, he approached Borto, the wizard reclining against a rock, his pack making a comfortable pillow as the squat little man drowsed, hat tugged over his eyes.
			

			
				“Borto!”
			

			
				Leisurely, the wizard cocked up the edge of his hat. “Hm?” he said.
			

			
				“How long is this meditation supposed to take?” Caldric demanded.
			

			
				“Oh,” the wizard said, smirking. “Well, you know how it is. Sometimes it takes longer for some people. Less for others. Meditation is a very difficult prospect sometimes. Have to really get… in the groove.”
			

			
				Something about the way the wizard said that drew Caldric’s attention. “What do you mean?”
			

			
				“What do you think I mean?”
			

			
				“Stop playing games!”
			

			
				Borto hummed, an amused twist of his lips making itself known. “Hmmm. Well, if you really want to know, I suppose I could… show you.”
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				“Tell me. Do you have any moral qualms about spying on your girlfriend?”
			

			
				“What! I would never!”
			

			
				“Hm. Then, I suppose it will have to remain a mystery…”
			

			
				Caldric fumed, but the wizard merely looked at him, waiting with that infuriating knowing look Caldric was rapidly learning to loathe. He hesitated. He didn’t… didn’t want to spy on Faylana in any way. He trusted her. He just… didn’t trust anyone else around her. And it had been some time since she’d left. She might be in danger.
			

			
				“…Fine.”
			

			
				“Thought so,” Borto chuckled. “Now, go get me a bowl of soup.”
			

			
				“What? You already ate!”
			

			
				“Who’s the wizard here? Hm? Now, do you want to find out what your girlfriend is up to or not?”
			

			
				Caldric didn’t want to. But he needed to. At least, that was what he told himself as he begrudgingly fetched a deep bowl of soup for the old wizard, spooning it out from the pot still boiling with the remains of that evening’s meal. He carried it back to Borto, who took the bowl and set it on a rock between them, elevating it enough that the old wizard could rest his hands around it.
			

			
				“Hm. Awful lot of potatoes. You couldn’t have put some more beef in there? Beef helps.”
			

			
				“Helps with what?”
			

			
				The wizard sighed at the ignorance of men who failed to appreciate good sorcery and cookery, and dipped a finger into the stew, whispering a word of magic.
			

			
				Caldric’s eyebrows lifted as ripples radiated across the surface of the soup, the thick brown colour shifting to a luminous blue. Both he and Borto leaned over the bowl, watching the image within resolve.
			

			
				It showed a single large room, filthy and almost in ruins. The only light came from a fireplace crackling, casting a warm glow across pale curves, tanning them bronze in their light. It showed Faylana.
			

			
				And she was not alone.
			

			
				Faylana was naked, lying in a bed of animal hide and rags. Propped up against the bed’s headrest was the goblin Caldric had seen before. The same one who he’d cornered in the old temple, who had glared at him. Only now, those eyes were full of bliss, and his warty little prick was being massaged between Faylana’s tits.
			

			
				“OOoooh!” the goblin moaned, clutching at the bed, panting, his hips pumping. The sounds were muffled, barely audible, as if coming from a great distance, but Caldric could still make them out. Could still watch, stunned as the shrunken monster enjoyed the strokes of the elven beauty’s tits.
			

			
				“Do you like that Greebi?” Faylana said, her cheeks pinked with a blush, her eyes warm as she pressed her ample tits around his cock, stroking him faster. Faster.
			

			
				“Yesssss! Now mouth. Me want… ah… mouth!”
			

			
				Faylana nodded, lowered her head, and as the goblin’s prick crested the pale orbs of her breasts once again, even if only just, her lips closed around the tip, and she began to suck.
			

			
				Greebi wailed in eager pleasure, throwing back his head as the lovely elf sucked his warty cock, her tongue swirling around the tip. The goblin shuddered as he came, cock visibly twitching, pumping his pathetic seed into the elf’s hungry mouth. Panting. Gasping.
			

			
				As Faylana lifted her head, a thread of saliva connecting her to his cock like a silver chain, she opened her mouth, only for Greebi to grab her head and pull her into a kiss, his thin lips moving against hers eagerly. Whatever Faylana had been about to say was lost as her tongue stroked his lips, melting her to him, Greebi uncaring of the taste of his own cum. Just wanting more of her.
			

			
				“Gods,” Caldric breathed, his legs shaking with the shock of what he was seeing. His head spinning.
			

			
				“Hm. Look at that,” Borto said. “I was wondering why she hadn’t been using the… Hm. Well. She’s found quite a good time with that little fellow.”
			

			
				“Where is she?” Caldric gasped.
			

			
				Borto glanced up at the warrior. “Oh? What are you planning?”
			

			
				“Just tell me where she is!”
			

			
				The wizard stroked his beard, contempt layered in his smirk at the cuckold before him. Something that filled Caldric with hot anger, shame, and… and something else. Something else he didn’t relish admitting. He was only glad his pants did not reveal his erection easily.
			

			
				“Hmm. I could scry her location,” Borto mused. “But it may take a few minutes.”
			

			
				“Hurry!”
			

			
				“Yes, yes. Wouldn’t what lovely Faylana having too much fun, would we? Now, let’s see…”
			

			
				The wizard looked down to the bowl and began to mutter to himself. Caldric glanced down too, soon forgetting the wizard’s spellcasting, all his being focused on the vision within the bowl. The vision of his beautiful girlfriend cheating on him. Allowing a goblin to cuckold him.
			

			
				Faylana was keening, moaning as Greebi massaged and stroked her ample breasts, enjoying those plump orbs, his fingers caressing her budding nipples and relishing the soft gasps and squeaks that escaped the lovely elf.
			

			
				“Greebi… Ooooh… I… Ah…”
			

			
				“Me fuck,” the goblin panted. “Me fuck now. Me fuck lovely elf.”
			

			
				“Greebi. Yes… Oh goddess yesssss…”
			

			
				No! Not that, thought Caldric. He chewed his lip, horrified and unable to look away as Faylana submitted so eagerly to the goblin.
			

			
				The beautiful elf lay back on the bed, angelic in the firelight, her soft breasts heaving. She locked eyes with the goblin as she wrapped her arms about her legs, pulling them up, baring her pussy and ass as if begging for the stunted little goblin to choose how he would fuck her. Breed her. Tame her elven cunt. 
			

			
				Caldric balled his fists and let out a soft cry of important anger. She was serving herself up to him! To that horrible little goblin and his warty cock!
			

			
				Greebi rubbed his hands eagerly, his eyes shining in delight and eager pleasure. But Caldric could already see which he would choose. Could almost feel the hungry lust of the goblin through the image as Greebi sauntered up to the quivering elf, resting a hand on her mons, the other stroking his stunted little cock. Pressing it against the elf’s glistening pussy.
			

			
				And pushing home.
			

			
				“Ah!” Faylana gasped, arching with a flash of hot pleasure. “Greebi!”
			

			
				“OOooooh!” the goblin moaned as he pushed his stunted, warty cock into the eager pussy of his elven slut. Moaning as he began to thrust, panting as he fucked the lovely elf.
			

			
				“Yes!” Faylana moaned, rocking against him, taking all of his warty little prick. “Oh goddess… Yes. Yes! Oh Greebi! Please! Fuck me! Fuck me harder! Fuck meeeee!”
			

			
				“Yes! Me fuck! Me fuck elf good! Me fuck. Me fuck. Me… Me…. Nnnnn!”
			

			
				Greebi threw his head back, quivering as he came, tongue lolling from his mouth in pleasure as he twitched, pumping Faylana full of his oily seed.
			

			
				The elf moaned, shuddering, the feel of the goblin’s orgasm within her too much for her. She cried out, face rapt with bliss as her orgasm joined his, her breath hitching as she came.
			

			
				Caldric couldn’t look away from the carnal scene. The sight of his girlfriend being fucked by some pathetic little goblin. And enjoying it! She was enjoying the little creature cumming in her. He didn’t know what to do with that knowledge. It made him feel hot and cold in rapid succession. Anger and disbelief and other emotions difficult to comprehend.
			

			
				“Got it,” Borto said.
			

			
				“Huh?”
			

			
				“Where she is. Due east,” the wizard said idly. He pointed to the forest. “That way. Probably in a cabin or something.”
			

			
				Caldric shook himself. In the pool, Greebi had resumed fucking Faylana, his hands mauling her large breasts, licking her budding nipples and making her whimper and moan. “I’m going,” Caldric said harshly.
			

			
				“Need some company?” Borto said.
			

			
				Caldric glared at the wizard, never hating him more than at that moment. Not that Borto seemed to care. He just smirked at the young warrior until, with a snarl, Caldric turned and stormed away into the woods.
			

			
				Branches snapped under his feet and slapped him from overhead. In the Wyld Woods, Caldric would normally move with more caution, never knowing what lurked in the shadows. But at that moment, he didn’t care. The sense of betrayal was too sharp. Too strong. If a wulfen had burst from the undergrowth and snapped off his head he wouldn’t have even noticed. Anger hot and bright burned in his breast. Faylana. How could she? How could she do this?
			

			
				But you did it.
			

			
				The treacherous thought wormed its way into his head. The memory of Quynn, the cabin, a scene so familiar to what he had seen in the pool. No! He had been enchanted. It hadn’t been his fault.
			

			
				But you’ve still done it. You fucked the bandit. And you never told Faylana.
			

			
				His neck prickled with heat and shame. His head ached. He was confused. Angry. Bitter. Aroused. Fuck! He could feel his cock rubbing against his pants with every step. The sight of Faylana’s rapturous face burned in his memory. Of the goblin’s warty little cock thrusting into her perfect pussy.
			

			
				It was a small miracle he didn’t lose his way in the dark. He almost missed the trail cut through the woods, but managed to belatedly turn down its way. He was panting by the time the shadowy bulk of the old cabin was revealed under the eye of a yellow moon. Light glowed from around the rotting door. Caldric was out of breath. It had taken a few hours to make the journey. And still his emotions roiled. 
			

			
				His hand shook as he neared the door, almost not daring to open it. To reveal what lay beyond. Suddenly, all his doubts assailed him. That he wasn’t good enough for the elf. That she’d realized it. That she’d decided that even a goblin was more worthy of her than him. He didn’t know if he had the courage to confront her.
			

			
				His hand moved forward. Pushed open the door.
			

			
				He stepped inside.
			

			
				The scene was the same as the one shown in the pool. The ancient furniture. The hearth ablaze with warmth. The bed of hide and rags.
			

			
				And Faylana.
			

			
				Beautiful Faylana.
			

			
				Alone.
			

			
				The elf lay on the bed, naked, her large breasts rising and falling slowly with heavy breaths. Her legs were slightly parted, her cunny flushed and glistening with pleasure and oozing with the goblin’s oily cum. She lifted her head at the opening of the door, her eyes warm and misty with pleasure focusing abruptly with surprise.
			

			
				“Caldric!” she gasped, sitting up.
			

			
				“Faylana. Where is he?”
			

			
				“He?”
			

			
				“Don’t… don’t play coy! I saw everything. The goblin? Where is he?” Caldric barked, storming inside, anger surging in his breast.
			

			
				“Oh, Greebi? He left. Said he needed to get some food.” She cocked her head, perplexed. “What’s the matter?”
			

			
				“What’s the… didn’t you hear me? I saw him fucking you!”
			

			
				“Oh! Yes. It was the least I could do.”
			

			
				Caldric stared down at the elf, who smiled up at him.
			

			
				“What!”
			

			
				“Oh yes,” Faylana said, shifting atop the bed, crossing her legs beneath her and sighing, resting her cheek in her hand. “The poor thing wanted me to marry him. Well, maybe marry isn’t the right word. He wanted me to be his wife. Or broodslut. I’m not sure which. I don’t know if he did either. He’s just… he’s so in love with me I wasn’t sure what to do.”
			

			
				“Say no!” Caldric said, flabbergasted.
			

			
				“How could I do that? He saved me.”
			

			
				“Saved you? From what?”
			

			
				From me, the treacherous thought coiled inside him like a poison.
			

			
				Faylana looked his way. “From the Baron.”
			

			
				“The Baron?”
			

			
				“Yes. He hit him with a rock when he tried to attack me, just before you arrived. And then, tonight, while I was out in the woods, a giant spider attacked me!”
			

			
				“Huh?”
			

			
				She nodded. “Oh yes! It was a vile thing!” She shuddered at the memory, touching her lips as if feeling again the webs that had silenced her. “It tried to eat me! But Greebi came and killed it before it could. And then he brought me here and… well, he was so eager. And how could I say no? He saved my life.”
			

			
				Caldric stared down at the elf, desperate to doubt her. But those innocent blue eyes looked up at him, and he knew, with a sinking feeling, that it was the truth.
			

			
				“But… But Faylana. We… I…”
			

			
				“Oh!” she gasped, then smiled. “Oh, don’t worry, Caldric. I didn’t agree to be his wife. Oh gosh no! I wouldn’t do that to you.”
			

			
				“But… you fucked him,” Caldric said weakly.
			

			
				“Yes,” she said. “Why? It was only sex.”
			

			
				It was only sex.
			

			
				Caldric swayed a little where he stood, trying to come to grips with that. Again, the words of Ruvar stuck in his head. The half-orc telling him about elven needs. And could he blame her? Wasn’t, really, he the one at fault? He should have been there to protect her. To save her from a monster. He didn’t doubt she was telling the truth. Faylana would never lie to him.
			

			
				And… Well, she was still true to him, in her own way. Not a human way, but could he expect her to when she wasn’t human? She was an elf. Of another race. Another culture.
			

			
				And she still wanted him. She still loved him. Her gentle face told him all that. Her words spoken with such bright honesty doubt never entered into it.
			

			
				She did care.
			

			
				He couldn’t blame her for this.
			

			
				Shame anew rushed through him. But with it, a new feeling. A need. A need to prove himself to her. He grabbed his shirt and tore it off.
			

			
				“Caldric?” Faylana asked.
			

			
				“Was he good?” Caldric asked, his breath hot as he shed his shirt. His pants. “Did you enjoy fucking the goblin?”
			

			
				“Well,” Faylana said as Caldric stripped. “It was different to be sure. He was much smaller than you in every way. But his cock had bumps all over it that rubbed inside me. And he was very quick about it. A little brute.”
			

			
				“Better than me?” Caldric said, his voice almost breaking. “Was it… was it better with him than with me?”
			

			
				“Hm?” She wasn’t sure how to answer that question. One was so different from the other. Caldric tossed his head in frustration at the lack of an immediate answer from Faylana.
			

			
				He pushed forward. Kissed her. Faylana’s eyes widened with surprise, then lowered in warmth. She kissed him back, arms winding around him, pulling him closer.
			

			
				They fell back onto the bed, his lips moving against hers. His hands stroking her flanks. Engulfing her breasts. She gasped, moaned beneath his touch. Caldric growled. Lust throbbed in his skull. He would show her. He would show her what a real man’s cock was like. He would keep her. He would prove himself to her!
			

			
				They rolled on the bed. Caldric found her under him. Her legs opened, inviting him. He pumped his cock, already throbbing, so hard, so swollen, so eager. Her pushed forward, against her pussy.
			

			
				Inside of her.
			

			
				“Ah!” Faylana gasped, arching.
			

			
				“Nnnn!” Caldric moaned, his cock squeezed in her cunt, sloshing around the goblin’s oily cum. So much cum. Lubricating him. Churning into foam and making the room stink with the goblin’s musk. How many times had the wretched little monster fucked her? That thought only drove him more. His hips slamming harder into her. Fucking her with a vengeance. His cock schlurping into her and driving frothing globs of cum from her pussy and down the crack of her ass to wet his bollocks. 
			

			
				“Oh goddess… Caldric…”
			

			
				“Faylana… ha… is it good? Do you… ah… love it?”
			

			
				“Yessss!” the elf moaned, rocking her hips to his thrusts, her eyes dim and smoky with desire. “Please… oh goddess… Caldric. Don’t stop…”
			

			
				“Better than the goblin?”
			

			
				“Mmm…” she moaned.
			

			
				Not good enough. He growled as he kissed her again, punishing her with his lips, feeling her melt to the kiss as his cock plunged in and out of her, the goblin’s cum oozing around her. He could almost taste the goblin’s seed on her lips. On her tongue. Remembering seeing her sucking the little monster off, those lovely lips stroking the creature’s warty little prick. Was his seed in her belly even now? 
			

			
				Oh fuck. Caldric’s cock… he was so hard. He was so hot. He couldn’t stop. Couldn’t dream of it. He had to have her. Had to fuck her.
			

			
				Had to…
			

			
				Had to…
			

			
				“Mnnnnn!” he moaned, shuddering as his hips thrust, filled her anew with his cock and, in the next instant, his cum. He broke the kiss, roaring as he came, his cock pulsing, flooding her with his seed.
			

			
				“Caldriiiiiiic!” Faylana cried, arching beneath him, her plush breasts quivering with her soulful cry as she came with him.
			

			
				Gasping, Faylana collapsed beneath him, panting, her head spinning with the high of that orgasm.
			

			
				Caldric fairly collapsed atop her with the force of his orgasm, every breath coming in a hot pant. “Did… ah… did you like that?” he asked.
			

			
				“Oh Caldric. Yes,” she panted.
			

			
				“Faylana…”
			

			
				Again they kissed, Caldric’s hips moving, unsheathing his cock from Faylana’s oozing pussy. She was so stuffed with cum. So beautiful in the strange light of the flames.
			

			
				“Faylana… Oh gods…”
			

			
				“Caldric. Please. I need you. I need more…”
			

			
				“Faylana…”
			

			
				They rolled over, him below, she atop. Faylana gave him a bright smile and eased down his body and to his softened cock. His breath grew short and fast as she leaned in, engulfing his manhood with her soft breasts.
			

			
				“Ooooh,” Caldric moaned as Faylana began to stroke him with her tits, her lips descending to suck off his cock, tasting the mingled cum of her, him, and the goblin she’d had before. The taste thrilled her in that familiar, sinful way that made her cunt ache for another taste of a rough fucking.
			

			
				“Mmmm,” Faylana moaned as she sucked and stroked her lover off, admiring the sight of Caldric lying back upon the bed of rags and pelts, moaning with bliss as she adored his manhood. 
			

			
				And from the darkness, in the brush, Greebi watched the cabin, the door open to the night, revealing the pair within. The goblin ground his teeth in fury, leaves and branches crackling in his grip as if they were the neck of the accursed human.
			

			
				He’d almost had her. Faylana had nearly been his! His lovely bride. His eager brood wife. So close. How? How had the human found them? Damn him! Damn him to the hells and back again!
			

			
				But Greebi didn’t dare make himself known. Even if he felt confident of taking Caldric in a fight – which he was not. He was in love, not stupid – he knew that Faylana would never forgive him. If she knew it had been Greebi who killed the human, she would be lost to him.
			

			
				Besides, the rest of the human’s group might be nearby, ready to spring to his aid. Greebi growled, his ferrety eyes flicking about the shadows of the forest around the cabin.
			

			
				No.
			

			
				No, Greebi would wait. He had waited this long. He could wait a little longer. And besides, Faylana now knew his feelings. Knew that he loved her and she had at last known the feeling of his cock. She would return to him, in time. She would be his again. Let the human have that night. That moment. But Greebi would have her in the end. He would breed the beautiful elf, fill her with his pups, and keep her to himself. Together, they would form their own tribe, and she would be so happy at his side.
			

			
				These thoughts soothed the goblin’s fury, tamping it down to a hot core that burned like coal. And so he watched. Listened. And stroked his warty little cock, dreaming of a future without Caldric in it…
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				The Dungeon Awaits
			

			
				 
			

			
				The castle’s ruins looked more like a part of the mountain than an independent structure. Walls had crumbled in and towers slumped askew where they still stood at all. Ivy and greenery grew along it, already half smothering it under the returning forest.
			

			
				Simona was undaunted. She knew this was the place. Even if the upper reaches of the castle were in ruins, she knew the lower levels of the dungeon would have survived the bitter ages since the fall of Morbus Skorn.
			

			
				But then, perhaps he had never truly fallen at all.
			

			
				The thought made the paladin frown and shake her head. She turned back to the rest of her party. “The castle lies ahead,” she said, stepping down from the rock overlooking the old ruins. “We will need to descend into the lower levels to discover if the Plague Lord has, in truth, returned, or not.”
			

			
				Her declaration was met with mixed attention. Her frown deepened as she eyed the group. Caldric, the human warrior and, she had assumed, leader, didn’t answer her, glaring instead at the bent wizard known as Borto, who ignored the venomous glances with amusement. The elf, Faylana, beautiful in her robe that clung to her every curve, endeavored to look serious, though she couldn’t quite manage it with those innocent blue eyes and soft, lovely face.
			

			
				Tavek, the dwarf, didn’t seem to be listening, staring at the ravishing thief Quynn with puppyish devotion, even though he looked rather haggard. Simona wasn’t surprised by the dwarf’s exhaustion. Every night Quynn rode the dwarf’s cock, her cries of pleasure ringing above the camp, and even after they finished Simona found it hard to sleep. Looking at the dark haired, curvaceous woman, Simona suspected that exhibiting whorish behavior was the point. In her tight leathers, Quynn seemed dressed more for the bordello than the battlefield, and so far, Simona had only seen skills that serve in the former from her.
			

			
				Again, Simona regretted the necessity of hiring these… people. If she’d had it her way, she would have recruited a dozen of her battle sisters for the dark delving of the castle, but she doubted the Order would allow her that. She had not earned another command yet…
			

			
				“What should we expect?”
			

			
				Simona snapped back to the present at Caldric’s words. “What?”
			

			
				“What’s waiting for us down there?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“I’m not sure,” Simona said, before adding, “but Morbus Skorn, should this truly be where he has returned, and should it truly be him, was a master of necromancy. You have seen evidence of this yourself in those empty graves you reported. He is a foul sorcerer who used his might to indulge in all sorts of depravity, be it magical or of the flesh. Even before he turned against his fellow man, his degeneracies were well known.”
			

			
				“Really?” Quynn said, her eyes flashing, lips quirking. “Mmm. Sounds like fun. Do you think he’ll invite us to join in?”
			

			
				Simona narrowed her gaze at the smirking thief. “He was a monster,” she said pointedly. “Under his magic, thousands died, and more wished they were dead. His death saved the kingdom, and perhaps the continent. I suggest you keep that in mind.”
			

			
				Quynn raised her hands. “Alright, alright. I was only asking. No need to get your garters in a twist, sister.”
			

			
				Simona felt heat prickle her cheeks and glared harder before turning back to Caldric. “We shall be facing the necromancer’s magic, and we had best be prepared for whatever that entails. Have you faced the undead? Any of you?”
			

			
				Borto alone raised his hand, but Simona continued without being interrupted.
			

			
				“If the Plague Lord lives, untold horrors will menace us within those halls. No doubt he has a number of traps awaiting down there as well. We must approach with caution. Morbus was always a schemer, and I doubt his death has changed that. Be vigilant.”
			

			
				“We shall!” Faylana said, fairly vibrating in excitement.
			

			
				Simona glanced again at the shapely elf and how she fairly radiated conviction. She couldn’t help but notice such strength of purpose didn’t seem to be in the rest. Caldric was still brooding and the others seemed to be in their own little words.
			

			
				“And do be sure to stick together,” the wizard, Borto, suddenly added, stroking his beard. “After all, who knows what might happen if some us get… separated.”
			

			
				“What’s that supposed to mean?” Caldric asked sharply.
			

			
				“Why, I’m just reminding everyone to be careful,” Borto said innocently. “I’m sure we can trust each other to do the right thing, even if we’re split up.”
			

			
				Simona’s brows knit at the laden words of the wizard. She glanced again at Caldric, and found the warrior was glancing quickly between Borto and Faylana, his teeth grit and hands clenching and unclenching.
			

			
				Foolishness. They hadn’t even entered the dungeons and already they were at one another’s throats. There was no time for Simona to reassess her party. They had arrived at the doorstep of the Plague Lord. There was no hesitating or turning back. All that remained was forward.
			

			
				“We march,” Simona said, and put the words to action, turning about sharply and descending the winding trail that drew near the keep.
			

			
				The rotting gates had long ago fallen in, and no guards barred their way inside the curtain walls. Time and the elements had effaced whatever battle had ruined the old castle, leaving nothing but rubble and destruction.
			

			
				“Hear that?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“No,” Simona said.
			

			
				“Yeah. No frogs or birds. Or anything.”
			

			
				Simona realized he was right. Though the sunlight dappled down onto the old stones, there was no birdsong. No animal tracks. In fact, there wasn’t any sound at all. Once she was aware of it, the paladin’s hackles rose with unease at the strangeness of it. Her grip tightened on her hammer, and her eyes roamed suspiciously from every corner.
			

			
				“We keep moving,” she said.
			

			
				There was no argument from the others, but she noted with approval a distinct increase in readiness.
			

			
				The keep rose ahead, the squat, solid construction having weathered the ages better than most of the rest of the castle. But even here, decay had eaten away the interior. The ceiling had partially collapsed, letting in the daylight but also revealing the full extent of the devastation.
			

			
				Every piece of furniture had been smashed or rotted away, leaving only the walls. Here, partially protected from wind and rain, the battle that had shaken the castle was more evident. Dark smudges on the walls revealed long ago flames. Stains revealed splashes of blood. Together the group entered the arching hall, Simona peering about the ruins carefully.
			

			
				At last she spotted what she was looking for. Another doorway in the rear of the hall opened up, and descended down, down, down into the darkness of the earth.
			

			
				“There,” she said.
			

			
				“Underground?” Faylana said.
			

			
				“The Plague Lord riddled his lairs with tunnels for his experiments and tortures. The castle above was merely a shell, even when it was whole. His true works were done in the darkness beneath the earth.”
			

			
				“Make sense,” Tavek said. “Necromancer. Underground. Graves. It’s whatchacallit, thematic.”
			

			
				“Oh no! All alone in the dark? You’ll protect me, won’t you Simona?” Quynn said.
			

			
				The paladin scowled at the curvy thief. “Get your torches,” she growled. “We’re going down.”
			

			
				“I do love going down,” giggled Quynn, giving a nudge to Tavek.
			

			
				“What about stealth?” Caldric asked.
			

			
				“Anything down there won’t need light to see us,” said Simona.
			

			
				Unable to argue that point, the rest fetched out torches, save Faylana and Borto, who merely conjured an orb of light to hover about their heads.
			

			
				“Why aren’t you getting one out,” Caldric asked Simona.
			

			
				She drew her hammer. “My faith shall light my way.”
			

			
				Caldric looked skeptical, until they began their descent into the dark, and the hammer began to glow with a soft, white light.
			

			
				While above, it had been possible to believe the castle was at peace, as they descended into the dark, the gloom and suffocating silence dispelled any such illusions. A sense of evil oppressed down there. A tightness and feeling of unease that slid up the spine and tingled the hairs on the back of the neck. In silent consensus, all in the group drew their weapons as they travelled down.
			

			
				They emerged into a dungeon, the flickering torchlight dancing among rusting iron bars and mossy stone. The bones of men lay scattered about, mainly in the cells whose bars of rust lay sagging open. There was no sign of what had killed them, but the yellowed corpses still clutched weapons in death.
			

			
				“Ugh,” Quynn said.
			

			
				“There must be a way deeper into the tunnels,” Simona said. “We must find it.”
			

			
				The group moved among the cells, carefully picking their way over the dead. Caldric peered in each one carefully, grimacing as nothing more than shadows met his eyes.
			

			
				“I found it!”
			

			
				He turned sharply at Faylana’s pleased cry. Together, he joined the others in hastening to her side and peering within. She stood at a cell, the rear of the wall caved in to reveal a dark tunnel, the uneven brickwork like a gaping mouth filled with rotting teeth.
			

			
				“There it is,” Simona said, coming up from behind them. “Now, let’s go. And be wary, for…”
			

			
				Her voice trailed off as a new sound entered the dark tomb of the dungeon. A rattling sound that echoed among the damp dungeon. As one, the group turned.
			

			
				And watch the dead rise anew.
			

			
				Bones rattled as the skeletons climbed to their feet, the dark sockets of their skulls glowing with a poisonous green light. Rusting weapons were gripped by thin fingers and shattered armour clanked around bodies far thinner than what had once worn them.
			

			
				“Dear gods!” Tavek barked.
			

			
				Simona frowned at the undead, lifting her hammer. Its light grew stronger in the presence of such evil. “Destroy them! For the goddess!”
			

			
				It was debateable if the others decided to kill for the same pious reason as her, but the efforts were agreeable all the same. Caldric swung his sword, shattering a spine under his blade and sending the skeletal creature crumbling to the ground. Tavek’s axe crushed the legs of another, and as it tried to claw back up he cleaved the rusting helmet and the skull beneath with a single great blow.
			

			
				Mystical chanting whispered from the lips of Borto and Faylana, their hands rising and sending balls of rolling fire crashing into two more of the shambling undead, explosions sending fragments of bone spinning through the air.
			

			
				But it was Simona who unleashed true destruction on the skeletal guardians.
			

			
				Her blessed hammer shone with holy light as she waded in among the undead like righteous fury made flesh. Her hammer swung, silver light bleeding in its wake as it shattered bone and rusting mail. Wherever it went the dead fell, the magic that held them together weakening and the glow of their sockets sputtering out.
			

			
				It was over in moments when Simona was among the creatures, her hammer shattering their number with ease, and soon enough she stood without opposition, barely even breathing hard as she surveyed the dozens of foes laid low.
			

			
				“Quynn! You alright?”
			

			
				Simona turned back quickly. The shapely thief was leaning against a wall, blinking rapidly as if dazed, her eyes riveted to the paladin’s glowing warhammer.
			

			
				“What… what is that?” she said.
			

			
				“The weapon of my order,” Simona said, lifting her hammer. “Fiendbreaker. Blessed by the goddess against those who reject her light. Why?” she said.
			

			
				Quynn grimaced, leaning away from the glow of the hammer.
			

			
				“What’s wrong? Did one of the blighters hit you?” Tavek asked quickly.
			

			
				“No. No. I just… um… Was surprised. I’ve never seen the undead before…”
			

			
				Simona’s eyes narrowed a little at the raven-haired beauty. “Yes,” she said slowly, letting the hammer’s glow slowly fade as the unholy magic that animated the undead dissipated. “They are an abomination. An affront against all that is good in the world. And,” she added, casting another eye over the shattered bone and rusting armour, “I believe we can take heart, too.”
			

			
				“Why’s that?” Caldric asked.
			

			
				“Because this removes all doubt. If not the Plague Lord, some necromancer of power lurks beneath this keep. And whoever they are, they must be ended, for the good of the kingdom.”
			

			
				She got no arguments. Even Quynn didn’t try and tease the paladin, though she still looked a little ill. Quynn eyed the beauty as she passed her, the glow of her hammer weak but still sufficient as she led the way through the hole in the wall, and into the deeper crypts beneath the keep.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Poolside
			

			
				 
			

			
				The group descended through the dark and down steps carved into the raw stone of the underground. Their lights flickered off unevenly cut rock and danced among cracks in the walls. The end of the tunnel was as abrupt as it was stunning.
			

			
				Faylana paused as she stepped through the opening, her lips parting in awe. A vast underground chamber lay revealed all around them, littered with a forest of stalactites. The full extent of the chamber was impossible to see with the meager circles of light granted by their torches, but the feeling of space pressed down on them keenly.
			

			
				Caldric moved forward, his torch soon reaching the end of the ground and the dampness of a large pool. He lifted his torch, squinting.
			

			
				“I think I can see the shore on the other side,” he said.
			

			
				“Wizard,” Simona said, turning to Borto. “Can you send your light there?”
			

			
				“I do have a name,” Borto said, but did as she bid. A flick of his finger sent the little globe that hovered near his head down and to the distant shore, where it hovered, illuminating rough cut tiers of stone and hills of stalactites, so expansive some had formed pillars with the ceiling.
			

			
				Simona considered this, then nodded. “We shall cross,” she said.
			

			
				“Works for me,” Tavek said.
			

			
				Faylana nodded, and with care followed the rest of the group into the tepid waters.
			

			
				Torchlight shone atop the ancient waters, shimmering as the pool rippled with their passage. The water was deeper than Faylana expected, and soon she was up to her waist in it. She hastily took off her belt and lifted it into the air along with her spellbook, mimicking Caldric and Simona as they crossed the waters, keeping the more essential pieces of equipment dry. Tavek was having the most trouble, the dwarf grumbling as he sank up to his neck, eventually forced to tilt back his head in order to stay above water.
			

			
				Fortunately, it didn’t get any deeper, and in short order they found themselves on the other side. Faylana sighed in relief as she plodded out of the tepid water, her clothes clinging to her curves and full, generous hips. Her clothing had become almost sheer with the water. She frowned at the clinging material, then began undoing her belt.
			

			
				“Uh… what are you doing?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“My clothes are wet,” Faylana said. “I have to take them off and dry them.”
			

			
				“What? Right here?”
			

			
				Faylana blinked. “Why wouldn’t I?”
			

			
				Caldric glanced back at Borto, who was leering at the shapely elf. He felt a flush of anger and humiliation climb his neck. “Just… Do it behind those rocks, maybe.”
			

			
				Faylana looked at him curiously, but shrugged. “Of course, my love,” she said, caring neither way. But if Caldric was anxious, she saw no reason not to do as he asked. She moved away from the others and into the shelter of a stony outcropping, climbing down until the rocks hid her from view. She hummed as she stripped off her cloak and then her gown, draping the latter over a waiting rock. Ten paces away, the others partially undressed and wrung out their clothes.
			

			
				“Psst!”
			

			
				Faylana paused, turning her head towards the sound. She squinted, her globe of light shimmering off the water.
			

			
				Reflecting in a pair of eyes.
			

			
				Her mouth opened, drew in a sharp breath for a cry of alarm, but when the figure in the water moved closer, instead she sighed in relief.
			

			
				“Greebi!” she said, touching her breasts, naked but for her lacy bra. “Goodness! Don’t scare me like that.”
			

			
				The goblin grinned as he crawled out of the waters, his bony green frame dripping, his wretched little loincloth hanging heavily between his legs. The goblin shook his head, ragged ears flapping and sending droplets flying. He grinned, leering at the elven beauty.
			

			
				“Me no want scare. Me promise!”
			

			
				Faylana rolled her eyes. She planted a hand on her hip, appraising the little goblin with some amusement. Once, she might have been frightened, even alarmed at the sight of such a monster, no matter how small, but that had been before she got to know him, in a number of ways. She now knew the goblin meant no harm. In fact, he was only too eager to help her. Twice he had saved her from death and worse, and although he’d wanted to keep her as some sort of monster bride, she had firmly rejected the offer.
			

			
				Not to say she hadn’t fucked him. She owed the little creature that much. And it was, after all, only sex. Although oddly, Caldric had seemed to have some problems with it as a form of friendly repayment.
			

			
				Thinking about it, Faylana recalled the night in the cabin. Greebi crawled between her legs, frantically rutting her molten cunny with his warty little cock. She felt anew a warm flush spread across her cheeks. She had never taken such a wretched little creature’s cock before. Not even in the groves. It had been a strange, exciting experience. Something almost shameful, yet all the sweeter in taking his warty little prick.
			

			
				She rubbed her thighs together, the warm heat of desire spreading from that hot spot beneath her stomach. “Mmm. So, what brings you here, Greebi?”
			

			
				“Me think you know,” the goblin said, practically drooling at the sight of her breasts as he crept closer.
			

			
				Faylana nibbled on her lower lip, her heart thumping faster. “Ohhhh, Greebi. I don’t know if I should…”
			

			
				“Me be quick,” the goblin promised, scampering to her feet, running his bony hands along her inner thighs. Faylana gasped at the sensation. The goblin’s complete attention was fixated on the water-logged mound of her panties. Her practically whispered as he said, “Me promise.”
			

			
				“Nnnn,” Faylana moaned softly as the goblin hooked his fingers in the band of her panties and tugged them down, revealing her silky golden thatch and the pink furrow of her delicate flower.
			

			
				Her legs were shaking already. She tried to steady herself, only to fall back against the rock. “Greebi,” she panted. “What… what are…”
			

			
				“Me think you know,” the goblin said, a flash of a grin making her heart thump as he leaned in and let his tongue drag up along her pink folds.
			

			
				Faylana gasped, arching as molten pleasure burned through her veins, the feel of the goblin’s tongue running along her cunny too good to remain completely silent. Teasing those tender folds. The coolness of the waters had only made her more sensitive than usual, and as that clever tongue stroked her, Faylana couldn’t help but gasp and whimper hotly.
			

			
				But she bit her lip, trying to stifle those noises of purest pleasure. She knew Caldric didn’t like Greebi. She suspected that he had some vendetta against the goblin.
			

			
				But why did he have to make her feel sooooo goooood!?
			

			
				“You like?” the goblin whispered between his tonguing.
			

			
				“Greeeebi… I… mnnn…”
			

			
				“You can say.”
			

			
				“Yes. It’s gooood,” she whimpered, her thighs shaking, her back sliding down the rockface as her hips rocked to the goblin’s tongue.
			

			
				“Better than human?”
			

			
				Was it?
			

			
				She wasn’t sure. She was having a hard time thinking. Of doing much of anything really. Other than moaning and whimpering and… and…
			

			
				And feeling the goblin lift her bra, reveal her plump breasts.
			

			
				And pinch her tender nipples.
			

			
				“Ah!” she gasped, the sound escaping her. A sharp cry of purest pleasure.
			

			
				“Faylana?”
			

			
				She froze at Caldric’s voice. It was so close. Greebi did as well. Then, with a sly look from between her thighs, he resumed his oral assault upon her quim.
			

			
				“Mnnn! Y-yes?” she gasped.
			

			
				“What happened? I heard you scream?”
			

			
				“Oh, I um…” She bit her lip, hips rocking as the goblin continued to lick her, only now, his hands had climbed her front, and were teasingly molding her generous tits, his thumbs rubbing her sensitive nipples as she whimpered and hips rode the stroking of his tongue. She hesitated, knowing if Caldric saw the goblin, he’d kill Greebi, and yet at the same time, the words to tell the goblin to stop didn’t come. “I ah… I stepped in the cold water! It… ah… It surprised me…”
			

			
				“Oh. Well, hurry up. Simona wants to get going.”
			

			
				“Y-yes! Just wringing e-everything out! I won’t be long. P-promise!”
			

			
				She heard Caldric’s boots clomp away and shuddered with a moan. “G-Greebi!” she gasped in a hoarse whisper. “You… you almost…”
			

			
				“Me not care. Me want more of elf,” the goblin said. “Me want make elf cum!”
			

			
				“Greebi, I… nnnnn!”
			

			
				Her protests died on her tongue as the goblin renewed his oral assault upon her slit. Her hips rocked to him eagerly, and soon enough her hands reached down, grabbing his bald head, pulling him harder against her muff. Greebi grinned, knowing he was gaining ground on the elf. That she would never have dreamed of doing this a few days ago.
			

			
				The elf would be his.
			

			
				Soon enough she would be powerless to refuse becoming his wife.
			

			
				“Greebi… Oh… oh! Greebi! Yes! Yes! Oh, goddess yessssss!”
			

			
				Her cry keened even as she bit her lip in an effort to muffle it, her thighs shaking with the sweetness of orgasm as the goblin eagerly lapped up her juices as she twitched with her high.
			

			
				At last, Greebi pulled free, leaving Faylana panting upon the rocks, spent. Greebi smirked, but knew that Caldric wouldn’t stay away for long. Not long enough for Greebi to give the elf the proper fucking she deserved. Instead, the goblin hastily rose to his tiptoes and pressed a hungry kiss to Faylana’s soft lips. He was gratified that she resisted him for only a moment, then let his slender tongue slip into her mouth and taste her sweetness. Her lips so soft. Her tongue stirring against his. His cock twitched eagerly, but there was no more time for this. He could hear that damned Caldric stomping towards them again.
			

			
				“Me be back,” Greebi said, and slipped away back into the water.
			

			
				Faylana barely realized what had happened, but as she heard Caldric’s footsteps returning she jolted back to reality. Hastily she grabbed her damp clothes and whispered a quick spell over them, her palms glowing with warmth. Caldric rounded the corner to find the elf near naked, her glowing hands running over the damp robes, soft hints of steam rising from the cloth.
			

			
				“Are you done?” he said.
			

			
				Faylana flashed him a smile, and Caldric, as ever, had to admire the elf’s generous curves. “Yes! All ready,” she said, grasping her robe and throwing it on anew.
			

			
				“Um, good. Well. We’re moving on now. Simona doesn’t trust the waters. She wants to stop for a break not far. Let’s go.”
			

			
				“Coming!” Faylana chimed, and her cheeks warmed at that word, even as she followed her lover. But she still glanced back and over her shoulder, and to the darkness of the pool, where two hungry eyes watched her go.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Rest
			

			
				 
			

			
				Lunch was a gloomy affair, to suit a gloomy place. Simona allowed a fire, seeing as their torches would have betrayed their presence there already, and Borto provided one without the need for kindling. The group gathered around a ring of stones in which the flames danced without need of wood or fuel, the purple tinge of the flames beating back the damp chill of the underground.
			

			
				Of course, Caldric suspected the real reason Simona had them pause was because she wasn’t quite sure which way to go.
			

			
				They had reached the far end of the cavern, and before them three branching tunnels were revealed. Even now, the paladin didn’t join the rest in taking a break from the hours of walking, but stood before the trio of tunnels, eying them thoughtfully. Now and then, she would lift her hammer and move it before the three tunnels like a dowsing rod, trying to see if the glow altered when directed in one direction or another.
			

			
				Caldric watched her thoughtfully, then stood and joined her. “Maybe some of us should scout down one of the tunnels,” he said.
			

			
				She looked his way, then back down. Her lips pursed thoughtfully. “Perhaps…” she murmured.
			

			
				“Faylana and I can do it,” Caldric said.
			

			
				Simona turned to face him fully, her glance suspicious. “Oh?”
			

			
				“Yes. Faylana,” he called. “We’re going to scout the tunnels.”
			

			
				The elf turned from her conversation with Borto, brightening. “Alright!” she said, rising smoothly and joining him.
			

			
				Simona gave him a flat look, and Caldric felt a heat warm his face. “What?” he said defensively.
			

			
				The paladin said nothing and she jerked her head down towards the tunnel. “Head down, but be wary. And do try and keep on task.”
			

			
				Caldric flushed but pushed on, waving for Faylana to follow. The elf walked after him, arms clasped behind her back, the glow of her orb moving about her head like an errant halo.
			

			
				The tunnel stretched on before them, and even Faylana began to feel the tension rolling off Caldric in waves of anger. She kept uncertainly quiet as they delved into the winding tunnel, but at last spoke.
			

			
				“Caldric?”
			

			
				“Hm?”
			

			
				“Is something wrong?”
			

			
				“No. Nothing. Nothing at all.”
			

			
				“Is it about Greebi?”
			

			
				Caldric winced. “No!”
			

			
				“I think you’re lying,” she said.
			

			
				“Why would I lie? What reason would I have for being upset that you fucked a goblin? Nothing at all! Everything is fine. Just fine! Look at how fine it is.”
			

			
				She took his hand and pulled it back and to her chest. Caldric turned, forced to look at her.
			

			
				“Caldric,” Faylana said, her face illuminated by the globe of light. “I know you have some problems with what happened at the cabin. Please. I don’t want this to stand between us.”
			

			
				“Faylana… I…”
			

			
				“If you want to talk about it, we should. I don’t want us to be ashamed. I did have sex with the goblin.”
			

			
				“Did you… did you like it?” Caldric forced himself to ask.
			

			
				“It was quite different,” she said. “And I did.”
			

			
				He winced. Why was she so shameless about such things? He could forgive her, but that look in her eyes defied him. She was not asking for forgiveness. He was about to say as much, when she spoke again.
			

			
				“I hope you understand,” she murmured. She pulled his hand closer. Against her breast. Up to her lips. She kissed it. “It didn’t mean anything more than that night. Caldric. I love you. I do.”
			

			
				Caldric tried to see a lie in those eyes, but their shining blues hid nothing from him. Again, he felt that warm wash of shame for doubting the elf. He grimaced, then leaned in closer. “Faylana…”
			

			
				“Caldric…”
			

			
				He kissed her, soft, then with greater urgency. She moaned softly, eagerly reciprocating the press of his lips with her own. Their hands moved over each other. Caldric grasped her soft breast.
			

			
				“Mnnn… Caldric…”
			

			
				“Faylana… I…”
			

			
				The rock whizzed out of the dark and smacked Caldric on the back of the head. The impact jarred him, banging his nose against Faylana’s cheek. Their teeth clicked and Caldric snarled, twisting about.
			

			
				By the wane glow of his torch Greebi could be seen, crouching atop a small pile of stones, glaring down at the pair. Another rock was in his hand, and when he hurled it at the human, it bounced off an arm Caldric raised with haste.
			

			
				“You little shit!” Caldric growled.
			

			
				“You no get her! She like fuck me more than you!”
			

			
				With a snarl of fury Caldric tore himself from Faylana’s arms and scrambled up the pile of rocks. Greebi squealed in surprise, sending a third rock at the human before spinning about and racing away with Caldric pounding after him in pursuit.
			

			
				Faylana swayed where she stood, momentarily overcome in a dizzied confusion of pleasure and shock at the sudden change in circumstances. She touched her lips, still tingling from the kiss and sighed.
			

			
				“Ah well. Fools will be fools.”
			

			
				Faylana turned as Borto swaggered out of the dark, the short wizard grinning and stroking his long beard. He seemed amused more than anything.
			

			
				“Borto! What are you doing here?”
			

			
				“Heard the commotion. Figured Caldric did something foolish again.”
			

			
				Faylana sighed. “He chased after Greebi.”
			

			
				“Oh?” the wizard said, bushy brows rising. “Who’s that?”
			

			
				“A goblin. It’s all very confusing.”
			

			
				The wizard grinned. “Ah, well. Never you mind all that. Come on. Let the fools have their scrap. It seems to me like we haven’t had a good practice of your magic in some time.”
			

			
				Faylana nodded. That was true. It had been a while since they managed to do get some decent practice in. She followed the wizard back down the tunnel and back to the main group. Simona noted their arrival with some confusion and a frown, but when Borto waved it off the paladin sighed in vexation and massaged her brow, trying to ignore the way Quynn was teasing the panting Tavek.
			

			
				Borto took her out of sight of the others and behind a shelter of a pillar of stone within the chamber. He sat down and gestured for her to do the same.
			

			
				“Now,” the wizard said, rubbing his hands, “today we’re going to look into some very interesting magic…”
			

			
				“Really? What kind?” Faylana asked, leaning forward eagerly.
			

			
				“We’re going to talk about scrying,” Borto said.
			

			
				Faylana gasped. “How exciting!”
			

			
				“It is,” Borto said, his eyebrows moving suggestively. “Very. Why, if you know your target, and they lack arcane defences, you can spy on them whenever you please. For instance, perhaps in a cabin, sharing some time with a certain diminutive monster.”
			

			
				Faylana beamed.
			

			
				“A certain green monster,” Borto continued.
			

			
				“Uh huh.”
			

			
				Borto’s grin sagged. The girl was clever with magic, but dreadfully slow to grasp his point. “You and a monster. In a cabin… Fucking.”
			

			
				Faylana blinked. Her mouth suddenly opened in a wide O of surprise. “Ah, you saw that, then?”
			

			
				“I wasn’t terribly interested,” Borto said, waving a hand errantly. “After all, I am a wizard of great power! But Caldric was so worried about you at the time, he insisted we spy on you.”
			

			
				“So that was how he knew!” Faylana breathed.
			

			
				“Yes. A little invasive of him, don’t you think?”
			

			
				“How so?”
			

			
				Borto squinted at the elf. “He spied on you…”
			

			
				“Oh!” Faylana laughed. “Is that all? Oh goodness, it’s not like anything he hadn’t seen before.”
			

			
				Borto peered at her from under his bushy brows. “Hmm. Yes, I suppose so. But it did make him rather angry.”
			

			
				“I explained things to him,” Faylana said. “He understands now.”
			

			
				“Yes, but did you know? He enjoyed it too.”
			

			
				Faylana blinked. “What? But… but you said he was mad.”
			

			
				“Yes,” Borto said. “A man can be both things in certain circumstances. He was utterly furious, but also terribly aroused. It excited him, seeing you with another man. Though, I wonder if I would call a goblin a man.”
			

			
				“Ah. Um, I see…”
			

			
				Borto observed how the elf’s teeth teased at her lower lip, her eyes glancing away, a blush rising to her cheeks. Borto knew her tells. He’d spent days wringing them from her, teasing the elf in ways that would have caused any other woman to slap him so hard his head spun like a top. But that wasn’t Faylana’s way. She was an elf, and that meant pleasure was her forte, and things like shame something other people did. He could see the excitement in the deepening of her breath, how her breasts moved beneath her gown and fingers fidgeted at the knowledge Caldric had enjoyed observing her fucking the goblin.
			

			
				Borto grinned, leaning in. “And, Faylana, I have more to share with you. Things other than spells.”
			

			
				“You do?”
			

			
				“Oh yes. For instance, more exercises in clarity of the mind.”
			

			
				“Like the one you showed me with the focusing phallus?” she asked eagerly.
			

			
				Borto grinned at the memory of the adventures that dildo had gone on. Adventures that he had been sure were connected to his own cock. “Oh yes,” he said, chortling, but quickly smoothing his face back into an expression of grandfatherly wisdom. “Very much so. Only this shall be more… direct.”
			

			
				Faylana tilted her head. “Direct?”
			

			
				“Quite,” Borto said, twitching a finger to throw a cone of silence around them. No need for the rest of the group to come running… “It’s time I showed you a very secret technique. That of magic transference.”
			

			
				“Oh!” Faylana gasped. “I’ve heard of this! We have something similar in the groves. Where magic can be transferred between the wisest among us in order to strengthen their power.”
			

			
				Borto nodded sagely. “Yes. Yes, quite similar to that. Quite similar indeed. It’s a method of empowering one with the magic of another. It too was developed by orcs.”
			

			
				“Oh.” Faylana’s eyes widened and her cheeks reddened as she registered the implication. “Oh!”
			

			
				“Yes,” Borto grinned, standing and undoing his belt. “I believe… a demonstration is in order.”
			

			
				Faylana bit her lip, but her eyes didn’t stray from the wizard’s hands as they undid his breeches, and drew forth his withered prick. “Um,” the elf said, blushing hotly. “Then, with my lips?”
			

			
				“No,” Borto said, chuckling. “In the transference of power, it must be a more intimate ritual. The lips are needed to chant.”
			

			
				“I see.”
			

			
				“It must go within you.”
			

			
				“My ass?”
			

			
				Borto raised a brow. “Interesting,” he mused. “But no.”
			

			
				“Oh. I only assumed because of how wizards must do it.”
			

			
				Borto blinked. “Say again?”
			

			
				“Well,” Faylana said, smiling brightly. “If two wizards, who are often men, need to transfer this power, then naturally they would either need to grow a pussy, or just use the ass. It only makes sense, of course.”
			

			
				Borto’s eager grin sagged a bit, his eyes glazing over as he recalled some of the wrinkled old wizards he had known, only now imagining them attempting to devolve into a gay orgy. It was an image he didn’t need, already feeling the toll on his shrivelling cock. “Er, sure. Whatever. Maybe you can use your mouth to get me ready real quick.”
			

			
				“Okay!” Faylana said brightly, immediately kneeling before the wizard, a familiar place for the elf by now as she cradled his shaft, and enveloped it between her soft lips.
			

			
				Borto groaned in delight as Faylana began to bob, her lips like heaven given form around his cock, and doing wonders to dispel the images of old man orgies. Already he could feel those images fade away before the sight of the elven beauty before him, the soft sounds of her sucking on his cock quickly eclipsing anything else. To be sure, Borto had known those lips many times, but each experience seemed to bring something new to appreciate.
			

			
				And there was certainly much to appreciate in her.
			

			
				“Yesssss,” Borto moaned as Faylana sucked him, his hands resting on her head, his hips driving his cock into her mouth with growing eagerness. “That’s it. Mnnn. Good girl. You’re a… ah… a natural at this.”
			

			
				“Mmmm,” Faylana hummed in acknowledgement of his praise, the vibrations thrumming up his shaft.
			

			
				“Yessss, that’s it. Suck it well. Get me nice and hard. Ah… ah… oh yes. Well done, Faylana. Suck this old man’s prick. Suck it like a good elf. Oh yes. Yessssss!”
			

			
				Faylana suddenly pulled her lips from his cock, panting. Borto swayed at the sudden loss of sensation. “Wha…”
			

			
				“Master,” she said, pouting. “You can’t cum in my mouth, remember! You have to show me that technique.”
			

			
				“Oh. Oh!” Borto gasped, grinning licentiously. He had almost forgotten his excuse for getting her on her knees. “Right. You suck my cock too well, my sweet elf. It almost slipped my mind. How about you lay back, lovely, and let me get to it.”
			

			
				Beaming, Faylana quickly arranged herself against the pillar. It didn’t take her long to do so. She was well practiced at offering herself to men, and things which were not quite men. She hiked up her skirt, revealing her slender legs and pulled down her panties to reveal the pink gusset of her pussy, already damp and dripping with eagerness to know the old wizard’s cock. Faylana smiled at him, stretching out her arms. “Master,” she breathed. “Please. Give me your magic.”
			

			
				Never before had Borto had a woman so eager for his cum. He grinned widely, moving between her pale and welcoming thighs, stroking his cock until the head fairly turned purple with eagerness to stuff this lovely elf’s pussy. “Feel free to moan,” Borto said as he rubbed the tip of his shrivelled old cock against her pussy. “No one will hear.”
			

			
				“Why would it matter?” Faylana asked. “We’re only practicing magic.”
			

			
				Borto had to resist the urge to burst out laughing. “Quite so! And magic it will be!”
			

			
				With gusto he thrust his cock into the elf’s sweet pussy, gritting his teeth as he felt that tight cunt clamp down on his cock with sensitive pleasure, Faylana stiffening with a throaty moan of pleasure.
			

			
				“Oooooh!” the elf cried out.
			

			
				“Mnnnn. Like that,” Borto gasped as he began to thrust, his bony hips working eagerly to pound into her velvety pussy. Gods above! It was so much better in the flesh. Not only because he could see her blissful expression as she felt his withered prick stuff her, but because he could get a handful of her plump tits. Something he was only too happy to do.
			

			
				“Mnnnn!” Faylana cried out as the old wizard filled his hands with her fat teats, feeling her nipples peak the fabric of her gown. He grinned, molding them together, squeezing and rubbing them with delighted pleasure. “Oh yes. That’s it. The ah… hah… the more you enjoy it, the more… mnnn… more magic you will absorb from… ah… from me…”
			

			
				“Th-thank you… thank you ah… m-master… Oh goddess,” Faylana panted, her hips rolling as she fucked herself atop Borto’s cock, every whimper another cry of pleasure. “Oh yes. Yes! Oh master, p-please! Mnnn! Please! I n-need you to… ah… to share your magic. Teach me. Oh, goddess yes! Please! Teach me more!”
			

			
				With any other woman, Borto would think she was faking it. But Faylana wasn’t just as innocent of ill intentions as a rabbit, but as eager to fuck as one too! She meant every word, and few things could make an old wizard feel like a great a man than having such an eager, shapely beauty begging for his cum. If Borto was a lesser man, he might have felt bad about deceiving and fucking her like this.
			

			
				Of course, if he was a lesser man, he also wouldn’t be pounding elven pussy behind some rocks while her boyfriend fought with a goblin about who would get to stuff her womb.
			

			
				In his opinion, he was doing her a favour. His seed was far better than either of those two buffoons. His cock no doubt equally pleasurable. And the magic? Well, there was some magic to it. He was a wizard, after all.
			

			
				Borto pounded his cock into her, relishing the wet slapping sound as he fucked her raw. Every pump of his hips eliciting another moan from the lovely elf as she rocked to his fucking.
			

			
				“Yes! Yes! Borto… oh goddess yes! Borto! G-give me your magic. Please! Please! Give it to meeeee!”
			

			
				There was no way to refuse her now. The sound of her pleas, the tightness of her cunny, all of it served to push the wizard over the edge, and with a moaning cry he came, cock pulsing, pumping his cum into her hot pussy.
			

			
				Faylana cried out as she felt him spurt, and her orgasm was not far behind. She shuddered in delight as her own peak followed, filling her with the hot light of pleasure as she climaxed beneath the old wizard. She moaned and raked her nails against his back, squeezing her thighs against him as the last of his seed dribbled into her creamy quim.
			

			
				Borto wheezed, spent as he collapsed atop her, his beard nestling in the valley of her breasts, his cock continuing to twitch as he finished cumming.
			

			
				And strange to say, he did feel drained. Not just physically, but in another way altogether. His head spun with the force of his cumming, but a weakness seemed to seep through him. A heady feeling of exultation. Perhaps there was some truth to his lie about transference of magic. Or, perhaps it merely had to do with the fact that Faylana was an elf.
			

			
				Speculations faded away when Faylana moaned beneath him. “Oh… Oh, master, that was… mnnn… That was so good.”
			

			
				“Ah. Good. Well, hrhrm, can you feel the magic I infused into you?” he asked.
			

			
				“I… I think so,” Faylana said, smiling dreamily. “It feels… feels so good, master.”
			

			
				Borto grinned. “Ah,” he said, reaching up, capturing a plump tit in a hand and giving a teasing squeeze. “Good to hear. Glad it worked out. Now, ahem, best to get cleaned up. Still have a lot of journeying to do.”
			

			
				Faylana nodded happily, and once the wizard had withdrawn his withered prick from her, she quickly dressed herself. Borto admired her skill at it. Within moments, aside from a slight flush of her cheeks, one would be hard pressed to say she had just been clawing at his back and howling with ecstasy. Borto liked that in a woman. Though, then again, he wondered if she would have if she’d been fucked by a true monster. He recalled his summoning ritual not so long ago with a fond grin, even as he tucked his cock back into his pants.
			

			
				“Right, well! That sort of magic should only be used in an emergency, or with someone you trust. It’s very old magic. Can’t trust too many these days. And who knows what sort of sorcery you might accidentally absorb. Eh?”
			

			
				He pictured her swelling up with a child. He had no eagerness to see her lovely figure ruined, but such a sight held charms of its own. He had worked a simple magic to ensure no such consequence for her with their little ritual.
			

			
				“Yes!” Faylana said, nodding quickly. “I understand. Thank you, master.”
			

			
				Borto smirked. Master. He did like that. The withered wizard preened at the elf’s obvious worship of him, but the rattling stomp of footsteps soured his musings. He glanced irritably at the stone sheltering them moments before Caldric rounded it, the human warrior radiating anger like a forge’s heat. Scratches were on his arms and one eye was blackened with a bruise.
			

			
				Borto burst out laughing. “Good gods, man! Did the goblin do all that?”
			

			
				Caldric turned a furious glare onto the wizard, one which merely increased the old man’s mirth.
			

			
				Faylana sprang to her feet. “Caldric! Are you alright?”
			

			
				“Fine! Fine,” he growled.
			

			
				“Did Greebi get away?” she asked.
			

			
				“Yes,” Caldric fairly bit out. “He threw some dirt in my eyes and slipped out of my hands.”
			

			
				Borto hooted with mirth and Caldric glared furiously at the sorcerer.
			

			
				“Come on,” Faylana said, pulling him towards the lake. “Let’s get those wounds washed out. We don’t want you to get an infection.”
			

			
				Caldric muttered but followed her, Borto’s laughter ringing in his ears.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Truths
			

			
				 
			

			
				Simona told herself that she had absolutely legitimate reasons for watching the woman known as Quynn sleeping.
			

			
				They’d opted to rest before continuing down the passages, something Simona had agreed to. What she hadn’t agreed to was Quynn’s nightly ritual with Tavek, in which she rode the dwarf’s cock. They’d had the decency to do it behind some cover, but that had been the extent of it, and her moans of pleasure had alarmed the paladin more than a little.
			

			
				“Keep it down! Do you want every beast in this place on our heads?” she’d snapped.
			

			
				“Mmmm! I’m sooooo sorry. It’s just… ah… so goooood to have a cock in meeeee,” Quynn had moaned back in teasing tones.
			

			
				Needless to say, Quynn was not endearing herself to Simona.
			

			
				But it wasn’t that which had the paladin watching the shapely thief, her soft lips parted, large, firm breasts rising with every slow, steady breath, raven hair tumbling around her head as she lay, at peace, on the stone floor. No. It was something different.
			

			
				Simona had not forgotten the encounter with the skeletons, and the aversion Quynn had clearly shown for her blessed hammer. A thing not shared by her companions. Only a creature of foul nature would so abhor Fiendbreaker. Sure, Quynn looked like a merely beautiful woman with long, toned legs and ample curves that moved invitingly with each step she took. Full lips never far from a smile. Eyes that glittered with hints of violet. A healthy color perpetually stinging her cheeks. A laugh that…
			

			
				Simona shook her head. The paladin suspected that Quynn’s playful beauty might only be skin deep. Simona suspected that beneath that comely exterior beat throbbed a core of evil. She was trained in the art of slaying creatures of evil, and knew too well that they often disguised themselves in order to do their dark work. Increasingly, Simona suspected Quynn was one of those.
			

			
				And naturally, as a paladin of the Silver Chalice, Simona had a spell which would reveal that nature to all.
			

			
				Her eyes flicked about. The others remained asleep. With care, Simona rose and stepped softly to the side of the sleeping Quynn. She knelt over the slumbering woman and raised her hands, a soft silver glow radiating from them.
			

			
				The syllables of the prayer lined up in her head, and Simona lidded her eyes as the soft, whispered words slipped from her lips. The glow grew in strength, pulsing from her hands.
			

			
				And reflecting off Quynn’s opened eyes.
			

			
				The thief smirked, stretching lazily, arching her chest. “Mmm. If you wanted to feel up my tits that badly, all you needed to do was ask.”
			

			
				Simona snatched back her hands, cheeks reddening, only to curse herself a moment later as the light faded as the prayer was interrupted.
			

			
				“Blast,” she muttered.
			

			
				“Or… were you planning on seeing a bit more,” Quynn crooned, tugging down her blanket to reveal the dark band of her panties.
			

			
				Simona’s blush deepened. “I… I would never!”
			

			
				“Oh? Then what are you doing? Lurking around a poor girl’s bedroll after dark. Watching me sleep?”
			

			
				Simona bit back her words before she could make a bigger fool of herself. “I… I suspect you are not what you appear.”
			

			
				“It’s true. I may look like a beautiful thief, ravishing and ravishable, but I can also play the trombone. It’s a secret skill. Don’t tell anyone.”
			

			
				“That is not what I mean!”
			

			
				“Oh! Then, did you mean… this?”
			

			
				Simona’s eyes widened as Quynn’s skin deepened in hue to a burnished red, her hair bleeding darkness to grow a silver shine. Her pupils slitted and a pair of small horns rose from her brow. She smirked, revealing the hint of fang.
			

			
				“Like this?”
			

			
				Simona bolted upright, her shock no less for having been proved right. “Monster!” she roared.
			

			
				“Eh? Huh?” Caldric groaned, rising from his bedroll. “What?” His eyes went to the scene of the commotion and he winced. “Aw fuck…”
			

			
				“Whazzat?” Tavek said, stirring along with the rest of the camp.
			

			
				“Oh, but you haven’t seen the best part yet!” Quynn said, reaching down and cradling her panties, which, Simona couldn’t help but notice, sported a significant bulge that hadn’t been there a moment before. With a teasing wink, Quynn tugged the fabric down, and up bounced her swollen cock. “Not bad, eh?”
			

			
				Simona stared, her mouth parted in shock. She shook as the demoness’s scent and presence wrapped about her like sensuous serpents, her sensitive nipples stiffening against her shirt, her pussy dampening despite herself. She forced herself to grit her teeth and grabbed Fiendbreaker, wrenching the hammer from her belt. The hammer glowed like a torchlight, pale and holy radiance casting everyone in sharp relief.
			

			
				“Demon! You will die!” Simona shouted, brandishing the hammer.
			

			
				“Shit! Grab her!” Caldric barked, scrambling from his bedroll. Seeing his beloved being threatened, Tavek burst from his sleeping bag like a cannon ball, slamming into Simona’s midriff while Caldric looped his arms around hers from behind.
			

			
				Quynn smirked, watching in lazy amusement as Simona struggled against the grip of the two men.
			

			
				“Demon! I will smite you!” Simona roared. “Get off me! She must die! The fiend must be slain!”
			

			
				“Don’t I get a last request?” Quynn crooned. “Because if I do, I would just adore it if you let me hammer that prim and proper pussy.”
			

			
				“Not! Helping!” Caldric gasped as Simona snarled and put even greater effort into breaking the warrior’s hold on her.
			

			
				“Ah! She kicks like a mule!” Tavek said from where he clung to the paladin’s legs.
			

			
				“She’s a monster! We must kill her!” Simona raged, her fury blind to the betrayal of her comrades. They could all turn on her. She would not stop until the fiend was smote!
			

			
				“We have to kill Quynn?” asked a soft voice.
			

			
				Simona turned her head to see Faylana up, rubbing her eyes at the bright light of Simona’s holy hammer. Her lashes fluttered, and her eyes slowly opened further as she took in the scene. “What’s going on?”
			

			
				“Quynn is a demon!” Simona barked.
			

			
				“Oh, yes. Right?” Faylana smiled, scratching at her head and yawning.
			

			
				Simona stared at the elf, for the moment too shocked to continue struggling. “You knew?”
			

			
				“Didn’t everyone?” Faylana asked.
			

			
				“How did you figure it out?” Quynn asked, honestly perplexed.
			

			
				“Oh, that was easy!” Faylana beamed. “It’s your smell. My nostrils tingle whenever you are near with the smell of your perfume. I thought, it’s got to be a glamour.”
			

			
				Simona looked about her. “Did all of you know?” she demanded.
			

			
				“Um,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Well…” Tavek coughed.
			

			
				“I didn’t,” Borto noted.
			

			
				Simona ignored the wizard and wrenched herself free of Caldric’s grip, rounding on the warrior. “You knew,” she snapped. “And yet you allowed me to join forces with such a… such a creature!”
			

			
				Caldric shifted his weight uncomfortably. “It’s… It’s complicated. We really couldn’t have discovered the truth about the Plague Lord without her help.”
			

			
				“That’s right,” Quynn said, rising from her bed roll, her firm, crimson breasts fairly bursting from her bodice as she tossed her hair, giving the paladin another smirking look. “And really. You need all the help you can get. I promise, if I try and betray you, you can kill me then. Isn’t that fair?”
			

			
				Simona stared at the demi-demon, once more feeling that creeping desire that fairly radiated from the demoness. Inevitably, Simona’s eyes were once more drawn down to the thick bulge which swelled against Quynn’s panties, hints of her demonic cock visible through that thin fabric. Red once more suffused the paladin’s face, though with rage or lust one couldn’t be sure.
			

			
				“Fine!” she snarled, whirling about and snatching up her gear.
			

			
				“Where are you going?” Caldric asked.
			

			
				“I shall not share a fire with a demon. Better to sleep in the dark and risk a monster coming upon me than stay and know one is here!”
			

			
				“I assure you, I would happily come upon you, if you prefer,” Quynn quipped, stroking her bulge with a meaningful smirk.
			

			
				If looks could kill, Quynn would have not only been dead, but dismembered, burned, and ashes scattered to the four winds. With dignity as stiff as her armour, Simona gathered up the remains of her things and carried them away into the dark. The sound of her setting back up rang to the others at the campsite with all the furious purpose of someone wanting to make a point.
			

			
				Caldric groaned, rubbing his brow. He looked to Quynn. “Why?” he simply asked.
			

			
				The succubus shrugged. “I woke up and she was crouching over me doing some of her little holy magic. She’d have figured it out soon enough either way.”
			

			
				“But did you have to reveal it like… like this!”
			

			
				“Aye! I’ve got questions too!” Tavek barked, pointing at the succubus accusingly. Or, more accurately, her bulge. “And where was that all this time! I think I woulda noticed!”
			

			
				“Tavek. Really?” Caldric groaned.
			

			
				“Why? Did you want to try it out?” Quynn asked the dwarf.
			

			
				Tavek blinked, cleared his throat. “Oh, ah, well I… um…”
			

			
				“Oh my. You can change your shape that much? Wow. Can I touch it?” Faylana asked, amazed.
			

			
				“Oh honey. As if you needed to ask,” Quynn said, grinning at the elf. 
			

			
				Faylana, doing a poor job of reading the room, reached a cautious hand out and groped the bulge in Quynn’s panties. Faylana’s fingers traced the length of it. She gave it a squeeze and felt it throb against her palm.
			

			
				“Oooooh! It’s so cute!” giggled Faylana.
			

			
				“Be careful,” warned Quynn. “It spits.” 
			

			
				Caldric tilted his head and stared at the ceiling of the cavern, praying to any god or anything to give him strength for the rest of this adventure.
			

			
				He had a feeling he was going to need it.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ghouls
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was a tense morning (if it was truly morning in the cursed darkness) when the party rose and headed off once more into the deeper dark. Their lights were but paltry things against the choking blackness of the underground, the tunnels worming away ahead of them. Simona took the lead, her glowing hammer fairly pulsing with her rage at the rest of her companions. Quynn, in perhaps a wise move, opted to guard the rear, leaving the rest between the paladin and succubus.
			

			
				The echoes of their passage accompanied their every step as the tunnel widened and revealed a sudden cavern. Simona went ahead, raising her hammer to illuminate old wooden struts arching to the ceiling and holding it aloft, while elsewhere the walls had the jagged look of those cut with hammer and pick.
			

			
				“A mine shaft? Here?” Tavek said dubiously.
			

			
				“Is that so odd?” Faylana said.
			

			
				The dwarf snorted. “Lass, your groves taught you much about magic, but a dwarf knows his mines! What’d be the point of digging up so deep in the mountain? They’d not have found a seam down here. Someone widened these passages intentionally.”
			

			
				“And extended them,” Simona observed, her hammer panning the area before them, revealing a number of branching passages, all cut from the stony walls.
			

			
				“How long ago did they do this?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“That’s the thing,” Tavek said, walking to one of the supporting struts and touching it thoughtfully. “This here… this wood’s fresher than you’d expect in a mine like this. Still pretty old, but it’s been replaced the last while, I’d say.”
			

			
				“A few years?” Simona asked sharply.
			

			
				The dwarf shrugged. “Within the last decade at least.”
			

			
				Simona frowned deeply, bowing her head in thought.
			

			
				“How long ago did the Plague Lord revive?” Caldric asked.
			

			
				“I do not know,” she said, but she looked at the wooden struts with worry.
			

			
				“Does anyone else hear that?” Faylana asked, her long ears twitching.
			

			
				The others paused in their scrutiny of the beams. In the silence that followed, they did hear something. A scraping, shuffling sound that seemed to come from every direction. On some silent instinct the group slowly pulled back into the center of the chamber, forming a ring around Borto and Faylana as they peered down the various tunnels.
			

			
				“There!” Faylana cried, pointing at the tunnel to the right. The group moved to confront it, moments before torchlight flared off eyes and illuminated grey and rotting flesh. Horrors of what were once men boiled from the tunnel, fingerbones bursting from hands like claws, flesh torn and eyes white and sightless. They did not rattle like skeletons with jerky movements, nor shamble like zombies, but lunged like rabid animals, their jaws open to reveal long, snaking tongues drooling with yellow filth.
			

			
				“Ghouls!” Simona snarled, the words laced with all her hate and fury against such abominations. She swung her hammer, shouting defiantly a prayer of warding. A wave of force struck the first ranks of the undead, sending them reeling back, but only for a moment. The next they were once more surging forward against the group.
			

			
				Sparking red missiles of light hissed from Faylana and Borto’s hands, crackling through the air to strike the first of the advancing ranks. The two ghouls hit were engulfed in flames, turned into crackling torches in human form. This forced its way through to what passed for their minds, and they shrieked with pain, flailing about as they burned.
			

			
				But that was two of dozens, and there was no more time for spells. In the next moment the ghouls were upon them, and all were fighting for their lives.
			

			
				“Protect the wizards!” Simona cried, her hammer swinging wide, shattering jaw and bones, every impact accompanied by a flash of Fiendbreaker’s silver light, the impacts like explosions on the rotting frames of the ghouls. But though their limbs were broken they still came on with a terrible, single minded need to rend and claw and kill.
			

			
				Kill.
			

			
				Kill!
			

			
				Step by step, the party was pushed back. Caldric slashed and stabbed, his heart pounding and eyes wide and staring, unable to think, unable to register the sheer horror of what he faced, taking refuge in the act of fighting and slashing and killing. Slaying giant rats, bandits, and bony skeletons did not prepare one for taking on the rotting vestiges of humanity given hunger and purpose beyond the grave.
			

			
				Tavek roared, his axe swinging in a silver arc, smashing apart knees and spines. Quynn held back, a short sword and dagger dancing, but ill suited to such foes.
			

			
				On they fought, but numbers told, wedging the party into fractions. Simona stood alone soon, her hammer swinging, her soul singing with the righteous fury of her goddess.
			

			
				Claw-like hands gripped her ankles. She screamed in surprise as her legs were suddenly wrenched from under her, sending her crashing to the ground. She raised her head, and found one of the ghouls rendered legless by Tavek had grabbed her, and was now grinning, its sinuous tongue twisting in the air as it tried to crawl its way onto her.
			

			
				With revulsion she obliterated its head with a swing of her hammer, but instantly the other ghouls piled onto her prone form. She howled, struggling under their rotting weight, her arm and hammer restricted beneath them as the claws of the ghouls scraped and clawed at her armour.
			

			
				A booted foot suddenly lashed out above her, smashing a ghoul’s skull like a pumpkin. A short sword stabbed down, severing the spine from the neck.
			

			
				Simona looked up to see a smirking Quynn. “Only I’m allowed to put you on your back,” the half-demon said, offering a hand.
			

			
				Simona hesitated only a moment before she grabbed the arm, allowing the thief to haul her to her feet. “Thanks,” Simona said gruffly.
			

			
				“Don’t mention it,” Quynn said with a flash of a grin, a moment before she spun, her sword lashing out and slicing through the rotting neck of another ghoul.
			

			
				Simona looked away quickly from the elegant death-dealing of the rogue and about them. It wasn’t enough. Even a glance told her that. More ghouls continued to pour from the tunnel, and in the confined space, it was only a matter of time until they were overwhelmed. Already they had been split up by the horde, Caldric frantically defending Faylana, Tavek pushed back against Borto under a wall of ghouls.
			

			
				Her eyes found the support struts.
			

			
				Simona’s hand tightened on the hammer. “To the tunnels!” she roared over the melee, Fiendbreaker lashing out. “Run!”
			

			
				She could only pray her words were heard as her hammer swung, shattering the wooden support beams in three great blows. She did the same to the other one beside her, and the ceiling gave a great rumble.
			

			
				Quynn glanced up, and the succubus’s mouth fell from her grin into open mouthed shock as she realized what was being done. She turned, racing away from the battle as dust rained down from the ceiling, followed moments later by boulders.
			

			
				The cavern thundered as the ceiling fell in on the heads of the ghouls, even as they continued to press the attack. Simona fled down the tunnel, the whole passage shuddering with the effects of the cave in. A cloud of dust raced from behind her, swirling around her, strangling her with great, hacking coughs.
			

			
				She staggered out of the cloud, waving it away. She blinked back tears and grit and looked back the way they’d come.
			

			
				A wall of stone met her eyes. The arm of a ghoul poked from the tumbled rocks, talon-like claws twitching before sagging, dead at last.
			

			
				Simona let a shuddering breath out.
			

			
				“Well,” Quynn said, coming up behind her. “What now?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Trapped
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric coughed, waving away the dust that threatened to clog his nose. He blinked blearily at the wall of rock that suddenly cut off the tunnel ahead. For a moment he couldn’t quite process what had happened. He’d heard Simona shouting, then the rumble of the earth. Almost more on instinct than anything he’d grabbed Faylana and ran down the nearest tunnel.
			

			
				Faylana!
			

			
				He spun about and fairly burst in relief at the sight of the elf leaning against a wall, the globe of her light illuminating the passage in which they stood. She was rubbing her eyes to try and clear them of the grit kicked up by the collapse of the tunnel, looking towards him blankly.
			

			
				“C-Caldric?”
			

			
				“Faylana,” he said, quickly sitting down beside her. He touched her and felt the subtle shaking in her. “Calm down. Everything’s okay.”
			

			
				“But… but the cave… Where…”
			

			
				“The others are fine,” Caldric said quickly, anticipating her concern. “I’m sure. There were a bunch of passages in there. They must have gone through the other ones.”
			

			
				“But… But…”
			

			
				“Faylana, they’re okay. I’m sure of it.”
			

			
				She looked at him, desperate to believe, her large blue eyes red with tears and fear and dust. “You’re… you’re sure?”
			

			
				His heart throbbed at the delicate beauty of his elven lover. He tenderly wrapped his arms about her and pulled her close against him. “I’m sure,” he said tightly, squeezing her against his chest. “They’ll be okay, Faylana. Everything’s going to be okay.”
			

			
				Faylana shivered, but to Caldric’s relief, she stopped shaking soon after. She pressed against him, her eyes shut tight, and never before had Caldric felt surer of how much he loved the elf. Holding her in his arms, comforting her, made him feel, well, needed. He stroked her hair gently, murmuring softly nothings as he felt her slowly relax despite the terror they had both experienced.
			

			
				Faylana slowly lifted her head from his chest, and he looked down into her soft eyes. He felt his heart ache for her, and leaned down, capturing her lips in a kiss.
			

			
				She melted to his lips, pressing herself against him with a shivering moan, almost a whimper of residual fear, soon forgotten by the feel of his body against hers. He groaned, engulfing one of her plump breasts in his eager hand, relishing the way she squeaked, whimpered as he massaged that breast.
			

			
				“C-Caldric,” she moaned.
			

			
				“Faylana…”
			

			
				He knew he shouldn’t. Knew they weren’t safe. But at the same time, he couldn’t stop. Couldn’t help but shrug off his jacket, pulling up her gown. Faylana moaned as her robe was pulled away, leaving her in nothing but her lingerie, the globe of light that hovered above her illuminating her pale curves for the warrior’s appreciation. Caldric fairly drooled over the sight of her creamy tits, even as he pulled off his armor, soon in nothing but his breeches. He reached around her, snapping open her bra, unveiling her breasts before he leaned down, cradling one in his hand and delicately kissing her nipple.
			

			
				“Mnnn!” Faylana moaned, arching, pressing her plump teat into his eager mouth. “Ah… Oh… Oh C-Caldric…”
			

			
				“Faylana… Oh gods…”
			

			
				He sucked on that sweet nipple, teasing it with his tongue until she whimpered and rocked her hips, arousal dampening her panties. Caldric cupped her mound with his free hand, his thumb stroking that tender divot of feminine flesh, making her moan and pant.
			

			
				“Oh… Oh C-Caldric… Oh yesssss. Please… Oh gods… please…”
			

			
				“You like that?” he panted. “You like me stroking you? Teasing your big, elven breasts?”
			

			
				“Yessss,” Faylana moans.
			

			
				“Who does it better?”
			

			
				She raised her head, eyes warm and misty with pleasure. “H-huh?”
			

			
				“Who fucks you better,” Caldric growled, moving over her, tugging down her panties to reveal the damp pink of her pussy. His hand moved to his pants, unlacing them, revealing the thickness of his manhood. “Who fucks you better?” he growled, rubbing his prick against her lower lips, making her moan and hips buck. “Who?”
			

			
				“Mnnnn! You… you mean who… ah… between you and… mnnn… and Greebi and… and Borto?”
			

			
				“Borto!” Caldric gasped.
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “Oh, but um, that was only training. Working of magic and… and things…”
			

			
				Caldric’s head pounded. He saw again the smirking grin of the wizard. That knowing look, and things clicked. He growled. “Yeah,” Caldric said. “Who?”
			

			
				And he thrust forward, filling her in a single stroke with his cock.
			

			
				“Mnnnnn!” Faylana moaned, hips rising against the sudden thrust of his shaft, her lips parting in a throaty gasp as he began to move, thrusting into her, fucking her tender pussy. The pussy that had taken so many other men’s cocks. That knowledge filled Caldric’s head. Urged him to rut into her harder than ever, pounding her against the wall of the cave, relishing her every moan and pant.
			

			
				“Who?” Caldric demanded, desperate to prove it was him. “Who?”
			

			
				Faylana moaned as he drove his cock into her, panting, rutting, fucking her. She rocked her hips to his, eagerly accepting his forceful thrusts, even as she compared it to the pleasures received from the other two lovers she had named. Yet, how to compare apples to oranges? To Greebi’s warty, stunted cock and his zealous abjections in his quest to pleasure her? How he would crawl to her cunny and lick it out almost slavishly, only to turn around and rut her like a dog as he buried his face in her tits?
			

			
				Or Borto, who’s pleasures were always accompanied by lessons. By her lips on his cock or the tentacles of a horror unseen in reality? Pleasures brought with the thrusting of an enchanted dildo or amusements with his hands?
			

			
				And yet… Caldric’s eager fucking brought another name to her mind. One she had thought of often, in the dark moments when she was alone. The broad frame and brutal thrusts. The large hands that took what they wanted. That turned her into a whimpering puddle of lust, a plaything to his touch. To his aggressive rutting as he fucked her.
			

			
				She could tell that was what Caldric was aiming for. Such a dominating affection. And though she was delighting in the feeling of his cock rutting into her, she couldn’t forget the sensation of the half-orc’s massive cock taking her. Filling her to the brink, even as he gripped her tits for leverage as he drove her down onto his manhood with great thrusts.
			

			
				The name escaped her, almost unwillingly, forced from her throat like it needed to make itself be heard. “R-Ruvaaaaar!”
			

			
				Caldric stopped, shocked to his core by Faylana’s cry. His sister’s betrothed? The half-orc blacksmith? The very one who had warned him that elves have an insatiable libido?
			

			
				And yet, even as he registered that shock, the image poured into his mind. The thought of the burly half-orc thrusting into Faylana, fucking her like his personal glory hole, stuffing her tender depths with inch after inch of orc cock. The cry that Faylana made of his name repeated over and over as he claimed the beautiful elf without a care for Caldric or his sister, only focused on sating his own lust. His muscular form flexing, pounding the elf.
			

			
				It happened almost by surprise. By the time Caldric realized he was going to cum it was too late to do anything about it. He shuddered, moaning, throwing back his head as his cock twitched and suddenly exploded in Faylana’s cunt, pumping his seed into her hungry depths as a cry of pleasure and despair escaped his lips.
			

			
				“Ooooooh!” Faylana cried out as she felt the hot rush of Caldric’s cum, her own orgasm sweeping through her, her moan coming on the heel of Ruvar’s name like some prayer to the lust of the burly orc. 
			

			
				Caldric sagged against her, panting, his cock shrivelling in her pussy, reduced to its softened state. Faylana moaned with bliss, moving her arms about him, pulling him closer.
			

			
				“Did… did he really fuck you?” Caldric panted.
			

			
				“Who?”
			

			
				Caldric winced at the litany of names he could use. “Ruvar,” he said.
			

			
				“Oh, yes. Of course. He wanted to show me an orcish relaxation technique to help me study with Borto.”
			

			
				“And he fucked you?”
			

			
				“It clears the mind wonderfully, Caldric,” she said, her lashes fluttering at the memory of the orc fucking her raw, taking his pleasure from her. She looked again to him. “But, that was all it was. I don’t love him. I only love you.”
			

			
				“But you fucked him too,” Caldric said.
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “Of course! It was only sex.”
			

			
				Caldric winced, but even as he did, he remembered the force in which he just came with. The knowledge and pleasure that had surged through him when Faylana had cried out Ruvar’s name. That it had been that knowledge that spurred such an explosive pleasure within him.
			

			
				Did he… Did he like…
			

			
				Caldric banished the thought. Buried it. Killed it in his mind and dug for it a dark pit in his soul to smother it. No. He wouldn’t think about it. Wouldn’t dream about it.
			

			
				Instead, he pulled Faylana close, and kissed her hard, as if to imprint his lips upon hers. His lust for her.
			

			
				Faylana moaned, returning his kiss with loving passion. Pulling him close to her as they embraced.
			

			
				And watching from further up the tunnel, Greebi ground his teeth.
			

			
				The goblin tightened his hands into fists, furious at what he had seen. He had been following the pair, scampering down the tunnel ahead of them as the mine collapsed. He’d tried to pull Faylana with him, but during the melee hadn’t dared get too close.
			

			
				But he had chosen correctly. Faylana, Caldric and he were here.
			

			
				Alone.
			

			
				He grinned. His hands opened, and he drew his flint knife. Deftly, he began to creep up the passage.
			

			
				“Ah ah…”
			

			
				Greebi froze, warm breath ghosting against the back of his neck, freezing him in place. A delicate hand gently laid itself on his shoulder. Fingers thin yet strong as bands of steel gripped him. A soft, sensual, female voice purred in his ear.
			

			
				“Let us not interrupt their moment, shall we? It would be ever so rude…”
			

			
				Greebi began to tremble. He slowly turned his head.
			

			
				And looked up into a pair of glowing red eyes. He could not look away from them.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Contemplations
			

			
				 
			

			
				Tavek knocked his knuckles against the wall made by the caved in stone and shook his head. 
			

			
				“Bah! We won’t be getting through that. Not unless you have a spell that’d let us pass through a couple tons a rock!”
			

			
				Borto hummed from where he sat atop some other stones, taking another drink from a wineskin. “A couple tons? Oh, well, I might be able to manage one or two. But a couple? Ah, well.” He shook his head, his long white beard wagging.
			

			
				Tavek snorted and stumped back to the mage, hopping onto a rock nearby. Borto passed him the wineskin and Tavek eagerly took a gulp.
			

			
				“Ah!” the dwarf breathed. “Fine wine,” he said, passing it back.
			

			
				“Good quality? You mean it’s strrong enough to get you drunk easy, but sweet enough you can tolerate gulping it down.”
			

			
				“I’ll drink to that!” Tavek said, belting out a laugh as he was passed the skin, taking another swig. He wiped his mouth, glancing at the wall of stone. 
			

			
				“Can you find our way to the others?” Borto asked, guessing his thoughts.
			

			
				“Eh? Oh sure! These tunnels backtrack all over. I’ve been born ‘n bred in them. I’ll track the others down, don’t you worry. Thought…” Tavek frowned at the stone. “Hrm, but, you think the others are doin’ all right?”
			

			
				“Who? The paladin? Ah, she’ll be fine. Take it from an old hand. Those sorts always find a way to survive. They like to suffer and would hate to have to stop.”
			

			
				“Ha! Nah, I meant Caldric and Faylana. Thought I saw them duck down another tunnel. You think they’re busy?”
			

			
				Borto smirked at Tavek’s wiggling brows. “Hm! Him and her? Maybe. I’d say for certain if Faylana were with anyone else.”
			

			
				“Do you?”
			

			
				Borto settled his back against the wall, taking another slow swig. “Hmm. Indeed. She’s been getting into all sorts of trouble with other men, if you catch my drift.”
			

			
				“Ha!” Tavek laughed again. “I knew she would. She looked a tart as soon as I set eyes on her. She’d open those legs for anyone, sweet thing that she is.”
			

			
				“Even a goblin.”
			

			
				“Goblin?” Tavek nearly choked on wine.
			

			
				“Indeed,” Borto chuckled. “Poor Caldric watched his beloved fuck a goblin not too long ago. But he insisted on finding out what she’d been up to. Can’t imagine he’d dreamed it’d be that.”
			

			
				“Ah! Poor bugger. Oh well. Still, more the fool I for not trying for it too!”
			

			
				Borto laughed with the dwarf and traded the wineskin between them, both soon warm and relaxed in the grip of mild drunkenness. “Ah well,” Borto mused. “So it goes. His own fault for trying to tie down an elf. But you never know, Tavek. There still might be an opening for you with her.”
			

			
				“Aye!” Tavek said, grinning in agreement. “One or two openings! Maybe even three!”
			

			
				“I’ll drink to that!” said Borto, raising the wineskin.
			

			
				The pair laughed again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Passion
			

			
				 
			

			
				The sound of their footfalls seemed deafening to Simona’s ears. She tried to ignore it even as she pushed on down the tunnel.
			

			
				“Do you even know where you’re going?” Quynn said.
			

			
				And why, oh why, did she have to be stuck with that demonic temptress?
			

			
				“Of course I do!” Simona snapped hotly. “It’s this way.”
			

			
				“You sure?”
			

			
				“Yes!”
			

			
				“I’m just saying, it seems like you’re not thinking straight. You’re probably too stressed to. Shall I give you a relaxing massage? I’ve been told I’m very good at it.”
			

			
				Simona’s face grew hot once again. “I’d rather burn myself with pincers than let your foul hands touch me, demon!”
			

			
				“Well that’s just rude,” Quynn said. “Here I am, just trying to help you relax, and you take it in such a direction? Honestly. But, I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised. No doubt since you’re so pent up in that oh so proper armour, you haven’t really relaxed in years. Do you have a chastity belt under there? I do wonder sometimes.”
			

			
				“You will be silent!”
			

			
				“Is that a royal command?”
			

			
				“I’m not royalty!”
			

			
				“You certainly act like it. Shall I bow? I could go to my knees if you like, but I would expect some compensation for that.”
			

			
				Simona growled, her hands flexing into fists. The half demon’s presence was like a throbbing in her head. Her scent filled the passage in a thick, cloying musk she could never seem to escape. She felt so hot in her armour, and she had a feeling it wasn’t all due to the stuffiness of the corridor. Every moment spent in the presence of the infuriating thief made her want to strangle the slut!
			

			
				And yet, the bitch had saved her life! Which made it even more maddening. Simona had pride in her abilities, but she’d been in too many battles not to know how close she had come to being overwhelmed in the passage. A few moments more and a ghoul would have been gnawing on her face, or had managed to wrest a piece of her armour free and tear into her unprotected flesh. Quynn had prevented that, which only made it more frustrating. She knew she should thank her, but every time she looked at the sultry thief she could only see that crimson flesh, the pointing horns, those plush breasts bound so tight in her jerkin, and recall the way her panties had bulged with the insidious thickness of her cock…
			

			
				“Oh dear. Simona?”
			

			
				“Wh-what!” Simona gasped, rounding on the rogue.
			

			
				Quynn put a finger to her soft, kissable lips, her eyes sparkling with mirth. “Mmm. You’re looking rather… flush. Are you feeling a little hot?”
			

			
				Simona moved so fast she surprised herself. She certainly did Quynn, who only had time enough to widen her eyes before Simoan had grabbed her by the collar and slammed the shapely thief against the wall of the cave.
			

			
				“Do not play with me, demon!” Simona snapped an inch from Quynn’s face. “I will not be toyed with! I will not be tempted! By rights I should have crushed your skull and sent you back to the abyss where you belong!”
			

			
				“But you haven’t,” Quynn observed, staring fearlessly into the paladin’s eyes, her smirk smoking, her composure even more galling.
			

			
				“I-“
			

			
				“It’s okay. I know why,” Quynn said. “And I think you do too…”
			

			
				Simona opened her mouth, then shut it as she felt Quynn’s hands on her cheeks. The shapely thief smirked, leaned up, and kissed the imposing paladin full on the lips.
			

			
				Simona froze. The warmth pulsing through her veins was suddenly an inferno. The feel of those soft lips against her own seemed to tingle and spark. Fireworks burst within her head in a sudden surge of sweet sensations that sent her mind spinning with desire.
			

			
				Quynn leaned back, smirking at the paladin’s dazed face. “Not bad, hm?”
			

			
				“I-“
			

			
				Another kiss silenced the paladin, and it was like a lid had been wrenched off her self control. She grabbed Quynn, pulling on the succubus’s hair, relishing the cry of pain and pleasure that escaped the other woman’s throat.
			

			
				She felt Quynn’s hands on her, and at another time, would have been alarmed at the ease and skill which the thief divested her of her armour. But all that was peripheral. None of it broke through her awe and fascination of the feel of the demoness’s lips. Her breasts. How soft. How toned her limbs. How she could be so much and everything all at once. How she could be so beautiful. So gorgeous. So made for pleasure.
			

			
				Simona felt that throbbing need like a furnace within her. She craved more. More of those lips. Those breasts. She fairly tore Quynn’s leathers from her, not a hard feat. The clothes seemed made for such abuse, coming away, releasing the rogue’s bountiful breasts. The sight of the half-demon’s pale flesh deepening to richest crimson only excited the panting paladin more.
			

			
				She pushed Quynn back, and the demoness laughed, pulling Simona down with her. They were on the ground, she atop the sultry seductress, those crimson tits in her hands, her lips latched on to a budding black nipple. Teasing and sucking.
			

			
				“Mmmm. Good girl. Here. Good girls get rewards, don’t they?”
			

			
				“Sh-shut up,” Simona gasped, the words lacking any real venom. Not with Quynn’s hands gliding down her sides, her stomach, down to her glistening folds where they slid up her hot pussy lips.
			

			
				Only then did Simona realize she was naked. Alone with the demoness in the dark and the dust and the heat.
			

			
				And only then did Simona truly realize she couldn’t stop what would happen next.
			

			
				Such an admission should have alarmed her. Instead, it drove her to crudely paw at the other woman, gripping her fiercely, crying out as slender fingers glided along her throbbing pussy. Stroking along her tender lower lips, rubbing her until her slit was fairly drooling with arousal.
			

			
				“So hot. You needed this,” Quynn purred.
			

			
				“I…I didn’t! I… ah…”
			

			
				“I think it’s a bit late for denial, don’t you?”
			

			
				Simona bit her lower lip, her assaults on the demon growing weaker as pleasure pulsed through her, robbing her of her strength. Where once she attacked, she now defended, and she had never been much for defence. Especially not against an opponent as skilled as Quynn.
			

			
				With ease the succubus turned the tables, spinning them about, pressing Simona against the wall of the cavern, propped up. The paladin instinctively tried to close her legs, but little more than a touch by the half demon parted them, revealing the paladin’s dripping pussy.
			

			
				“Mmm. No chastity belt,” the demoness purred, her eyes glowing in the dark, her smile wicked. “I suppose I owe you an apology.”
			

			
				Simona’s breath hitched as Quynn eased between her legs, her tongue teasing from her lips, and up along the paladin’s pussy.
			

			
				“Ah!” Quynn gasped, hips bucking as that tongue slid along her pussy. Her head fell back, a moan escaping her, her thighs trembling, instinctively trying to close, but kept apart with ease by the sultry demoness as her lips again kissed Simona’s cunny, her tongue tasting the paladin’s juices with hunger unmatched.
			

			
				And began to lick, tease against Simona’s slit, delve within and stroke her to new heights.
			

			
				“Ah. Ah! G-goddess! Oh goddess,” Simona moaned, her body moving by instinct, her hips rocking to the stroking of that tongue. Her hands shook, reaching down, pressing down on Quynn’s silver hair, pressing the succubus harder against her pussy as she whimpered and moaned. Not that she needed to worry. It was becoming quite obvious Simona had no intentions of doing anything but reduce the paladin to a blushing, panting, moaning mess.
			

			
				And she was very well on her way.
			

			
				“Nnn! Ah, Q-Quynn, that… I… Mnnnn!” Simona moaned, so lost in her pleasure she couldn’t articulate any more. A heady, throbbing desire forcing its way through her with every lap of that tongue within her. Driving her closer, closer to that inevitable peak. That high of purest pleasure. “Oh goddess… Goddess! I… I… Ooooooh!”
			

			
				Simona cried out, her voice breaking as she came, shuddering in pleasure as she climaxed all over the half demon’s face. Panting, the paladin sagged against the wall, all the force of her earlier passion lost in the heady delights of submissive bliss.
			

			
				Quynn grinned, her eyes glowing as she moved back up the paladin, her own firm breasts rising and falling in short, heavy pants. “You want more, don’t you?” she purred, her lips so close to Simona’s.
			

			
				“What… what do you…” The paladin fell silent, her eyes widening, her gasp sharp as she felt something against her leg. A thick, stiff heat. Her mind bounced back to when the demoness had revealed her identity. And revealed another thing. That thick, throbbing demonic shaft.
			

			
				She could feel that thick manhood now. Could picture it as it rubbed against her inner thigh, teasing towards her silken pussy, so wet, so eager to taste the unholy cock of this strange beauty.
			

			
				“I… I…”
			

			
				“You don’t have to say a thing,” Quynn breathed, her lips once more an inch from Simona’s. “Just… let me… lead…”
			

			
				The lips closed the distance, and Simona’s eyes rolled as she tasted the demon’s kiss. The sparkling essence that raced down the paladin’s spine. The taste of her own pussy on Simona’s lips. Her body seemed to move on its own. Part her thighs, bare her silken cunny.
			

			
				It was an invitation Quynn took, and pushed inside the paladin.
			

			
				“Mnnnnn!” Simona moaned into that kiss as that burning manhood pushed inside of her. The width of it stunned her. The heat surged through her core, warming her blood, sending it pumping through her veins even faster than before. She moaned, her voice rising in a trebling cry of desperate need. A cry Quynn heard, laughed, and lifted the paladin’s legs to drive her cock deeper into the moaning slut.
			

			
				Simona squeaked, moaned, panted as the demoness’s infernal cock hammered her helpless pussy. Fucking her raw. Claiming the pale beauty’s depths in ridged for her pleasure thrusts. Simona’s hips were soon rocking, her breasts mashed beneath Quynn’s, her lips locked with the demon’s as they moaned and gasped and panted and fucked.
			

			
				It was so wrong. It was all so very wrong.
			

			
				And Simona couldn’t stop.
			

			
				She bucked beneath the thrusting cock of the panting succubus, desperate moans and pants escaping her as she felt that thick, demonic cock stuff her.
			

			
				“Yesssss!” she moaned, the cry escaping her before she could help herself. And perhaps that was her last chance, because soon enough, it was the only thing she could say as Quynn thrust into her in sharp, hot beats.
			

			
				“Yes. Yes! Yes! Yes!” Simona cried, every one accompanied by a gasp, a jolt as the thief slammed her cock into the paladin. “Oh fuck. Fuck! Yes! More! Fuck me. Fuck meeee! Yes! Oh goddess! Yes! Yes! Yessssss!”
			

			
				Her voice rose in a ringing cry as she felt her insides tighten with the sudden surge of pleasure. She cried out her pleasure, shuddering as a climax more intense even than the one before swept through her. Consumed her in a sea of flame and pleasure that rocked her to her core.
			

			
				“Mnnnnn!” Quynn moaned, angling up her hips, pushing her demonic cock as deep into the eager paladin as she could before that sweet tightness overwhelmed her, and with a moan she came, pumping great bursts of her hot cum into the moaning paladin.
			

			
				They sagged against each other, overcome by their shared passion. Simona stared at the ceiling, her body jolting with hot aftershocks as Quynn sighed, her cock unsheathing from the redhead’s pussy, fading away, its task done. The demoness smirked at the paladin’s face.
			

			
				“Well?” she asked, brushing a lock of sweat matted, silver hair from her brow. “Was it good for you?”
			

			
				Simona seemed to come to herself. With a sudden gasp she shoved the startled Quynn from her, rushing to her feet, only to sway as her head spun with the sudden change in elevation. She pushed her hand against the wall to steady herself, another to her brow as a coldness swept through her.
			

			
				She looked down at the demoness, who stared up at Simona, surprised.
			

			
				“This…” Simona choked, swallowed. Her voice grew hard and toneless. “This never happened.”
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				Simona turned from the demoness and snatched up her clothes, hastily beginning to dress.
			

			
				“Hey now,” Quynn said, straightening to her feet. “You didn’t seem to hate it. What…”
			

			
				She touched the paladin’s shoulder, only for Simona to flinch away as if burned. Quynn pulled her hand back, frowning and puzzled. She planted her hands on her hips, tilting her head back and eying the paladin with a challenging look, only amplified by her arrogant nudity. “What’s the matter? You were only too happy to take my cock a minute ago. What’s wrong with you?”
			

			
				Simona winced. “This… this was a mistake. One I should not have made.”
			

			
				“But you did. So what’s all the trouble? Hm?”
			

			
				Simona turned away from the half demon, picking up her breastplate. Her hands moved with dull automation as she put it back on. “It was a mistake,” she repeated in the same, toneless voice. “One I will not repeat.” And in a smaller voice, one so soft Quynn almost didn’t heart, the paladin said, “Never again…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Eyes in the Dark
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana was having such a strange dream.
			

			
				She knew it was a dream because she was ever so tired. After fucking Caldric, the two of them had decided it was best to rest, and lighting a blue flame of magic on the floor so they might not be caught unawares in the dark, they had both bedded down.
			

			
				But this was far too ordinary to make for the stuff of dreams.
			

			
				What made Faylana sure she was dreaming was the figure who had stepped out of the dark.
			

			
				She was unearthly beautiful, with pale skin and clad in a soft gown. Her hair framed ears pointed like a bat’s and her breasts swelled against her gown. She moved so smoothly she may have been floating, but all of that was next to nothing compared to her eyes.
			

			
				They were red as fresh spilled blood and held in them a compulsion that arrested all of Faylana’s attention. The elf sat up with a soft gasp, her mouth opening to call out for Caldric.
			

			
				“Relax,” the beauty crooned.
			

			
				Faylana’s lashes fluttered. Lethargy oozed through her like honey. Sweet and warm as she slowly eased back, her eyes growing lidded.
			

			
				“What…”
			

			
				“A dream,” the pale beauty said, her voice a soft whisper that seemed to fuzz Faylana’s head even more. “Just a dream…”
			

			
				Faylana smiled dimly. Oh. A dream. A dream was alright. A dream could never hurt her. The dream woman mirrored that smile, sinuously kneeling beside the elf. A featherlight touch stroked Faylana’s chin, along her cheek. The elf whimpered, her skin buzzing with sensitivity as the pale woman’s finger slid down, rubbing her throat, the pulsing vein there.
			

			
				Something changed in the woman’s eyes. They grew brighter. Hungrier. If this wasn’t a dream, Faylana would have been very concerned.
			

			
				“Hmm?”
			

			
				The woman froze as Caldric stirred. The pale woman glanced his way as the warrior slowly cracked open an muzzy eye. “Wha…”
			

			
				“You’re sleeping,” the dream woman said softly.
			

			
				Caldric’s eye slid almost shut. “Sleep…”
			

			
				“Yes. It’s all a dream,” the pale woman said, her words as soft as a breeze, her eyes going back to Faylana. The elf’s heart skipped a beat at the sight of a smirk turning those ruby lips. “After all, only in a dream would this happen…”
			

			
				Faylana’s heart thumped faster as the pale woman leaned forward, those lovely lips pressed to hers in a soft kiss. And yet, somehow terribly potent. Faylana whimpered, sagging back, pushing out her chest as the pale woman kissed her deeper, tongue sliding along her lips, easily parting them to enter her mouth, wrestling with her tongue. Faylana tried to give as good as she got, but she was ever so tired. So weak. So…
			

			
				So…
			

			
				Easy…
			

			
				Faylana moaned softly, her tongue slipping into the woman’s mouth for just a moment. Just enough to feel the sharp points of fangs.
			

			
				“Mmmm,” Faylana moaned. If this weren’t a dream, she should have been very concerned about that. But since it was, it was fine to just feel those teeth. Tingle with delight.
			

			
				The pale woman broke the kiss, smirking, her tongue gliding along her own lips as if tasting the elf on them. “Mmm. See?” she said, glancing back at Caldric. “Only a dream…”
			

			
				“Dream…” Caldric sighed, sagging once more in his bedroll.
			

			
				The pale woman smirked, then turned back to Faylana. “Hmm. Such a tempting morsel,” she murmured, her thumb stroking Faylana’s throat, sending the elf’s pulse hammering even as her head spun and swam. “Far too tempting. But I do have a duty…”
			

			
				“Duty…?” Faylana murmured.
			

			
				“Nothing you need to worry about. It’s all just a dream. You can do anything in a dream. Do anything for me. Follow me. Serve me.”
			

			
				“Yes…” Faylana sighed.
			

			
				The pale woman shook her head, laughing softly. “Oh dear,” she murmured. “You really are too easy. Mira wasn’t kidding.”
			

			
				Memories stirred in Faylana. A cave. A witch. A touch of pleasure that reduced her to a moaning mess in the cult leader’s arms. This reminder alarmed Faylana, but not overmuch. After all, this was only a dream. And she didn’t need to fear a dream. If anything, the thought of Mira only made her more aware of her nudity beneath the blankets. Her need to be touched more. Stroked more.
			

			
				Teased more.
			

			
				Perhaps the pale woman saw this. Faylana didn’t know. For the next moment her blankets had slipped away. The pale woman had looped her arms beneath Faylana’s legs and back, and lifted with stunning ease the shapely elf into her arms.
			

			
				“Such a wonderful dream, isn’t it?” the pale woman said.
			

			
				“Yes…” Faylana breathed, smiling dimly.
			

			
				The pale woman chuckled, kissed the elf again, sending Faylana’s head spinning anew with hot pleasure. “Mmm. Good girl. It’ll almost be a shame to sacrifice you.”
			

			
				Faylana’s brows knit. “Sa… crifice?”
			

			
				“Nothing to worry about, my dear,” the woman said as she bore Faylana into the dark of the tunnels, where only the glow of her red eyes could be seen. “Nothing to worry about… at all…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Alone
			

			
				 
			

			
				The crackle of flames burned low, and the chill woke Caldric when nothing else did. The warrior moaned and sat up, putting a hand to his head. It ached something fierce. Like someone had stuffed it full of cotton and then banged it with a hammer. He looked muzzily about.
			

			
				And noticed Faylana’s empty bedroll.
			

			
				Caldric blinked at it slowly. Faylana often woke early to study and do… whatever exercises Borto had for her. But something about this time seemed off. Not only because they had been in a monster infested cave. But also because she left her clothes.
			

			
				This, on its own, also wasn’t unusual, much to Caldric’s chagrin. After all, Faylana often seemed to consider clothes a mere formality. Something Caldric had been at pains to remind her they were not.
			

			
				But she had left her spell book behind.
			

			
				This, if nothing else, cut through the fog of uncertainty clouding the warrior’s mind. His eyes opened wide. He rose from his bedroll, looking about frantically. “Faylana?” he said. “Faylana!”
			

			
				His shout echoed back at him from the endless passages beneath the mountain, and it was the only reply.
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				Visions
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I don’t care how you do it! Find her damn it!”
			

			
				Caldric was shouting again. Borto sighed and massaged his brow. It figured. Borto and Tavek had managed to find the beef brained warrior only to learn that he had once again lost Faylana. Borto figured the elf beauty had found someone more interesting. Or at least with a bigger cock.
			

			
				Judging by Caldric’s shouting, he had a different opinion.
			

			
				The withered wizard eyed the warrior with bemusement, which wasn’t helping the matter. Around Borto’s pointed hat an orb of light circled, glowing faintly as it illuminated the raw stone of the tunnel and the three adventurers. Caldric, as ever, towered over both Borto and Tavek, the dwarf, who was currently trying to hold the human back.
			

			
				“’Ere now, Caldric! Let’s not get too hasty. I’m sure Borto has something that can help.”
			

			
				“Of course he does!” Caldric raged. “He has a scrying spell. I know he does!”
			

			
				Borto sighed, shaking his head, his beard wagging like a scolding finger. “Really now,” he said, eyeing the human warrior. “That is a highly taxing spell, Caldric. A work of magic that required preparation and time! And you make it seem like tugging a rabbit out of the hat.”
			

			
				“Will ye do it?” Tavek said.
			

			
				“Now, I didn’t say I wouldn’t,” Borto hummed. “Only that, I wouldn’t have to if someone managed to keep a closer eye on the elf.”
			

			
				“What’s that supposed to mean!?” Caldric barked, temper flaring as he tightened his hands into fists.
			

			
				“Why, merely that if you managed to… keep an eye on our lovely sorceress, we’d be in better shape. But, I suppose I shouldn’t blame you too much,” Borto said, shaking his head at the folly of youth. “After all, she does tend to wander, doesn’t she?”
			

			
				“You son of a bitch! I was asleep! She was abducted!”
			

			
				“’Ere now!” Tavek repeated, practically clinging to Caldric’s waist in his efforts to keep the man from throttling the wizard. “Caldric! Caldric! We need the bastard! I need to find Quynn too, don’t you forget!”
			

			
				“Then he better make with the magic, or I’ll chop his fucking dick off!”
			

			
				Borto hummed again, but realized the tides were turning against him. If Tavek was worried about his girl too, then the wizard would have to contend with two irate warriors. He judged he could take them, though such a thing was never certain. You didn’t live long by clinging to certainties when it came to sorcery. Besides, he’d need Tavek’s help navigating the tunnels.
			

			
				“Very well,” Borto said at last, taking a seat on some rubble and fetching out a bowl. “Gather round, all. Let’s see what we can come up with.”
			

			
				Both Tavek and Caldric crowded about the wizard, hanging off his shoulders, much to his annoyance. But so it went. With a sigh and a roll of the eyes, Borto poured some water from the skin at his side into the bowl, and set his hands around the edges. He furrowed his brow, murmuring softly the words of power.
			

			
				At first nothing happened. Then, slowly, the surface rippled, glowing with a silvery light. Images flickered as the water slowly smoothed, radiating an image.
			

			
				An image of two large, crimson breasts.
			

			
				“Um…” Tavek said.
			

			
				“Borto?” Caldric growled.
			

			
				Borto’s brow furrowed deeper with genuine uncertainty. “What in…”
			

			
				“Don’t you wish you could have a pair of tits like mine?” a throaty voice purred through the bowl. The figure stepped back, revealing the full, crimson figure of a succubus, breasts proudly heavy, hips swinging and spaded tail flicking. 
			

			
				The jaws of the trio slowly dropped as her hands wandered up the naked delta, gliding around a pink pussy before cupping a pair of large, generous breasts.
			

			
				“Don’t you wish you could fuck me? Mate me? Don’t you want to meet sexy singles from the seven realms of hells? Well now you can, with our brand-new service. For just seven small installments on your soul, you can summon for brief periods sexy, lonely demons in your area.”
			

			
				“Er, Borto?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“That’s not… Hold on.”
			

			
				Borto gave the waters a shake. The ripples radiated out, the water popping and crackling before adjusting again, showing another scene. This one of a burly wolfman, his fur crackling with fire, his maw parted as he panted, his hips working, eagerly thrusting his cock into a purple skinned succubus resting on her tits, looking up through the pool.
			

			
				“Tired of… ah… mere… mmm… human cocks? Then… ah… summon us today to… oooooh! To feel the virility of the… mmm… the beasts of the great ah! Great infernums. Just write… nnn… 666 7563 on ah… on a piece of lambskin with some virgin blood, and… and… ooooh!”
			

			
				“What the fuck!” Caldric barked.
			

			
				“Hmm,” Borto mused. “Must be someone interfering with scrying under the mountain. How strange.”
			

			
				“You mean you can’t find Faylana?” Caldric snapped.
			

			
				“No. It seems not.”
			

			
				“Fuck!”
			

			
				Caldric threw his hands in the air and paced about the tunnel. “Great. Just great! What are we going to do now! We’ve got to find her. Who knows what’s happening to her? I bet it was that fucking goblin. That little shit. I should have gutted him when I had the chance!”
			

			
				“Now now, no sense raging about it,” Tavek said. “We’ll just have t’ keep looking. I think we can find out way about. Quynn and the paladin’s probably down ‘ere too. Just gotta get all of us together and see what comes up, eh?”
			

			
				Caldric let his arms drop, sighing. He shook his head, giving the dwarf a grateful look. “Right. You’re right, Tavek. Thanks. Borto! Come on. We’re leaving!”
			

			
				“Six six six… five six hm?” Borto said, looking up from a notepad he was scribbling in. He hastily tucked it away, dumping the water from the bowl. “Oh, right. Yes. We’d best get moving, then. No telling what else might be lurking down here, eh?”
			

			
				“That’s the spirit!” Tavek said, patting Caldric’s leg. “Let’s get moving. I’m sure we’ll find th’ elf in no time!”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Dungeon
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana didn’t drink heavy booze, but if she had, she would have known the pounding sensation in her head to be a hangover.
			

			
				Her eyes fluttered open, and she peered about her gloomy surroundings weakly. “Oooh… Where… Where am I?” she murmured, her voice bouncing about the cold, dark cell she found herself in. Bars flickered in the light of torches lit just outside.
			

			
				“You okay?”
			

			
				Faylana turned her head. Under normal circumstances, she would have been shocked and terrified to be in such close proximity to a goblin, the stunted little monster crouching nearby, his wide mouth grinning, his ragged, pointed ears flopping. Clad in only a loincloth, his withered frame would have come up only to her stomach, had she been standing. However, she had grown accustomed to this goblin. Unsurprising. The little monster had twice saved her life, and twice professed his fondest desire for her to be his.
			

			
				“Greebi?” Faylana said. “What…”
			

			
				She tried to sit up, only to find her arms were not cooperating. Waking fully, she turned her head and found her arms bound up behind her. And what was more, the rest of her utterly unclothed, but for a strange stretch of ropes, laced across her flesh like a spider’s web, a pair of hard knots pressing against her quim and her ass.
			

			
				“Here. Me help,” Greebi quickly said, his bony fingers grabbing her and helping her sit up. Faylana moaned, her skin tingling from the cold as the goblin grasped her breast and hip, helping her upright.
			

			
				“Th-thank you, Greebi,” she gasped, biting her lip as the knot against her pussy rubbed her in ways that made her shudder.
			

			
				“Me happy help,” the goblin grinned, his hand gently kneading her plump teat, his other hand running down her narrow waist and along a firm, flawless hip.
			

			
				Faylana smiled, feeling a flush of arousal. She knew she shouldn’t. She was, after all, dating Caldric, but the goblin was only helping her sit up. Though…
			

			
				“Greebi? Where are we?”
			

			
				The goblin’s smile fell a little. He glanced at the iron bars of their cell. “Me not know,” he admitted. “Me wake up in cell with elf.”
			

			
				“So you’re a captive too? Oh Greebi, what’s to become of us?”
			

			
				The goblin pressed against her, hugging her tight, his face pressed between her plump teats. “Me not know. But me protect elf! Me promise!”
			

			
				Faylana smiled down at the earnest little monster. Had she her hands free, she would stroke his head fondly, but then, it seemed Greebi was still free. Which meant… “Greebi? Might you untie me?”
			

			
				“Untie?”
			

			
				“These ropes. I need your help getting free.”
			

			
				“Oh. Me um… Hm…”
			

			
				The goblin stepped behind her, examining the sprawling network of knots. “Um, me see…”
			

			
				Faylana bit her lip as the goblin’s knobby fingers began to explore the complicated knots. She bit back whimpers and gasps as his hands stroked her pale skin, teasing against her soft rump, rubbing her tender cunny. She nibbled on her lower lip, not quite able to stop her hips from gently rolling, grinding herself against the knot that pressed against her pussy, every movement rubbing the ropes against her in new ways.
			

			
				Soon she was panting, her cheeks flushed, and Greebi seemed no closer to solving the riddle of the ropes than before.
			

			
				“Greebi… I… Mnnn…”
			

			
				“Me trying,” the goblin said, his grin wide as he tested the ropes, plucking them like the strings of a guitar, each note a different gasp or whimper from the captive elf. Greebi felt his loincloth shift as his warty little cock stiffened with delight. It was a dream come true!
			

			
				Right until he heard the creak of a door and approaching footsteps.
			

			
				Hastily, the goblin tugged the knot he’d found in the first ten seconds of his search, Faylana’s bindings falling away as the whole work collapsed. She groaned, stretching, freed of their confines, but already too late. Before she could even stand, the door swung open, and two figures walked in.
			

			
				They were more obvious by their contrast. One was of unearthly beauty, her body bound up in a soft gown, her skin as pale and luminous as moonlight. Her ears were slightly pointed like a bat’s, but it was her eyes that stirred Faylana’s recollection. Red as freshly spilled blood, they commanded her attention, and brought back memories of what she thought had been dreams.
			

			
				Then there was her companion. Bony best described him. He wore a long dark cloak and a skullcap made of bronze. His skin had an unhealthy yellowish pallor better associated with the diseased. His face was pockmarked, bits and pieces torn or rotted away, revealing muscle and bone, his nose missing and his hands long and thin, like the skin had been stretched too far across his frame.
			

			
				“Well! I see you’re up. Excellent!” the bony man cried. He threw open his arms, his grin all the more horrible for the gashes in his cheeks that showed more teeth than any man should. “Welcome to my abode! My name is Morbus Skorn, and I will be your host today.”
			

			
				“Morbus!” Faylana gasped, drawing back. “The necromancer!”
			

			
				“Aha! I see my reputation proceeds me! You’ll be wanting an autograph, no doubt? Let’s see here… Aha!”
			

			
				Faylana froze as the rotting man leaned in, a quill in hand. Her breath hitched as he rapidly wrote his name across her generous breasts, the point of the quill making her tingle.
			

			
				“There we are! Always pleased to meet a fan. And I want you to feel welcome! Especially for the party when the blood moon rises. Then we’re going to have lots of fun!”
			

			
				“What are you talking about?” Faylana demanded. “Why are you doing this?”
			

			
				“How’s shits and giggles grab you? No? Alright. I want your help. I have a big moment coming up with my pet, Spot. My poor… precious Spot…”
			

			
				Faylana watched in dumbstruck horror as the necromancer sniffled. The vampire at his shoulder handed him a kerchief and Morbus stuck it to his face, blowing noisily. He removed the kerchief, and with it some more off the stump of his nose.
			

			
				“Oops,” Morbus said. “Let’s just… tuck that away… Where was I? Anyway! You’re going to be my special guest at a beautiful ceremony coming up.”
			

			
				“Then why have you taken Greebi too?” Faylana demanded.
			

			
				“My idea,” the vampire said, gliding forward. She cut a quick bow, her red eyes shining in mirth. “Vassana the third. How do you do?”
			

			
				“Oh, um, lovely to meet you. Wait, you were the one who kidnapped me!”
			

			
				“I am,” Vassana said, smirking. “But I did so for this poor little creature.”
			

			
				“Me?” Greebi said in some surprise.
			

			
				“But of course!” Vassana said, gliding over to the goblin, her eyes arresting Greebi’s. The goblin froze, gazing into those red eyes, unresisting as Vassana looped her hands under his arms and lifted him into the air. “I saw the two of you in the lake, locked in the throes of passion. Such affection, such pleasure, shouldn’t be denied. I saw how much you both care for one another.”
			

			
				“You um… I see. But…” Faylana stammered as she tried to put her confused feelings into words.
			

			
				“So if you don’t help us, we’ll kill him!” Morbus said.
			

			
				“Huh!”
			

			
				Vassana smirked and leaned in. Her mouth opened, revealing fangs, and she bit down on the goblin’s throat. Greebi stiffened, a euphoric gasp escaping his lips, his whole body shuddering in pleasure, even as he sagged weakly in the vampire’s hands.
			

			
				“Stop! You’re killing him!” Faylana cried.
			

			
				“Yeah,” Morbus said. “That is the idea. But what a way to go. If I had working sweat glands, I’d be quite hot and bothered,” the necromancer breathed, fanning himself with a hand.
			

			
				Faylana grasped her hands before her generous breasts. “Please! Stop! Don’t kill him! I’ll do as you ask! Just don’t hurt him!”
			

			
				“That’s the spirit! See? This is why love is great. It makes everything so much easier when you can just threaten their loved ones! Vassana? Put him down.”
			

			
				The vampiress grunted, but drew her fangs from the goblin’s throat. She dumped the whimpering goblin on the ground, wiping her mouth. “Ugh. Goblin blood. Like drinking out of a sewer!”
			

			
				“Oooooh…” Greebi moaned, twitching, his cock jutting up like a warty little flag pole.
			

			
				Faylana at once kneeled by the goblin’s side, holding his head up as she glared at the two undead. “Monsters!” she said, quivering with anger.
			

			
				“We are in the monster manual. So, that’s about right,” Morbus said. “We’ll be along later to collect you for your grand part to play in Spot’s resurrection. I’m sure you’ll do great! Your friend’s life depends on it. Ha ha ha ha!”
			

			
				Cackling with delight, Morbus spun about, his robes fluttering as he strode out of the cell, followed closely by Vassana. The door clanged shut behind them, and as they left, their voices echoed back to the elf, fading slowly.
			

			
				“Did you like the laugh? Some good, old fashioned threatening cackling is always called for.”
			

			
				“It was fine, my lord. Peh! I need a virgin to wash my mouth out.”
			

			
				Faylana flinched as she heard the distant slam of a dungeon door. She sighed, setting Greebi’s head in her lap, gently petting the goblin’s brow as she wallowed in her misery.
			

			
				“Oh Greebi,” she moaned softly. “What am I going to do?”
			

			
				“Mrrrrrnnnn…” the goblin moaned, eyes lidded and head spinning as he stared up at the breasts dangling over his face.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Kiss Kiss Slap Slap
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Not so close!”
			

			
				“You told me to be close.”
			

			
				“This is too close!”
			

			
				Simona snapped the words, the paladin glaring at the sultry thief, Quynn. The paladin walked down the dark corridor, her blessed hammer Foebreaker in hand, its glow illuminating her fiery hair and the silver of her armour.
			

			
				Quynn shrugged. The thief was fairly leaning against the paladin, her leather bodice revealing a toned midriff, her shapely breasts pressed tight against the paladin’s back and her soft lips pouting mockingly. “Oh, but it’s ever so frightening so deep in the earth, just me and you. I don’t dare wander too far. What if I get lost and am ravished by cruel monsters in the dark?”
			

			
				“You? Ha! You’d be the one doing the ravishing!” Simona barked back.
			

			
				“Mmm. True. You would know, wouldn’t you?” Quynn said with a suggestive wink.
			

			
				Simona flushed hotly at the reminder. Not that she needed it. The moment she and Quynn had discovered each other’s body was emblazoned in her mind like a beacon, to say nothing of other discoveries made. Namely, that Quynn was a half-demon. That she was almost insatiable. That Simona had taken the kiss and the affection with gusto.
			

			
				And especially, that Quynn was able to sport a thick, throbbing cock.
			

			
				Simona felt her core heat in the space below her stomach, sinful lust again pulsing through her. “As I said before!” Simona snapped. “It was a mistake.”
			

			
				Quynn’s pout turned down into a frown. Her eyes glittered with annoyance. “Well!” she said hotly. “You didn’t seem to think so at the time? Or was your begging for me to fuck you all a lie? Hm?”
			

			
				“That’s… shut up!”
			

			
				“Or what? Are you going to smite me?”
			

			
				“Don’t tempt me!”
			

			
				“You are such an uptight bitch, do you know that?”
			

			
				“And you are just… just… impossible!”
			

			
				Simona tossed her head in frustration, storming ahead with purposeful, ringing steps. Quynn scoffed, following at a pace, arms crossed angrily, eyes riveted to Simona’s firm yet shapely bottom.
			

			
				In such angry silence the pair moved on through the dark, Quynn’s eyes roaming about the tunnels that intersected and crossed their path thoughtfully. “You’re sure we’re going the right way?”
			

			
				“Of course!” Simona said.
			

			
				“How?”
			

			
				Simona smirked for once, lifting her blessed hammer, the silver that engraved it licking with holy fire. She waved it before her, and only in the direction before them did it burn its brightest. “My hammer shall find the source of this place’s evil. And once we have, we shall put an end to the monstrous things which lurk down here.”
			

			
				“Just the two of us?” Quynn said.
			

			
				“Faith shall move mountains,” Simona said archly.
			

			
				“Yes. I remember how it almost brought one down on us when fighting those ghouls.”
			

			
				Simona huffed. “It was a necessary act,” she said.
			

			
				Quynn merely rolled her eyes.
			

			
				Simona tilted back her chin with indignant pride and swung forward again.
			

			
				And stopped.
			

			
				Before them stood a wall of tumbled stone, the rotting support struts at odd angles in their failure to hold up the tunnel.
			

			
				“Well done,” Quynn said archly. “Now what?”
			

			
				“Look,” Simona said, angling down her hammer to reveal a small hole at the base where the struts still held. “We can crawl through there.”
			

			
				“There?” Quynn said doubtfully. “It doesn’t look very big.”
			

			
				“It will do,” Simona said. She got down onto her hands and knees and tried to push into the hole. Quynn winced at the screech of armour scraping the rough rock as Simona tried to wriggle inside, only to pull out, frowning.
			

			
				“See?”
			

			
				“I will fit!” Simona said sharply.
			

			
				“Your fat ass appears to disagree.”
			

			
				“I am not fat!”
			

			
				“Your tits are. I should know. I handled them enough.”
			

			
				Flushing in annoyance, Simona began tugging off her armour in a fit of pique. Quynn raised her brows in interest as the paladin was soon once more in her underclothes, little more than a strap of cloth across her breasts and a pair of panties hiding her pussy. The paladin shoved her armour through the gap, along with Foebreaker.
			

			
				“I will fit. See?” Simona said, and pushed back into the hole. She wriggled inside, the heart shape of her bottom swaying, right until it reached the mouth of the hole and stopped.
			

			
				“Um…”
			

			
				Quynn shook herself from her staring. “What? Oh my gods. Are you stuck!”
			

			
				“N-no! I…”
			

			
				Quynn burst out laughing. “I told you you were too fat!”
			

			
				“Just help me!”
			

			
				Still laughing, Quynn kneeled behind the paladin and put her hands on the other woman’s rump. Simona squeaked, her voice muffled as Quynn began to push, her hands sinking into the paladin’s shapely, firm bottom as she did so.
			

			
				“B-be careful!” Simona cried from the other side.
			

			
				“Do you want my help or not?” Quynn said.
			

			
				“Just hurry up!”
			

			
				Quynn pursed her lips in annoyance, and delivered a sudden stinging slap to Simona’s rear. The paladin squealed in shock, her rump bouncing in surprise at the sudden impact. “H-hey!”
			

			
				“I am helping! Now stop being such a bitch about it!”
			

			
				“J-just push!” Simona gasped.
			

			
				Rolling her eyes, Quynn got back to work. Her hands sank into Simona’s bottom once again, spreading her cheeks as she heaved, her breath warm against the seam of the other woman’s soft bottom. She heard the paladin whimper, her ass twitch as it slowly began to force its way through the hole. At last, with a pop like a cork, the paladin squeezed through. Quynn, with a gasp of surprise, fell in after the paladin.
			

			
				“Oof!” Quynn gasped as she landed half into the hole. Simona grabbed the thief’s hands and tugged the half-demon the rest of the way. Or so the plan was, until Quynn became stuck just like Simona.
			

			
				“Hmph! Who’s fat now?” Simona said archly, looking down at the thief.
			

			
				“Well! Unlike some people, I can change,” Quynn replied. Her body shimmered, her magic slimming her figure just enough to wriggle through. She straightened on the other side, brushing the dust from her leather clothes with a haughty expression.
			

			
				Right until she saw the second wall of stone before them, this one without a handy hole.
			

			
				Quynn’s jaw fell slack. She rounded on the paladin. “Look at what you’ve gotten us into!”
			

			
				“How was I to know there was another wall!” Simona shot back.
			

			
				“You were through here first!”
			

			
				“Don’t you shout at me!”
			

			
				“I’ll shout at whoever I want! Who’s gonna stop me? You!”
			

			
				“How dare you!”
			

			
				“How dare I? Should I spank you again, you wound up tin bitch!”
			

			
				They were inches from one another, their eyes fiery, their noses fairly touching. Their hot pants breezed against each other’s faces.
			

			
				“You… you…” Simona gasped.
			

			
				And suddenly, they were kissing.
			

			
				Panting, bodies burning with anger and lust, they grappled with one another, Simona pressing Quynn against the wall, kissing her hard, a hand cupping the thief’s breast through her leathers. Quynn moaned, her hands snaking around Simona, grasping the paladin’s rump and squeezing. Simona groaned, her panties dampening as she rubbed herself against the half-demon’s leg, fairly humping it as Quynn continued to mold her ass in her hands, then draw back and deliver another stinging spank to the paladin’s rear.
			

			
				“Ah!” Simona gasped.
			

			
				“You love it,” Quynn growled.
			

			
				“I… I…” Simona panted.
			

			
				“But I know what you really love,” the thief gasped. “You uptight little slut. You can’t help but want a big cock in you…”
			

			
				Simona shivered as she felt something bulge against her thigh. She gasped as Quynn suddenly shoved her back, the paladin hitting the far wall. She clung there, her eyes wide as Quynn pulled down her pants, and revealed what was growing there.
			

			
				Simona knew how the other woman could have a cock. Quynn was a half-demon. A shapeshifter. Gaining one was as simple for her as changing clothes. And yet, the sight of that throbbing pillar of shemale virility sent the paladin’s heart pounding and her knees quaking with the memory of taking it but a short time ago.
			

			
				“We… we shouldn’t,” Simona gasped.
			

			
				Quynn pressed in close, planting a hand against the wall beside the paladin’s head, her other hand hooking a finger in Simona’s panties. “Then say no,” the thief growled.
			

			
				Simona opened her mouth, but only a needy moan escaped as Quynn tugged down her panties, fairly peeling them from the paladin’s soaking pussy, revealing that shaven gash. Quynn smirked, pressed another kiss to Simona’s lips, and filled the paladin with her cock.
			

			
				“Mnnnnn!” Simona moaned as the succubi’s shaft entered her, stuffing her in a sudden swell of hottest pleasure. Panting, whimpering, knowing it would be simplicity in itself to hurl this demonic bitch from her, Simona instead started to rock her hips, riding herself atop the thrusts of Quynn’s throbbing cock.
			

			
				“Mmm. Mnnnnn!” Simona moaned.
			

			
				“Oh yes,” Quynn gasped, grasping one of the paladin’s soft breasts, squeezing it. “So good. So lovely. Oh fuck. You should go… go without armour all the time. I want to see your big tits…”
			

			
				“Quynn… ah! Q-Quynn… I…”
			

			
				“Yeah? What?”
			

			
				“N-need… need…”
			

			
				“Tell me,” Quynn breathed, her hips moving faster, driving her cock into Simona’s clutching pussy. “What do you need?”
			

			
				“N-need your cuuuuum!” Simona cried, almost sobbing with her desperate desire to feel the demoness cum in her. Defile her. Use her. Her arms wrapped around Quynn, pulling the half-demon close, mashing their breasts together as she took the succubus in another heated kiss.
			

			
				Quynn groaned. Normally in control, especially in such a situation, the desperate cry of the paladin rattled her. Her panting grew quicker. Her hips jolted, jackhammering her cock into the paladin’s pussy. Her essence tightened with that familiar tension of approaching pleasure. She tried to hold off, but the feel of Simona’s body defeated any semblance of self control.
			

			
				“Yessssssss!” Quynn cried, hilting her cock within Simona, shuddering as she came, pulsing, flooding the moaning slut’s pussy with great gouts of her hot cum.
			

			
				“Ooooooh!” Simona moaned as Quynn’s cum flooded her. Her head spun with the heaviness of her pleasure, her legs quaking as Quynn withdrew her cock from the paladin’s pussy. Simona slid to her knees, panting, fairly drooling with the mind melting intensity of her pleasure.
			

			
				And found herself face to face with Quynn’s still throbbing cock.
			

			
				She acted almost on instinct, cradling that shaft, leaning in and wrapping her lips around the half demon’s manhood. Quynn gasped in surprise, then moaned in delight as Simona began to bob, her soft lips sliding up and down her throbbing cock.
			

			
				“Ooooh yesssss!” the thief moaned, grasping Simona’s head by her crimson hair, bucking as she fucked the paladin’s mouth. “Oh fuck! What a good holy cock sucker. Mnnn! Did your sisterhood teach you that? Nnnn!” she suddenly gasped as teeth gently grazed her cock, a delightful spear of pleasure coursing up her spine. “Oh you n-naughty b-biiiiiiiitch!”
			

			
				Quynn screamed, her cry echoing in the narrow confines of the stony chamber as she came again, pumping her hot cum into Simona’s mouth and down the paladin’s hungry throat. Gasping, this time it was Quynn who reeled back, coming to rest against the immovable stone wall that defied their advance.
			

			
				As she sagged, she thought she was hearing the pounding of her pulse. But after a moment she felt the vibrations in the wall and tilted her head. With her ear pressed against the stone, she heard the tink of steel on stone.
			

			
				Realization trickled in past the heady ecstasy of her orgasm. Her eyes widened and she pushed off the wall. “S-Simona. Simona!”
			

			
				“Hmmm?” the paladin moaned softly.
			

			
				“Something’s on the other side!”
			

			
				The paladin blinked, coming back to herself with agreeable swiftness. She scrambled to her feet, blinking rapidly. Her eyes shot to her panties and she hastily grabbed them, tugging them on, doing the same with her armour. She grabbed her hammer, straightening as Quynn slid her blades from their sheathes. Foebreaker’s glow illuminated the space as the wall opposite them shuddered. Pebbles skittered down the rock as a hole was suddenly broken in the wall. Dust plumed in a choking cloud, Simona and Quynn coughing, peering through it and at what lay on the other side.
			

			
				“Bloody hell! It is you!”
			

			
				“Tavek?” Quynn said, gaping as the dwarf swaggered through the break in the wall, grinning as he sheathed his axe.
			

			
				“In the flesh my dear! Along with these two.”
			

			
				Caldric peered through the hole, squeezing in after the dwarf, Borto hanging back and glancing about curiously.
			

			
				With a laugh, Quynn grabbed the dwarf by the armpits, lifting him into the air and hugging him tight against the full breasts. “My hero!” she crooned, kissing the dwarf so hard his feet quivered with delight.
			

			
				Caldric shook his head at the display and looked to Simona, surprised to find her glaring at the dwarf and thief with heated intensity, her lips twisted in a scowl.
			

			
				“You okay?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Fine!” Simona barked, crossing her arms. “Just fine!”
			

			
				“Oh. Um, alright. What’s that on the corner of your mouth?”
			

			
				Simona’s eyes widened. Hastily, she rubbed the bit of cum lingering on her lips away on the back of her hand. “N-nothing. Nothing at all.” She looked back at the tunnel. “Where’s Faylana?”
			

			
				Caldric winced. “Right,” he said. “Yeah. I think we need to talk…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Close Quarters
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana stirred as the door of the cell creaked open anew, and the vampiress revealed herself, a single candle in hand, illuminating her by its light. She glanced over the pair of them and smirked.
			

			
				“Come with me.”
			

			
				“Why?” Faylana asked. “What are you going to do?”
			

			
				“Afraid I might harm you? Have no fear. You’re far too pretty to be killed. But, your little friend on the other hand…”
			

			
				Greebi slunk back against Faylana, clinging to the elven beauty. With a pained look at the goblin, Faylana nodded and rose.
			

			
				“I’ll come. Just… just don’t hurt him.”
			

			
				“I wouldn’t dream of it,” Vassana crooned, crooking a finger for them to follow.
			

			
				With more than a little trepidation, Faylana obeyed, walking after the vampire and into the subterranean hall. Greebi stuck close to her, fairly clinging to her side as they walked. Strange lamps burned with a green witch light, dangling from walls and sconces. They departed the cells, walking down cold stone halls, once more the well-cut brickwork of dungeon lairs. Faylana eyed adjoining passages nervously, wondering if she might run. But… Greebi was still somewhat weak from loss of blood. If she did, the poor thing wouldn’t be able to outrun the unnatural quickness of Vassana. Not for the first time, Faylana cursed herself for being caught by such enemies.
			

			
				But no. She needed to be strong. Be brave, like Caldric would want her to. She would find an opportunity yet. She merely had to wait for it.
			

			
				Vassana stopped at a door and pushed it open, walking inside. Faylana followed warily, only to stop, gaping in shocked awe.
			

			
				They stood within a boudoir beneath the mountain, filled with dressers and a large, elegantly appointed bed. Soft carpets cushioned her feet, and more lamps glowed about the room with dancing shadows.
			

			
				But it was who awaited her within that truly shocked Faylana.
			

			
				Raven black hair spilled down her back, contrasting sharply with her alabaster skin. Her robe was open, thrown back to reveal the swelling curves of her ample breasts and unshaven slit of her cunt. She wasn’t thin like Faylana. She had the mature shapeliness of a woman of experience, and all the arrogance of power that made Faylana’s knees feel weak. She stood, unabashed at her nudity, strange tattoos just visible winding along her mons and breasts and up her neck.
			

			
				“Mira!” Faylana gasped.
			

			
				The Black Witch laughed, crossing her arms beneath her breasts, head tilted in amusement towards the elf. “Oh good. You do remember me! I was worried.”
			

			
				Faylana bit her lip sharply. How could she forget the woman? The one who had been brainwashing village girls into her personal pleasure cult. The one who had nearly captured her and Caldric on their very first adventure.
			

			
				The one who had touched her in ways that made her blood sing. Who had stroked her, teased her, made her cum and moan and gasp until her mind turned to mush and will broken beneath her cunning hands.
			

			
				Just the memory made Faylana’s nipples stiffen and pussy slicken, amply evidenced due to her nudity. Mira noticed this, and her smile widened.
			

			
				“Hmmm. You really do remember,” she purred, swaying forward.
			

			
				“S-stay back!” Faylana gasped, retreating a step, only to run into a pair of soft cushions.
			

			
				“Oh my,” Vassana purred, her hands latching onto Faylana’s shoulders, her firm breasts pressing against the elf’s back, her voice a whisper in the elf’s pointed ear. “Someone doesn’t have a high opinion of you, Mira. What a surprise.”
			

			
				“She’s just nervous. After all, I never got to teach her the full wonders of serving me,” Mira said, halting before Faylana, her eyes locked with the vampire’s, smile hardened with menace.
			

			
				“Or maybe she realized what a bore it would be. Being your acolyte?”
			

			
				“Ha!” Mira scoffed, cupping Faylana’s breasts, teasingly squeezing those firm orbs. “Better than being your blood bank.”
			

			
				Faylana moaned, caught between the two powerful, dark women. Her breasts aching under Mira’s knowing hands. Her neck and ears brushed by Vassana’s breath, her own growing hot and short.
			

			
				Greebi stood in the corner, gaping at the trio, the goblin’s poor, warty little cock almost painfully hard at the sapphic display before him.
			

			
				“Wh-why am I here?” Faylana whimpered.
			

			
				Her words broke the silent contest between the two women. Mira looked back down at the elf and smiled warmly. “Why, to prepare you for the ritual of course! Now come along. Let’s get you all suited up.”
			

			
				Faylana gasped as Mira tugged her from beneath Vanassa’s grasp and to the center of the room. The elf staggered, finding herself in the middle of an elaborate sun pattern on the carpet. Mira threw open a closet, silk gowns fluttering like ghostly sheets as the witch delved inside.
			

			
				“No. No. Oooh, but that one is lovely… Aha!”
			

			
				Mira pulled back, a white gown in hand. “Marvelous! Raise your arms, my dear. Let’s see how it looks.”
			

			
				With a shiver, Faylana did as bid. The filmy white gown covered her, but didn’t hide her. The fabric was so thin it revealed nearly everything beneath, her breasts soft, pink globes just visible, her ass a swell of plumpness.
			

			
				“My my! How lovely. I knew it would look wonderful on you,” Mira purred, her hands slowly moving over Faylana, smoothing out the fabric teasingly, stroking the elf’s curves. “You have such a wonderful figure, after all. So soft. So… firm…”
			

			
				“Th-thank y-you,” Faylana whimpered, gasping, rising to her tip toes as Mira’s hands glided up her fluttering stomach and cupper the elf’s breasts.
			

			
				“Mmm. No need to thank me. It’s just the truth. And we should always speak the truth, shouldn’t we? My darling elf…”
			

			
				“Mnnn!” Faylana moaned, trying to stifle her gasp of pleasure, even as her body betrayed her. She recognized the tingling sensations shooting through her, radiating in her core. The feelings of pleasure thumping through her. It was Mira’s magic. The witch’s insidious power to provoke pleasure in her victims. Faylana had felt it once before.
			

			
				Yet, even knowing what was happening, the elf was helpless against such a power. She panted, her pussy growing damp, slick. Her ass clenching as Mira’s finger glided along the seam, the silk of Faylana’s new gown so smooth against that sensitive flesh. Her nipples were diamond-hard points against the cloth as she whimpered and keened in helpless sensitivity.
			

			
				“Faylana. Darling. Are you getting aroused?”
			

			
				“N-no,” Faylana panted.
			

			
				“Are you sure? You seem awfully… sensitive…”
			

			
				“Nnnn!” the elf whimpered, her hips rocking unconsciously with the instinctive need to have something touch her pathetically sensitive pussy.
			

			
				Vassana scoffed. “How crude,” she said, her hand resting on Greebi’s head, the goblin jumping as the vampiress gently kneaded his skull. “Using mere sensation magic to arouse her.”
			

			
				Mira’s smile hardened. She shot a look at the vampiress. “And you could do better?” she said.
			

			
				“Of course,” Vassana said, smirking, her red eyes glowing. “All you really need is a glance, and the poor things are all yours.”
			

			
				Faylana whimpered as Mira’s hand slipped through the gap at the front of the elf’s new robe, running a teasing finger up the elf’s cunny. “Hmph! Maybe if you want a slave. I prefer… a devotee…”
			

			
				“Ah yes. And we all saw how that worked out, didn’t we?” Vassana observed.
			

			
				Greebi whimpered as the two women bantered. His cock throbbed with need to be stroked as he watched the witch tease the elf, but more than that, he wanted to be the one to pleasure her. He wanted to be the one to save her and make her moan. His anger burned low and hot for these cruel women who towered over him and Faylana both, his hands knotting at his sides. 
			

			
				Goblins were by nature hard to control with domination magic. Which was fine, the threat of violence and plunder was usually motivation enough for his kind (especially when said violence was threatened against him). But at that moment, Greebi was appreciating the effect of that resistance. Doubtless any human watching this contest of wills would have already been mindlessly jacking off by now, but Greebi merely felt the faint tingling in the back of his skull from the suggestion of magic, as well as the normal jutting erection from the sight of such lovely, curvaceous women.
			

			
				The only question was, how could he turn this about?
			

			
				“We can’t all enjoy the mindless devotions of brainless slaves,” Mira said with venomous politeness.
			

			
				“Nor can we all find satisfaction in being worshipped as a goddess, even though we can feel our tits start to sag from age,” Vassana replied with the same biting sweetness.
			

			
				Faylana whimpered as Mira squeezed the elf’s plump teat a little harder than strictly necessary. “True. So much better to only keep rotting ghouls to fuck.”
			

			
				Greebi whimpered as the vampire’s fingers pressed hard into his skull. “Why you arrogant little-“
			

			
				The door swung wide, rebounded off the wall with a bang that made everyone jump.
			

			
				“There’s my ladies!” Morbus cried, striding into the chamber with arms thrown wide open in delight. “And what a wonderful moment I see we’re having. Ah!” he said, eyes riveted to the flushed, swaying Faylana, eyes dimmed with ensorcelled desire. “Look at that! The poise. The grace! The centerfolds. We could make a fortune with some etchings. Someone get an artist in here! Nah, too late. Let me just admire that for a moment. Oh,” he said, noticing the tension at last. “Did I miss something?”
			

			
				“No, nothing at all, my lord,” Vassana said quickly.
			

			
				“We were just talking,” Mira said.
			

			
				“Talking? Good! I love talking. Talking is how civilized people solve their problems. I can appreciate that,” he said, slinging an arm over Faylana’s shoulders, copping a feel of the elf’s ample breast as he smiled his too-wide smile at the witch and vampire. “Because I’m not civilized. When I find that people are having problems, my first instinct is to solve them. And we wouldn’t want me to help solve a problem, would we?” he said, his smile growing wide, tearing more of his cheeks, revealing ever more teeth. “Because I like… permanent solutions to problems.”
			

			
				Greebi watched, fascinated as witch and vampiress sank back from the dead man’s leer.
			

			
				“Oh no! No problems,” Vassana quickly said.
			

			
				“None at all,” Mira added.
			

			
				“Just…”
			

			
				“Talking!”
			

			
				“Talking it out.”
			

			
				“Talking it out like civilized people.”
			

			
				“No problems.”
			

			
				“None.”
			

			
				“None at all.”
			

			
				Morbus’s eyes slid from one to the other. “Great!” he said, straightening abruptly, laughing brightly. “Now, let’s get a look here,” he said, spinning Faylana about, the elf gasping as she was whipped this way and that by the plague lord’s hands.
			

			
				“Nice! Nice. Filmy white. Open at the front. Excellent demonstration of the TAP. Tits, ass and pussy. Oops! Nice and firm,” he said, squeezing Faylana’s rump and giving it a pat. “Wonderful specimen. Why, I can feel parts of me stirring that haven’t since I started to rot. Care for a kiss?”
			

			
				“I… um… ah…” Faylana gasped.
			

			
				“That’s okay! Kissing is so old fashioned. I’m a man of the future! How about we just casually fuck. Who’s volunteering? You, young lady! You seem like an individual curious about necrophilia. Shall we?”
			

			
				“O-oh!” Faylana gasped, her hand guided to the front of the Plague Lord’s pants, feeling… something beneath the fabric. “I um…”
			

			
				“Don’t be shy,” Morbus purred, leaning in close. “I’ve got things to show you only my undertaker’s seen…”
			

			
				“Maaaassssteeeeeerrrrr…”
			

			
				Morbus paused, turned his head slowly.
			

			
				And turned.
			

			
				And turned.
			

			
				Greebi’s jaw slowly dropped as the dead man’s head rotated around like an owl’s to look at the door, where a zombie sagged, dressed in a musty old suit.
			

			
				“Yes?” Morbus said.
			

			
				The zombie raised a hand, pointing down the corridor, his jaw working awkwardly to form words his long, snaking tongue didn’t quite seem up to the task in formulating. “Iiinnntruuudeeerrrsssss maaaasssssterrrrrrr…”
			

			
				“You have got to be fucking kidding me!” Morbus snapped. “Do you have any idea how hard it is to get my cock up? I’m working with rotting flesh here! I’ve got to use it soon, dammit! A rat’s been eating bits of it every night and I can’t catch him. An erection is a matter of fucking will!”
			

			
				“Intruders?” Vassana mused. “That’s annoying.”
			

			
				“Her companions, no doubt,” Mira observed. “A human and a dwarf, if I recall.”
			

			
				“I don’t care if it’s the new model fucking army! Fuck! Well great. I lost it. My erection is gone! Never to return! Wonderful. Someone’s gonna pay for this gods dammit!”
			

			
				“Maaaassssterrrr…”
			

			
				“What! What is it?”
			

			
				“Innnntruuudeeerrrsss maaa-“
			

			
				“Shut the fuck up!” Morbus swirled his cloak about him. “I have to do everything around here! Gods fucking…”
			

			
				Vassana and Mira stood pensively as the Plague Lord’s step fell away. Mira and the vampiress looked back to Faylana. The latter shrugged.
			

			
				“Best get them back to the cell, I suppose…” Vassana said.
			

			
				“Yes,” Mira murmured. “Best…”
			

			
				As Mira took Faylana’s shoulders, guiding the addled elf away, Vassana grabbed Greebi, propelling the goblin towards the door.
			

			
				And missing the mirror the goblin snatched off a side table, and tucked into his loincloth before she propelled him out of the room.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Brides
			

			
				 
			

			
				The nature of the tunnels had changed distinctly, something that all of them could see.
			

			
				Guided by Simona’s hammer, navigating the corridors with Tavek’s help, the group had made their way from the raw rock tunnels of the underground and to cut corridors of worked stone. Simona led the way, Tavek beside her, the rest filing in behind them and moving ever onward into the unknown passages beneath the earth.
			

			
				Tavek suddenly drew up short, a doorway barring the way. He glanced at Simona, who gave a single curt nod. Touching the handle, the dwarf eased it open.
			

			
				Beyond awaited a chamber of funereal splendour. The light of their torches fell across curtained walls and glowing candelabras. A single large, sumptuous bed consumed an entire corner, but of rather more immediate notice was four large black coffins that lay beside it.
			

			
				For a moment the group merely stared at the coffins and the bed, and then cast their eyes towards the door waiting at the other end of the room.
			

			
				“Right,” Simona growled, her hammer fairly pulsing with light as it fed off the evil in that room. She started off towards the coffins until Caldric grabbed her shoulder.
			

			
				“What are you doing?” he hissed.
			

			
				“Evil lurks within those coffins,” the paladin snapped back. “I have no intention of letting it survive.”
			

			
				“What if we just… sneak by?” Caldric suggested. “Not raise the alarm?”
			

			
				“I like that plan,” Quynn said.
			

			
				Simona gave them both a dry look. “Yes. And what happens if they awake and come upon us from behind? Better we slay them now, in their sleep.”
			

			
				Caldric considered this, then nodded. He drew his sword, Tavek his axe, Quynn her daggers, and together they moved towards the coffins, one for each. Simona stopped beside hers and looked to the others, checking that they were in position.
			

			
				“Now,” Simona said. “On three. One…”
			

			
				Tavek raised his axe, but his eyes slowly fell on one of the curtains. Was that a shape behind it? “Um…”
			

			
				“Two…” Simona said, fitting her fingers under the lid of the coffin.
			

			
				Tavek’s eyes traced the bottom of the curtain. Was that a foot peeking out? “Uh, Simona?”
			

			
				“Three!”
			

			
				The paladin hurled back the lid. It hit the floor with a bang. Up went her hammer.
			

			
				And so did her eyebrows when she found the coffin empty.
			

			
				“What in…”
			

			
				Four curtains flew back from the walls, and four feminine figures leaped free with a wail like nails on a chalkboard. Tavek was the only one facing his, and with a shriek of surprise, swung his axe at the shapely woman. The weapon bit deep into her neck, the vampire’s head still snarling with unholy hunger as it flew off and through the air, yet even so her body crashed into the dwarf, bearing him to the ground beneath her weight.
			

			
				Borto had been hanging about near the wall as he watched the scene play out. What seemed like a safe place at the time, right until the curtain behind him was thrust aside with a wail of unholy hunger. “Holy fuck!” the wizard gasped as the slender woman lunged for him, a filmy white gown fluttering about her like a funeral shroud. She grabbed him, her fingers wrapping about his neck as she hoisted him into the air, grinning viciously and showing her fangs.
			

			
				“Mmm. Fresh meat,” she purred.
			

			
				Borto gagged as the seemingly slender hand about his throat tightened. He clawed for the arm, but years of study in musty rooms does not lend itself to muscle gains, and his liver spotted hands didn’t even annoy the vampiress.
			

			
				“Mmm. Old blood is always so thin,” the vampire crooned as she ran a finger along his throat. “But ages like the finest wiiiiieeeeeeeeeh!”
			

			
				The vampire screamed as Caldric’s sword swiped down, slashing off the arm grasping Borto from the elbow. The old wizard fell, gagging as the hand around his neck convulsed. The vampiress turned to face Caldric as the human took another desperate swipe at the creature. She yowled like a cat, leaping back, crawling backwards up the wall like some humanoid lizard.
			

			
				“You bastard!” the vampiress snarled from above. She thrust her stump at him accusingly, blood pumping from it. “Look what you did!”
			

			
				“I’ll do worse!” Caldric barked, brandishing his blade, even as his stomach turned at the sight of the undead beauty.
			

			
				The vampiress howled and lunged down at him. Caldric swung frantically, only for the vampiress to halt in midair, floating above him and letting the blade whistle past her harmlessly.
			

			
				She cackled in mirth, right up until a ball of fire engulfed her.
			

			
				“Yeeeeaaaaaah!” the vampiress screamed as Borto held his hands before him, a plume of flame erupting from his fingers. The torch that had once been the vampire bride reeled about in the air like some hideous firefly, smashing into the walls and ceiling, illuminating the whole of the brutal battle as she burned.
			

			
				When the vampiresses first screamed, lunging from their hiding place, Simona had whirled towards the sound. The bride flying towards her opened their mouth wider than any human should, which likely would have been horrifying to anyone who hadn’t spent their life in a cloister learning to fight demons. The bride’s face shifted to shock as Simona moved with grace and power, her hammer coming up, smashing into the vampire’s face like a fist of her goddess. The hammer blazed with holy fire, the impact sending the undead hurtling off her path to smash into the wall, her body dragging down the curtains that hung there.
			

			
				“Help!”
			

			
				Simona turned from the struggling vampiress in the curtains to find Quynn having met her own foe. The thief plunged her sword into the chest of the approaching undead, but the vampiress merely laughed, walking forward, the sword jutting out from her back as she grabbed the startled thief and slammed her against the wall.
			

			
				“Do not fear,” the vampiress crooned, her eyes pulsing with the red light of compulsion. “I come to give you eternity…”
			

			
				Quynn’s eyes widened, her mouth parting, but no words seemed to come out. Strength seemed to bleed from her limbs as she gazed into the vampiress’s eyes. Quynn shuddered, her nature offering her some defence against such compulsion, and yet not enough to free her from the weakening of her body.
			

			
				The vampiress smiled, her fangs growing long as she moved closer, her lips parting. “Do not fear,” the vampire crooned. “I shall bring you joy unending…”
			

			
				Hot rage surged through Simona. “Get off of her you bitch!” the paladin roared, cocking back her arm and hurling her hammer with all her might. Foebreaker flew across the room, glowing like a golden comet. The vampiress turned her head at the cry. Her eyes widened moments before the hammer impacted, smashing into her face. The vampiress’s head lurched back from the force of the blow, then she crumpled to the floor.
			

			
				Quynn slid down the wall, her head spinning and aching from the force of the vampire’s compulsion. She groaned as Simona hurried to her side.
			

			
				“Are you alright?” the paladin demanded.
			

			
				“Y-yeah,” Quynn gasped, looking at the undead. “Thanks.”
			

			
				Simona smiled, then quickly schooled her face. “It was nothing,” she said, offering a hand. “If you would, let us-“
			

			
				A slender arm wrapped about Simona’s neck. Snarling, her broken jaw hanging loose from the hammer blow, the vampiress Simona had sent flying into a wall tightened her arm in a choking hold on the paladin.
			

			
				Simona’s eyes bulged. She wheezed, trying to reach back and grasp the slender monster. The vampiress hissed, the sound a ragged, choking thing as it endeavored to squeeze the life from her. Jaw ruined, all that remained to it was its inhuman strength, something that Simona was rapidly learning was more than up to the task.
			

			
				“Simona!” Quynn cried, scrambling to her feet, only to sway drunkenly, her head swimming with vertigo.
			

			
				The paladin wheezed, her face turning blue as her air was cut off. She drew back and arm and slammed her elbow into the gut of the monster behind her. The vampiress wheezed, her hold loosening just a touch. Enough for Simona to suck in a gasp of breath, reach back, and get a fistful of the vampire’s arm.
			

			
				Filled with unholy strength the undead might have been, but she still had the build of a waif, and she screamed in fury as the paladin heaved, flipping the vampiress over her head and slamming her onto the ground.
			

			
				For a moment the vampiress could only lie there, head spinning from the impact. She came to herself pretty quickly however when Quynn hurled herself onto the monster’s back, wrenched her head back by the hair, and attacked the vampiress’s throat with a knife. The monster’s cry was garbled by blood as the furious half demon sawed right through the neck, taking the head off.
			

			
				Quynn stared at the head she currently held by the hair, then hurled it away with a gasp of disgust. Simona grabbed the thief’s arm.
			

			
				“Are you alright?”
			

			
				“Y-yes. Fine. Fine,” Quynn said, shuddering. She gave Simona a grateful look. “Thank you.”
			

			
				Simona smiled.
			

			
				“I’m fine too! Would be better if someone could get this thing off a me!” Tavek barked from beneath the corpse of his own slain vampiress, who was of rather fuller build than her sisters had been.
			

			
				Simona jumped and stood. She and Quynn hastened to haul the corpse off the dwarf and help him up. With that done, Simona looked about what had become of the chamber. Several curtains were aflame, and the burning vampiress had final crashed, though into the bed, which was rapidly beginning to smolder. Caldric helped Borto towards the others.
			

			
				“Let’s get out of here!” Simona shouted over the crackle of flames. “That’s sure to have attracted notice.”
			

			
				“No arguments here!” Caldric said.
			

			
				Nursing bruises, but buoyed by triumph, the five hurried to the far door and out of it, slamming it behind them to delay the pluming smoke.
			

			
				In their absence, stone groaned. Bricks pushed out of the wall, and slid aside to reveal the hidden passage behind. Vassana stepped out, tossing her dark hair. “Girls!” she cried. “We’re soon to have company. I expect you to…”
			

			
				She trailed off, her jaw falling slack at the sight of the room and the corpses in it.
			

			
				“Oh…” she said lamely. “Shit…”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Bedchambers
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana jolted to her feet as the door to the cell swung open, hitting the wall with a bang. She gasped as the Black Queen rushed inside, followed closely by the vampiress.
			

			
				“Come on, princess. Time to go,” Mira said, grabbing Faylana’s wrist.
			

			
				“What! But… where…”
			

			
				“Time’s short. Morbus wants to see you for the ritual. Come on!”
			

			
				Morbus.
			

			
				Faylana swallowed hard as she was pulled towards the door, only to dig her heels in. “But… wait! What about Greebi?”
			

			
				“Oh don’t worry,” Vassana said, her tongue stroking her fangs. “I’ll take good care of him.”
			

			
				“I-“
			

			
				“It okay,” Greebi said, shooting a quick glance at the elf. “Me be okay.”
			

			
				“Grrebi…” Faylana said uncertainly.
			

			
				“Come on!” Mira snapped.
			

			
				“But-“
			

			
				Faylana squeaked as she was pulled from the cell and down the corridor. As their footsteps receded, Vassana looked back down at the goblin, and smiled. It was not a comforting smile. For one, it had far too many sharp teeth.
			

			
				“Mmm,” the vampire crooned, floating towards the goblin, her eyes glittering. “A poor meal, but I need something to soothe the pain of my lost brides.”
			

			
				Greebi backed up, watching the vampiress warily. His hand teased down his belt, grasping the mirror tucked in there.
			

			
				“Don’t resist,” Vassana crooned, her voice humming with unearthly compulsion, her eyes pulsing, glowing the red of domination. “There is no need to fear me…”
			

			
				Greebi stopped. He felt the vampire’s power scrabbling within his skull like an insect hum, trying to beat down his resistance. The goblin allowed himself to sway, lowering his eyelids as if her power were already enthralling him. “Me… me not… afraid…”
			

			
				“Of course not,” Vassana crooned, reaching down and picking the goblin up, her eyes pulsing with power. “I only want your pleasure. Your joy. Your… happiness…”
			

			
				Vassana leaned forward, her lips parting, her fangs gleaming bright, her eyes burning with power and triumph.
			

			
				And Greebi swung up the mirror.
			

			
				The vampire froze, her mouth remaining open as she stared into the mirror. She snorted, then laughed.
			

			
				“Really?” she said, giving the goblin a wry look. “Trying to reflect it back at me? You have spunk, goblin, but you see, I have no reflection to reverse!”
			

			
				Greebi looked at the mirror, his face falling, then to the vampire’s laughing face.
			

			
				And smashed the mirror over the vampire’s head.
			

			
				Vassana jolted from the impact. She blinked slowly, then her eyes rolled up, and she folded. Greebi yelped as he was dropped on the floor, the vampire falling in the opposite direction, collapsing onto her back, insensate.
			

			
				Greebi scrambled back to his feet, careful not to cut himself on the shards of the mirror. He crept up to the vampire, but she showed no signs of waking, her jaw slack and eyes shut in unconsciousness.
			

			
				The goblin let out a long breath of relief. He wrapped his arms about himself, shivering at the close call. Now, he had to hurry and save Faylana. There wasn’t much time.
			

			
				Certainly not enough to look at the vampiress. To stare at her big breasts as they moved under her gown. To…
			

			
				To um…
			

			
				Greebi hesitated, staring at the pale woman’s swelling tits. Well… after all, when would he get a better chance, really? And after all she had tried to do to him, would it really be so wrong? Just a peak. That was all. Nothing more.
			

			
				The goblin crept closer to the vampire and slipped a finger into the top of her gown. The fabric tore with ease, and into the open burst Vassana’s teats. Greebi stared, jaw slack at their plump perfection, nipples dark as coal, cresting those soft orbs. Not as fine as Faylana’s, of course, but the danger of their owner somehow made it even more fascinating for the goblin. To reach out with knobby fingers and take two handfuls of vampiric tit-flesh.
			

			
				“Mmnnn…” Vassana groaned.
			

			
				Greebi froze, but when the vampire made no other movement, he resumed his touching of those glorious teats, gently squeezing and kneading them. Admiring how firm and full they were. The goblin’s breathing began to come short and hot, his knobby prick throbbing beneath his loincloth. Oooh, he knew he shouldn’t. But he just couldn’t quite help himself.
			

			
				Climbing over the vampire, straddling her slender waist, Greebi thrust aside his loincloth to reveal his warty prick. Cackling softly to himself, the goblin pushed his cock between the vampire’s plump tits.
			

			
				“Oooooh!” the goblin moaned as he shamelessly began to thrust between Vassana’s pale breasts, mashing them together as he eagerly rutted between them, panting and fucking, his teeth gnawing on his lower lip as his prick vanished between those soft globes, lost in the softness of vampiric tits.
			

			
				“Mnnn! Ah. Ah! Ooooh! Me fuck… me… ah… me fuck tits. Yessss!” Greebi moaned, shamelessly rutting, his prick twitching as it rubbed against the doughy softness. “Me fuck… me fuck… me… me… Mnnnnn!”
			

			
				Greebi flung back his head as he hit that wonderous peak. He cried out, his cock pulsing, his oily cum squirting from between the vampire’s breasts to splash over her face in long ropes of his seed.
			

			
				Greebi panted, sagging atop the vampire. He wiped his brow, then looked down on her. He should really leave.
			

			
				Or…
			

			
				“Ha… ah… ah… nnnn…” the goblin moaned as he resumed his rutting, his pants echoing in the cold stone of the cell, and down the corridor.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ritual
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana followed Mira uneasily as the cultist tugged her on down the winding passages beneath the earth. The elf’s skin prickled, the hairs on the back of her neck rising with sensitivity as she felt something in the air. A charge like static during a storm tingling against her senses. Where was she? What was happening?
			

			
				“Here,” Mira said, throwing open a grand door, and revealing the room which lay within.
			

			
				A huge, domed chamber lay before them, lit with torches that burned with an ill green light. Faylana gasped, her eyes widening at the sight of the subterranean chamber, the celling vanishing in darkness, the walls filled with alcoves. What ancient purposes such a temple once served she could not say, but its current use turned her stomach and made her gasp.
			

			
				The dead filled the room. Shambling ghouls swayed where they stood, their eyes glowing with malevolent light, their hands stretching out in wicked claws while their rotting flesh hung like strips from their bones.
			

			
				But it wasn’t only the dead that occupied the room. Kneeling, wearing nothing but a cloak open to reveal all that lay beneath, were over a dozen young, pretty women. They undulated on the floor, slowly bowing and rising, their faces obscured by strange, harlequin masks, but their voices moaning as if in pleasured bliss. Faylana recognized the girls by Caldric’s description. More of the Black Witch’s acolytes. Girls enticed from their homes and families with promises of pleasure their new mistress no doubt delivered, but also, obeisance to such foul works as the one that lay on the altar in the middle of the room.
			

			
				It was huge. A dark bulk of half rotted flesh. More bone than meat, Faylana nonetheless had no trouble figuring out what she looked upon.
			

			
				A dragon.
			

			
				The corpse of a dragon.
			

			
				“You’re here! Wonderful.”
			

			
				Faylana turned as Morbus seemed to step out of the shadows themselves. The Plague Lord grinned, his robes whispering about him as he took Faylana’s hands and gave them an eager shake. “And might I add I truly appreciate your assistance with this matter.”
			

			
				“What matter? What is this?” Faylana gasped.
			

			
				“Oh, right. I forgot to reveal my sinister plan early. Well! No time like the presence.”
			

			
				“My lord, speaking of time…”
			

			
				“Mira, there is always time to illustrate a sinister plot! Now,” he said, looping an arm around the naked Faylana, pulling her against his side as he helpfully pointed out details of the room. “Here we have our cultists played by Mira’s lovely assistants, building up the power necessary for the spell. And here we have our ghouls, who will be acting as security. And here we have Spot.”
			

			
				“Spot?” Faylana said as she looked at the heap of flesh that was the dragon’s corpse.
			

			
				“Yes,” Morbus sniffled. “My poor, dear Viliak Drakengrot the Spotted. Cut down in his prime! By me. In order to raise him as my mount. A task he did ably! Before he was struck down again in his less-than-prime by meddlers. A tragedy! He was so young. So innocent! I mean, who among us hasn’t destroyed villages by breathing poisoned air onto the populace, turning them in zombies? It’s not his fault.”
			

			
				“I um… see you really cared for him,” Faylana said.
			

			
				“It’s true! I loved him as only a man can love his undead dragon. Fortunately, I managed to save his corpse! Which is where you come in.”
			

			
				“Me?” Faylana gasped incredulously. “But… what can I do?”
			

			
				“Simple!” Morbus said, walking her down the steps and towards the altar, past great, black spikes that surrounded the platform like shadowy claws. “Such a ritual requires equivalent exchange. And a dragon’s soul needs something special to be called from the gulfs of darkness. It needs some powerful soul! Normally I’d need a princess, or a couple towns worth to do the job. Or… an elf.”
			

			
				“Me!” Faylana gasped.
			

			
				“You!” Morbus crowed, and suddenly shoved her. Faylana squeaked, suddenly finding herself sitting on a stone slab before the dragon’s altar, just beneath the monster’s skull. “Don’t worry! It’s almost painless.”
			

			
				“But-“
			

			
				“Ah ha! No protests, now. We don’t want to get bogged down on details like innocence, guilt, or the moral intricacies of killing shapely young women to summon unholy things into being. Now! Let the ritual… commence!”
			

			
				He shrugged open his robe in a grand gesture, revealing what lay beneath, which was not terribly appetizing. His body was wasted, his flesh sucked against his bones, but it wasn’t that which, inevitably, drew Faylana’s eyes. It was the shaft which swelled from between his legs.
			

			
				It was black, with a sheen like onyx. A faint glow seemed to suffuse it before Faylana realized it wasn’t glowing, but all the light that came near it was deadened and paled.
			

			
				“Not bad, eh?” Morbus grinned. “The rats made off with the last of my original cock, but don’t worry! I broke this fellow out just for the occasion. Fine onyx sheen. Sensitive tip. And enough torque to ride this puppy across the desert of Gibbon! Oof!”
			

			
				Morbus lewdly thrust his artificial cock with a pumping motion of the arms.
			

			
				Faylana stared, disgusted. Horrified.
			

			
				Intrigued.
			

			
				She could fairly feel the magic which oozed from that shadowy black cock. It tingled in the air and across her scalp like crackling static. She felt a buzzing deep within her core as her own nature reacted to the sheer amount of magic contained within that cock.
			

			
				Her breathing began to shorten. She realized with a start what she needed to do. She had to use the technique that Borto had sought to teach her. Drain the magic from her enemy. It was the only way to stop this ritual, or at least delay it until Caldric and the others found her.
			

			
				And she had to do it now.
			

			
				Her hands rose and grasped his cock. “Hey!” Morbus said. “What are… oooooh,” he groaned as her hands started stroking him. “Hmmm. Okay, that’s nice…”
			

			
				“Um, okay,” Faylana said, not quite sure how to answer that.
			

			
				“Less talk. More mouth,” the necromancer said, grabbing the back of her head and pushing her against his pulsing manhood.
			

			
				Faylana flinched from the close proximity to that unholy phallus. And yet, she couldn’t stop her lips from parting, and taking the tip of his cock between them. It reminded her distinctly of the meditation tool that Borto had provided her not so long ago. The magic infused in the dark cock made her teeth sing and her tastebuds spark as she slowly bobbed, then faster. Faster.
			

			
				“Mmmmm. That’s good. Oh fuck, it’s been far, far too long,” Morbus moaned, his hips slowly working, pumping his shadowy shaft into the elf’s soft mouth, fucking her face with increasingly thorough thrusts. “Fuck yes… Suck it off. Use that tongue of yours. Least it’s good for something. I usually prefer my fucks to glare up at me defiantly, but oh well. Eagerness is a nice change of pace, gotta admit.”
			

			
				Faylana flushed. She wasn’t being eager! Just because she was bobbing atop his cock, panting, moaning, the magic of his phallus sparking up and down her body, that didn’t mean she was into it!
			

			
				Of course not.
			

			
				So there was no need to resist. This was the plan. This was her moment.
			

			
				She’d defeat Morbus all on her own, using her mouth.
			

			
				Her hands.
			

			
				Her big, soft breasts.
			

			
				“Mmmmm…” Faylana moaned, her eyes growing lidded, the spark and tingle of magic racing through her. The soft chanting of the cultists murmuring like soft encouragements as she hungrily sucked at the necromancer’s cock.
			

			
				“Oh yes. Yessss! That’s it. Oh fuck yeah. Almost there. Almost… Nnnnn!”
			

			
				Faylana squeaked as the necromancer suddenly came, though that might not be the right word. It was like liquid electricity had been poured into her mouth, making her gasp, stiffen, eyes shoot open as a surge of pleasure raced through her to her very toes. Tingling in her core.
			

			
				She pulled back, her lips numb and buzzing from the sensation. Morbus groaned, grinning.
			

			
				“Haha… Not bad. Glad you’re so eager. Now, for the gnnn!” he groaned as Faylana suddenly pushed forward, capturing the necromancer’s cock between her tits and beginning to pump him between them, mashing his shadowy prick between a pair of flawless pale orbs. Faylana moaned as the tingle of magic raced into her breasts, her nipples stiffening until they fairly buzzed with sensitivity, the necromancer’s cock bouncing between her plump tits.
			

			
				“Oh fuck! Alright. Ha… oooh, that’s nice. We can go a little more… Oh fuck yesssss!”
			

			
				“Yes,” Faylana panted, barely listening, her senses drowned under her pleasure and magic as she stroked his cock between her breasts. “More… More…”
			

			
				“Oh yeah. Have it all for you. Got it right… oooh… heeere!” Morbus groaned, his cock cresting the softness of her breasts as he came. Faylana gasped as his shadowy seed burst splattering onto her aching teats, the arcane fluid seeping into her, making her moan with helpless delight as her heart beat quicker, the sense of magic within her swelling ever further, her head spinning from the sensitivity that raced through her.
			

			
				“Enjoy that,” Morbus said, grinning, pushing the elf back down. Faylana went willingly, her breasts heaving, her eyes locked up on the necromancer as he moved over her, stroking his pulsing phallus.
			

			
				Faylana didn’t register his words. Her thoughts popped and crackled from the sensation of magic now permeating her.
			

			
				“Bet you thought you were clever, eh?” Morbus said as he leaned down, engulfed her breasts in his hungry hands.
			

			
				“Mnnn!” Faylana moaned, bucking.
			

			
				“Bet you thought your were smart. Trying to keep my occupied. Keep me from working on the ritual,” Morbus purred as one hand teased down her body, began to stroke her pussy with a finger.
			

			
				“Ah…” Faylana moaned. She felt something tighten around her wrist and looked up to see Mira tying her to the altar.
			

			
				“But here’s the thing. I don’t have to stick around to make you have fun!” Morbus cackled.
			

			
				Only then did Faylana realize the necromancer was looming over her. And what was more, he no longer had a pair of hands attached to his wrists.
			

			
				She looked down and found the necromancer’s severed hands on her, stroking and teasing her. One pumping fingers into her pussy, the other molding her ample breasts with eagerness.
			

			
				“Ah… Ah!” she gasped.
			

			
				“Oh, and that phallus? Not part of the ritual. Oops! Oh well. Now,” Morbus cried, turning from the moaning elf and to the room at large, throwing the stumps of his arms in the air, his robe billowing out around him. “Let’s make this happen!”
			

			
				Moaning, Faylana heard the chanting increase. Felt the magic pour into her faster. The sensation of so much power being channeled into her was headier than any wine. She began to roll her hips, riding the finger of the necromancer, crying out in pleasure.
			

			
				And above them, the sockets of the dragon’s skull began to glow…
			

			
				 
			

			
				Confrontation
			

			
				 
			

			
				Greebi cackled as he continued to amuse himself with the vampire. Vassana’s breasts and face were fairly coated with a layer of his cum, and he was far from done. He had tugged open the rest of her gown, revealing the silky furrow of the vampire’s pussy. He knew he should hurry off to help Faylana, but when confronted by such an opportunity, he found he couldn’t quite tear himself away.
			

			
				As if on its own volition, his hands moved to her tender cunny. A finger stroked up her slit, teasing those fluttering folds. His heart skipped a beat when he heard a soft moan from the vampire’s mouth.
			

			
				Greebi grinned, continuing to tease her pussy, even as his other hand frantically pumped at his warty little cock. He whimpered and moaned, bucking eagerly into his fingers. Oh, it felt so good. So gooood! Vassana’s murmurs of pleasure only made him want to make her cum more. He crept slowly between her legs.
			

			
				“Mmm… What… what is… Oh my gods!”
			

			
				Greebi’s head snapped back, and met the furious reds of the vampire. With a squeal the goblin scampered back like a startled rat, even as the vampire rose from the ground, levitating as if lifted by her own fury.
			

			
				“You. Little. Bastard!” Vassana snarled.
			

			
				“Me not do it!” Greebi squeaked against all evidence, backing up against the wall, flattening himself against the cold stone as if he could seep between the cracks.
			

			
				“DON’T YOU LIE TO ME!” the vampire screamed. Greebi’s eyes widened as the witch’s nails elongated into claws. As her fangs grew. As her hair twisted about her head like snakes. “I’ll stuff your head up your own ass your miserable little-“
			

			
				“Over there!”
			

			
				Vassana twisted her head towards the cell door and the sound of pounding footsteps. She bared her fangs, grinding them, glanced back at Greebi.
			

			
				Light blazed around the corner of the cell door. Vassana swung about as Simona bulled her way into the cell, her hammer blazing like a torch of golden light. The paladin stopped abruptly, staring at the cum smeared face of the vampire looming over the goblin.
			

			
				“What the…”
			

			
				Vassana hissed in fury, and hurled herself at Greebi. The goblin screamed, throwing up his arms defensively, only for the vampire to dissolve in a violet mist. The purple mist hit the wall, seeping through the cracks that Greebi had pressed himself against, gone within moments.
			

			
				The goblin sagged against the wall, panting in relief. One short lived as the rest of the party arrived, Caldric peering around Simona with sword drawn. His gaze landed on the goblin, and anger twisted his face.
			

			
				“You!” he snapped.
			

			
				“Eep!” Greebi squeaked.
			

			
				“Where’s Faylana?”
			

			
				The goblin blinked. He jumped back to his feet with a gasp. “Taken! Witch take elf to ritual! She be sacrifice!”
			

			
				“What!”
			

			
				Simona held Caldric back with one arm, glaring down at the goblin. “What ritual? Speak, creature!”
			

			
				“Me not know! But dead man want use elf as sacrifice. We hurry! We stop! I know way! Me show!”
			

			
				“I don’t trust him,” Caldric growled.
			

			
				“Oh? Then you’re fine with wandering around down here, wasting the precious minutes we have to save Faylana?” Quynn said.
			

			
				Caldric hesitated.
			

			
				“Show us,” Simona commanded the goblin.
			

			
				Greebi bobbed his head, eagerly circling about the group and to the door. He gave Caldric a withering, contemptuous glance, which only stung more coming from the stunted monster, then turned and hurried ahead, the party hot on his heels as they raced down the corridors of the underground lair.
			

			
				Caldric pounded down the passage close behind the goblin, hating the littler monster even as he was forced to accept its aid. But it was to save Faylana. He had to keep that in mind, even as he raced after the goblin, the beating of the group’s feet echoing, his heartbeat thudding in his ears as he panted after the goblin.
			

			
				Caldric became aware of a change in the air. A crackling sensation that crawled over his skin and set his hair on end. A sense of energy permeating everything, unlike anything he’d known before. He noticed that Simona’s hammer was glowing like a golden sun in the paladin’s fist, blazing through the dark as they raced on. By its light he saw a distant door. A low murmuring came from beyond. Chanting voices. They weren’t too late! They couldn’t be! Caldric put on an extra burst of speed, passing the goblin, forgotten as the others hurried after him, bursting into the chamber, and the scene within.
			

			
				Lamps burned with a poisonous light, illuminating a vast chamber of ghouls and cultists, all paying homage to a vast bulk upon an altar in the center. A dragon’s corpse, its bones jutting from rotted flesh, a glow permeating the hollow spaces of its insides. A slab projected out from the head of the altar, and upon it was Faylana, moaning, rocking her hips, her breasts bouncing upon her chest as she rutted before the rotted shape of Morbus Skorn, the undead sorcerer towering over the elf, grinning wildly.
			

			
				“What the fuck!” Tavek gasped.
			

			
				“Eh? Oh come on!” Morbus said as he turned his head to the disturbance. “Honestly! How do you people always get in here. It’s worse than the rats!”
			

			
				“Morbus Skorn!” Simona snapped, stepping forward, her hammer glowing so bright the ghouls nearest drew back, moaning. “Your foul deeds end here! Again!”
			

			
				“Look! Can you come back in maybe ten… no, five minutes. My hands are pretty full right now,” the necromancer said, lifting the stumps of his limbs as his hands continued to stroke and pleasure Faylana. Then he peered closer as the paladin’s hammer glowed against her face. “Here. Don’t I know you?”
			

			
				“Take him! Quickly! Before he finishes!” Simona cried.
			

			
				“Was it the orgy at Madame Min’s house? No, that doesn’t sound right,” Morbus mused as his ghouls and cultists rushed upon the group.
			

			
				“Don’t kill the girls!” Caldric cried as he hewed through a ghoul’s claw-like arm, sending the limb flopping to the floor. “They’re enchanted! They don’t know what they’re doing!”
			

			
				“Easy to say!” Quynn said, grabbing a near-naked cultists by her mask and flinging the girl away into her sisters.
			

			
				“He’s trying to revive the dragon!” Borto said, casting his hands towards a group of cultists and ghouls. Sticky webs sprayed from his fingers, entangling the squealing women and groaning ghouls in a crude mass. He began to chant, gathering more magic into his hands. “Don’t let him kill the elf!”
			

			
				“Oh, is that the only reason?” Tavek said as he chopped a ghoul in two with a great swing of his axe.
			

			
				“Or maybe that time I burned down Lord Orgus’s keep? Maybe,” Morbus continued. He flicked his stump as Borto hurled a ball of fire, a snap of shadowy power deflecting the fireball to explode against the wall and set a tapestry on fire. “No. No, that was a brunette. Saucy minx of a paladin she was though,” he said, his long tongue slithering along his lips. “Oh yes…”
			

			
				“Clear a path!” Simona cried, striding forward, her red hair like a streak of flame as she swung Foebreaker, the blessed hammer blazing in the presence of the evil before her, every swing shattering the heads of and bodies of ghouls, only for her advance to be checked as two cultists sprang for her, their cloaks fluttering as they pressed their naked curves to the paladin, clinging to her.
			

			
				“No! Don’t go!”
			

			
				“Stay!” the cultists moaned.
			

			
				“Get off of me!” Simona barked, throwing the squealing girls off of her. One struck Tavek, bowling the dwarf over, the girl’s shapely rump landing squarely on the dwarf’s startled face.
			

			
				“Mmph!” Tavek cried.
			

			
				“Nnnn!” the girl moaned, biting her lip as the dwarf’s hot breath wafted against her rear, the girl grinding her bottom on her unexpected victim almost mindlessly.
			

			
				Quynn rolled her eyes, carelessly stroking the cultist’s shoulder. The girl stiffened, eyes shooting wide, mouth parting in a moan of utter bliss as he convulsed, cumming on the spot. “Honestly,” the half-demon purred as the girl collapsed on the floor, twitching in aftershocks of orgasm. “Tuning some poor sluts up like that? I don’t even need to try. Leave the girls to me and my magic fingers,” Quynn giggled, her hands tingling with carnal magic as she brushed another girl’s shoulder, sending the cultist crashing facedown to the floor, moaning as her ass twitched and fingers furiously delved into her pussy.
			

			
				Simona wasn’t sure how she felt about the method, but couldn’t argue with the result. She gave Quynn a short nod of thanks, and hurled herself once more into the melee, her eyes locked unerringly on Morbus standing on the rim of the altar, head cocked with thought.
			

			
				“Oh!” Morbus cried, leering down at the paladin. “I remember! You look just like your sister did.”
			

			
				For the first time, Simona stumbled. “You… You lie! You’ve never met my sister! Her body is entombed beyond your kind’s grasp!”
			

			
				“Well, I never met her in the flesh, true. At least, not that flesh. But in spirit? Oh yes. Yes indeed,” Morbus cackled.
			

			
				“You lie!” Simona screamed, crushing the skull of another ghoul, the undead bursting into flame from the sheer force of her fury channelled through her hammer.
			

			
				“Maybe,” Morbus cackled, another flick deflecting a second spell from Borto, a bolt of lightning sent skittering off into the ceiling, clawing down a rumble of dust and stone. “Maybe if you show me your tits I’ll tell you!”
			

			
				Simona roared, surging against the tide of her enemies, her mighty hammer smashing aside the undead as they surged against her.
			

			
				“Was it something I said?” Morbus asked the moaning Faylana with an errant shrug. “Ah, women. What can you do?”
			

			
				When he looked away, Greebi dared to peek over the rim of the slab. No one paid much attention to a goblin, and during the melee he had managed to scamper through the milling feet and to the altar. With care, his hands touched the ropes that bound Faylana to the altar, teasing the knots open.
			

			
				Faylana gasped, her hand freed, pawing at the plump breast not under the care of Morbus’s hand. Greebi hastily worked on the second rope, tearing it open.
			

			
				“Mnnn!” Faylana moaned.
			

			
				“Eh? Hey!” Morbus barked, turning to find the goblin just untying the last ropes around the elf’s wrist. “Little bastard!”
			

			
				Greebi looked up, just in time to catch a foot to the chest. The goblin squealed as he was booted across the floor, tumbling end over end to land, groaning in a corner.
			

			
				Caldric watched as a misty essence seemed to rise from Faylana as the ritual continued, flowing upward and into the skull of the dragon. Light glowed in the sockets of that horror. Bone creaked, and very slowly the dragon began to lift its head, its maw parting with a rasping, grinding sound.
			

			
				“Faylana!” Caldric screamed as the undead surged against him, forcing him back. “Faylana!”
			

			
				The elf stirred. Drunk on magic and pleasure, she heard the cry. “Cal… mnnn… dric?” she murmured softly.
			

			
				“Yes. Yes!” Morbus raised his stumps as the dragon did its head. “Oh fuck yes! Awaken my monster! Awaken, Spot!”
			

			
				Faylana panted, staring up at Morbus. She tilted her head, seeing the dragon. Some trickle of remembrance made its way through the pleasure choking her mind.
			

			
				And she acted.
			

			
				She raised her hands and said a spell. A simple thing. A simple cantrip, the first one Borto had ever shown her. From her palms bloomed a dragon of flame, the creature surging up into Morbus’s face, maw opened, hissing sparks.
			

			
				The Plague Lord screamed in surprise, throwing up his arms to shield his face.
			

			
				The dragon of flame exploded like a firework. Morbus bellowed as his heel slipped on the edge of the slab and tumbled him back and off the platform.
			

			
				And directly onto one of the surrounding spikes.
			

			
				The black steel impaled the undead, shoving up and through his chest. Morbus gasped, lifted his head and stared at the spike.
			

			
				“Oh,” he said. “Bugger. That’s inconvenient.”
			

			
				With a great blow Simona shattered the last of the ghouls between her and the altar. She took the steps two at a time, dragging her hammer in her wake as if it were weighed down with the holy light that burned in it. With a great cry, she brought it about, and smashed it into the dragon’s head.
			

			
				Bone shattered with a mealy crunch. The dragon’s skull cracked, but that was the least of its problems. Holy power surged from the hammer and into the massive undead. The dragon’s rotting hide caught fire like an oil-soaked rag, its twitching wings blazing with a sheet of flame.
			

			
				The sudden intensity of the heat staggered even Simona, who stumbled a step back as the dragon burned in a great conflagration, the glow so intense it threw back the darkness of the chamber. The paladin threw up an arm to shield her face, peering over it at the inferno that was the dragon.
			

			
				Morbus gaped, the inferno reflecting in his eyes as the dragon burned. “Nooooooo!” he cried, wrenching himself so violently he snapped the spike off, lurching to his feet with the mass of pointy steel still jutting from his stomach like an accusing finger.
			

			
				“You bitch!” he roared at the paladin. “Do you have any idea how hard it was to get that thing down here? Oh,” he added as Simona started towards him, holding her hammer ready. “Um, wait. Let’s not do anything rash here!”
			

			
				“Like end your existence?” she demanded.
			

			
				“Yeah, like that,” Morbus said, backing up. “Or, alternatively, like… this! Rigara!”
			

			
				The necromancer stomped on the ground. The impact sent a sudden plume of dust into the air, revealing the complicated diagram written on the floor. Simona’s eyes widened as the grinning Morbus vanished, fading like smoke in the wind.
			

			
				“No!” Simona cried, scrabbling at the stone. “No!”
			

			
				Caldric ignored the paladin’s scream of fury and leaped onto the altar, cradling the stunned Faylana against him. “Faylana!” he gasped, yanking the necromancer’s wriggling hands from her breast and pussy, hurling the disgusting things away. “Are you alright?”
			

			
				“I… I am… Caldric… Oh gods,” she moaned, putting a hand to her brow. “My head… I…”
			

			
				“It’s okay, Faylana,” Caldric breathed, pulling her close. “You’re safe. It’s over…”
			

			
				“That it is,” Borto said, the wizard crossing the floor, kicking aside another ghoul’s corpse. He glanced over the scattered remains of the undead, his eyes lingering on the naked, moaning figures of the defeated cultists, his hand slowly stroking his beard. “Hmm. Done and beaten, by the looks of it. And Morbus gone. That’s a portal pad,” he informed Simona, nodding at the platform. “Single use, triggered by a word.”
			

			
				“Can you trace it?” Simona demanded.
			

			
				Borto shook his head. “A normal wizard? Maybe. But him? Ah,” he said, shaking his head. “Afraid not.”
			

			
				Simona bowed her head, rising to her feet.
			

			
				“Cheer up!” Quynn cried, banging a hand on the paladin’s back. “We saved the girls, killed the hordes, and burned his dragon! That’s gotta count for something.”
			

			
				“Yes…” Simona said after a long pause. She looked about the ruined lair of the necromancer, parts of it on fire. “Yes, I suppose we did stop him, this time.”
			

			
				Simona sighed and look back to Faylana. “And I suppose I have you to thank as well. Your spell distracted the necromancer long enough to delay it.”
			

			
				“It did,” Faylana said, giggling softly. “But it wasn’t that much. And besides,” she said, standing on wobbly legs, regaining her strength within two steps towards a bemused Borto. “I have all of you to thank for freeing me. And, Borto?”
			

			
				“Hm?” the old wizard said, stroking his beard, a smirk hovering on his lips.
			

			
				“Thank you for teaching me that magic,” Faylana said, beaming as she leaned forward, and gave the old wizard a kiss.
			

			
				Borto chortled, kissing her back. Faylana moaned softly as the old wizard’s tongue slithered into her mouth and wrestled her own.
			

			
				Caldric watched uncomfortably as the kiss stretched on, then grabbed the elf and tugged her away. “Alright, I think he knows you’re thankful now. Yeah.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled, leaning against her human lover. “Yes. Let’s go.”
			

			
				“Yeah,” Caldric said, and beneath the elf’s smiling face, he couldn’t help but relax. “That sounds pretty good.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Celebration
			

			
				 
			

			
				Tavek explained to Faylana that, traditionally, when a group finishes a grand adventure, they party!
			

			
				Of course, that required them to return to Zeegendorf for a proper celebration. After all, what was a party without ale, audience, and food?
			

			
				“To victory!” Tavek bellowed, thrusting his drink into the air.
			

			
				All around him, the usual suspects of drunks, idlers, and the sorts who can sense a free drink a mile away cheered with him. Faylana smiled from where she sat, nursing a glass of wine as the dwarf laughed from atop the table, raising his drink and chugging it down magnificently.
			

			
				“Tell it again, Tavek!” one of the drunks barked, waving a sloshing stein. “Tell us about the ghouls again!”
			

			
				“Ha! You would want that one, eh? Well! Naturally, I sensed them coming first. You have to have a good sense a danger in my line a work,” Tavek said, tapping the side of his nose, missing, and hiccupping. “Well! Anyway, when they came out of the tunnels, I was first in line to face them down! I stood my ground while the others crowded behind me. ‘Don’t fear!’ I said at the time. ‘None’ll get by me, or my name ain’t Tavek Snarlhammer!’ And hearing my name, those ghouls drew back, but I gave them no chance! And waded in with my axe, hewing them like a farmer does wheat I did!”
			

			
				Faylana set down her glass and rose, yawning. She did love Tavek’s stories, but she’d heard that one near a dozen times. It wasn’t quite what she remembered, but then, so much of that adventure had been a blur for her.
			

			
				Her footsteps soft, she left the common room for the back to get a breath of fresh air. Parties could be so stuffy! On her way she passed Borto’s table, the wizard passed out, drunk, snoring into his long beard. She patted his shoulder, making the old man snort and mutter, then continued on.
			

			
				As she passed through the back she heard a thump and a gasp from behind a door. Pausing, Faylana drew near and peered through the crack. A storeroom lay within, the dark forcing Faylana’s eyes to adjust before she saw what was going on.
			

			
				Red hair and silver flashed. Two bodies pressed against each other, kissing hard and fierce, hands moving over one another in eager passion, touching and stroking. A naked breast was cupped, squeezed. Simona moaned.
			

			
				“Oh goddess,” the paladin whimpered.
			

			
				“Nope,” Quynn giggled, long tongue stroking the paladin’s budding nipple, making the redhead gasp. “Just me.”
			

			
				Faylana watched as the pair kissed again, fierce as if they fought one another, Simona grinding her pussy against the half-demon’s thigh, her pants sporting a wet spot of frantic arousal as the pair fairly tore the clothes from one another in the heat of their passion.
			

			
				Faylana giggled and shook her head, turning away. She had a feeling those two would find each other soon enough.
			

			
				She opened the door and stepped outside, exhaling softly as the cool air of night brushed her face. The light of the moon washed down into the weed infested rear of the tavern, the stables a dark bulk in the corner, the lights of the city like lesser stars glowing here and there from buildings overlooking the yard.
			

			
				“Faylana?”
			

			
				She turned and beamed when she spotted Caldric leaning against the wall. “Caldric!” she said. “What are you doing out here?”
			

			
				“Oh, just… needed a breath of fresh air.”
			

			
				“Me too. I’ve never been to a party like that.”
			

			
				“Hah. Me either,” he said, shaking his head.
			

			
				“Really?” Faylana said. “I thought you’d have had many. After all, you’re such an accomplished adventurer!”
			

			
				Caldric considered that, his hands tucked into his pockets as he looked up towards the sky.
			

			
				“Yes,” he said at last. “I suppose I am, now. Aren’t I?”
			

			
				Faylana’s face softened. She slipped over to his side. Automatically, Caldric reached out, wrapping an arm around her and tugging her close. Faylana shivered, her nipples tenting her thin gown in the cool as she leaned against her lover’s warmth. She took his hand.
			

			
				“Caldric?”
			

			
				“Hm?”
			

			
				“Thank you for rescuing me.”
			

			
				Caldric looked down. The elf’s face seemed to glow in the moonlight, and again he felt that throb of love. His smile widened, and he leaned down further. “Any time, Faylana.”
			

			
				“Caldric…”
			

			
				Their lips met in a loving kiss. Faylana sighed softly, feeling Caldric’s strong arm wrap about her and hold her close. Her hands rested on his chest, teasing the front laces of his shirt. Then lower, lower, cupping his more than obvious bulge
			

			
				“My hero,” she breathed as their lips parted. “I need to show you my gratitude…”
			

			
				He chuckled. “I think you did about a dozen times on the road back to town,” he said.
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “I did,” she said, unlacing his pants as she slowly went to her knees. “But I should be able to show my gratitude as much as I want.”
			

			
				“No argument… mnnn… there,” Caldric moaned as the lovely elf took his shaft between her lips and began to bob.
			

			
				Caldric groaned, leaning back against the wall of the inn for support as Faylana sucked his cock. His hands fumbled in the dark before finding her head, resting his hands on it as she bobbed. “Oh fuck… Faylana… mnnn… Yes. Oh gods yes…”
			

			
				Faylana hummed in happiness. She still couldn’t believe her good fortune. To have so quickly found such fast friends in the wider world. To find a man who loved her so. It was so strange, she mused, and yet she had learned so much. There had been dangers, true, but then, what was life without some danger? She smiled, bobbing faster.
			

			
				She was so happy she had left the groves.
			

			
				“Oh fuck… fuck! Faylana… oh gods. I’m… I’m gonna… Mnnnn!”
			

			
				Caldric groaned, his hips bucking as he came, flooding the elf’s mouth with bursts of his hot seed. Faylana moaned, taking it all, swallowing down his cum with hungry gulps. She lifted her lips from his cock, beaming up at him.
			

			
				“Did you enjoy that?” she asked.
			

			
				“V-very,” Caldric panted.
			

			
				Faylana giggled again, straightening. “Well, if you want some more, I’ll be in our room,” she said, kissing his cheek. “I can’t wait to see you…”
			

			
				Caldric grinned as Faylana slipped from his grasp like a nymph, her gown fluttering against her curves as she bounded like a deer back inside the inn and up the stairs. Opening the door of their shared room. She hurried inside, closing the door behind her. With a soft sigh she opened her gown, letting it flutter to the floor, revealing her naked curves.
			

			
				“Pssst!”
			

			
				Faylana started, looking about the room. “Who’s there?”
			

			
				She caught movement under the bed and stepped back as a familiar, stunted little shape crawled out from beneath. She gasped, a hand to her lips in surprise, or perhaps to hide her smile. “Greebi!” she cried. “What are you doing here?”
			

			
				The goblin straightened, grinning broadly. “Me waiting long time,” the goblin said.
			

			
				“You shouldn’t be here,” Faylana admonished. “You know the others don’t like you.”
			

			
				“Me not care,” the goblin crooned, drawing nearer and pressing against her thigh. “Me wanted see you.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled, stroking the goblin’s bald head, even as she felt his warty prick press against her leg through his tattered loincloth. “Greebi, really now. You’re incorrigible.”
			

			
				“Me that,” the goblin said, his hips starting to work, rubbing his cock against her like a mutt humping her leg. “Me in… inker… in… Me what you say. And me not see elf for so long. Me thinking about reward!”
			

			
				“Reward?”
			

			
				“Yes!” the goblin said, his ears flapping as he eagerly nodded. His knobby fingers grasped the hem of her dress, lifting it up. “Me help save elf! Me untie. Me think it worth reward. Yes?”
			

			
				Faylana nibbled on her lower lip with thought. Well… she did reward Caldric for saving her. And really, the goblin had tried ever so hard to free her from the altar of Morbus. Did she really have the right to refuse him that?
			

			
				Of course not. Faylana brightened with her decision, even as the goblin ducked under her dress. “Alright, Greebi,” she said. “I suppose I do owe you some reward.”
			

			
				“Me glad,” the goblin said, his fingers hooking in her panties, tugging them down, making her gasp.
			

			
				“Oh! Greebi, you’re… Ooooh!” Faylana moaned as the goblin pushed forward, running his tongue along her slit. She gasped, grasping his head through her gown, moaning as the goblin’s hooked nose pressed against her mound, his eager tongue delving into her honeypot, licking the sweet juices of her cunny. “Mnnn! Greebi, you’re… ah… oh goddess…”
			

			
				“Mmm. Elf so good. Me love elf cove,” the goblin groaned.
			

			
				Faylana’s legs gave out beneath her. She fell back, her rear landing atop the edge of the bed, her legs parted, allowing the goblin unrestricted access to her folds. She moaned, her hips shyly moving, rocking her atop the goblin’s eager tongue, her breasts bouncing in her gown as she felt that sweet tightness of pleasure build in the hollow space beneath her stomach.
			

			
				“Oh Greebi… Greebi… oh f-fuck, Greebi! Right there… oh goddess yes. Yes! Greebi… Greebi! Yessssss!”
			

			
				Faylana cried out, shuddering with the sweetness of her orgasm, the goblin eagerly licking up her juices like they were the finest of wines. Moaning softly, Faylana sagged, falling back onto the soft mattress.
			

			
				She felt the goblin move from beneath her gown, his eager hands undoing the front, pulling it open, pushed apart by the heavy rise and fall of her generous breasts. The goblin raised his head from between her thighs, grinning, his face glistening with her juices.
			

			
				“Me fuck now,” the goblin growled.
			

			
				Faylana wondered if that was going too far. But then, he had saved her life. And she was feeling oh so very needy… “Yes,” she breathed, against parting her thighs, revealing the soft furrow of her glistening cunt. “Please, Greebi. Fuck me.”
			

			
				His grin so wide it was a wonder it didn’t split his face, Greebi crawled onto the bed. He moved between her pale thighs, aligning his warty little prick with her pussy, and once again, pressed home into the tightness of the beautiful elf.
			

			
				Faylana cried out in pleasure as the goblin’s warty little shank thrust into her pussy. To think she once feared the little goblin. Was once shy about letting him fuck her. To think of what she might have missed out on.
			

			
				Even as she thought this, she thought of Caldric. Her sweet Caldric. She knew he hated Greebi, yet somehow, she found that strangely unimportant as the goblin thrust his warty little cock into her. As he groaned, falling forward, burying his face between her tits, his hips still working like a jackhammer, slamming his little cock into her.
			

			
				“Greebi! Oh Greebi! Yes. Yes! Oh fuck yes! Greebi! Cum! Cum in meeeeee!”
			

			
				The goblin wailed as Faylana came, her pussy clamping down on his warty little cock. He buried his shank within the elf, his whole body tightening as he came, pumping his cum into Faylana’s perfect pussy. Bliss burned his mind to nothing, his face going slack with the sweet ecstasy of his climax.
			

			
				Faylana stroked his bald head, pressing it deeper between the soft pillows of her breasts. “Oh Greebi,” she moaned softly. “That was… mnnn… So good…”
			

			
				“Me glad,” the goblin panted. Grinning, he crawled up a little higher and kissed her, his heart singing as she returned the kiss with sweetest passion. The goblin shivered in delight. He knew, at last, that he was succeeding. That the barrier between them was breaking down. She would be his. He promised it.
			

			
				Greebi’s ragged ears twitched at the sound of heavy footsteps. A familiar sound by now. Grinning, Greebi stole a last kiss from Faylana and bounded to his feet and off the bed.
			

			
				“Greebi?” the elf said, sitting up.
			

			
				A knock on the door pulled her attention. “Faylana?”
			

			
				The elf’s eyes widened at Caldric’s voice. She glanced back to the goblin, but he merely put a finger to his lips and opened the window. “Ah, y-yes?” she called, standing quickly. “Just a minute!”
			

			
				Cackling to himself, Greebi scrambled through the window and into the night. She hurried to the door and opened it, blocking Caldric’s view into the room with her body. She could feel Greebi’s spunk trickling from her folds. “Yes?” she said, smiling.
			

			
				For a moment, as ever, Caldric failed to answer, overcome by the sight of the elf’s soft curves unveiled before him. The warrior however quickly recovered, pressing forward, taking her in his arms. “Well well!” he said, smiling down at her. “Already ready for some fun?”
			

			
				Faylana giggled. “Mm. I’m always ready,” she said.
			

			
				Caldric grinned and pressed a kiss to her lips. Faylana moaned, stroking his back, kissing him with as much passion as she had Greebi but moments before. She gasped as her leg brushed his bulge. “Oh Caldric…”
			

			
				“Faylana…”
			

			
				“Caldric!”
			

			
				Caldric winced like someone had just hit him with a club. He turned his head towards the door and the swaying Tavek. “What?” he said sharply.
			

			
				The dwarf raised a hand, slurring a little. “You’re not… not gonna believe this…”
			

			
				“I really can’t,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Yeah! Wait, I didn’t tell you yet. I… hic! Anyway, there’s a… a messenger downstairs. He’s looking for us! Gotta… got a job. Says some village near the river got… got attacked! Girls hic! Captured. Wants to talk to you.”
			

			
				“Can it wait?” Caldric said tightly.
			

			
				“Oh,” the dwarf said, looking between the two, blinking blearily. A grin split the dwarf’s bearded face. “Ooooh. Were you having a moment?”
			

			
				“Yeah. We were,” Caldric said, his cock deflated. He sighed. “I’ll be down right away.”
			

			
				“Okay! I’ll tell him-“
			

			
				Caldric slammed the door and rubbed his brow. A soft hand touched his shoulder, and he looked back into Faylana’s eyes. She smiled. “Don’t worry,” the elf said. “We can have fun later.”
			

			
				“Yeah,” Caldric said, sighed. “I suppose we’ll have to. Alright,” he said, opening the door anew. “Let’s see what this new job is…”
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				On the Road to New Adventure
			

			
				 
			

			
				The tree branch swayed as Faylana pulled it down and hastily tied the package of food to the branch. It wasn’t much, for she wasn’t the best cook, but no one travelled without picking up the basics. Still, she was a sorceress of the elven groves, and how much different was cooking to making potions anyway?
			

			
				Her ample breasts bounce as she bobbed on her tiptoes, carefully knotted the bundle to the branch. She imagined the recipient scurrying up among the branches to recover the morsels. When at last she finished she let it go, watching the branch spring back up. She smiled, satisfied, then turned with a whirl of blue skirts and hurried back towards the campsite.
			

			
				Despite the evening darkness, she found her way easily. Elven night vision was quite something, but the party had also kindled a fire and were sitting around it idly. Tavek, the dwarf, was sitting in the lap of the thief, Quynn, in reality a half succubus, and proudly emphasising the curves that entailed with her tight leathers. The paladin Simona eyed the pair grimly, sharpening her backup sword with short, sharp motions, her armour shining like silver in the warm glow of the flames, red hair tangled about her face. Faylana wasn’t fooled. She knew the knight had feelings for the demoness she professed to hate, and the elf hid a smile as she walked into camp.
			

			
				Her eyes were immediately drawn to Caldric, her lover, who was in the midst of conversation with the aged wizard Borto. The old sorcerer stroked his long, silvery beard, his pointed hat slumped so it bobbed when he nodded slowly.
			

			
				Caldric broke off the conversation with her return, rising quickly. His face positively lit up at the sight of her, but she spotted a worry there as well. No surprise after their last adventure. She had nearly been sacrificed to revive an undead dragon by a necromancer! It had been only luck and good timing that had prevented that from occurring, and he still seemed nervous about letting her out alone.
			

			
				“Caldric!” she said, pressing into his arms and a kiss to his lips. The warrior sucked in a breath as her shapely form was pressed against him, his arms automatically moving about her, pulling her into a tight embrace. She deepened the kiss, their tongues twining. Mmm. He was still so inexperienced, at least to her. But then, norms in the groves were so different from human ones. Much more liberated, for elves were creatures of experience and sensual delight.
			

			
				They broke the kiss, Caldric almost panting for breath as he looked down at her with a smile. “I was worried,” he said.
			

			
				Borto laughed. “Good gods, man! Shouldn’t the girl be allowed to piss without you looming over her shoulder?”
			

			
				Caldric flushed, and Faylana felt a momentary twinge of guilt for lying to him. But it was for the best. If he knew what she had been doing out there, he’d be furious.
			

			
				“What were you two talking about?” she asked, pressing her ample bust against Caldric’s muscular back, circling her arms around his neck, and running her hands through his hair.
			

			
				Caldric looked back to her with relief. “I was just asking Borto what he knew about wugs.”
			

			
				“Wugs?” Faylana said.
			

			
				“Strange little monsters,” the wizard chortled, taking a drag from a long-stemmed pipe. He breathed out a ring of smoke all the colours of the rainbow. “Toadmen, as they’re more commonly called, though they have more in common with frogs, in truth. They’re tribal creatures, usually gathering about a chief. Live near the sea and enjoy the fruits of their catch. And,” he added with a lascivious look, “they breed by impregnating young, human women with their eggs.”
			

			
				“Why were you talking about them?” Faylana said as she took a seat on a nearby stone, warming her hands by the fire, even as she cuddled up next to Caldric.
			

			
				“Indeed,” Simona said, halting her sharpening with a glance at Caldric. “Isn’t it high time you told us of what quest the burgomaster gave us?”
			

			
				“Us?” Quynn snorted. “I don’t even know why you came with us!”
			

			
				Simona scowled, wrenching the whetstone down her blade. “The Plague Lord lives, though we foiled him. I must await news or a clue to his next location. Until then, I have decided to accompany you all.”
			

			
				“And we appreciate it,” Caldric quickly put in. At least, before Quynn could nettle the paladin more, judging by her grin. “We’ll need the help. We’re heading to Kleemenhof.”
			

			
				“Never heard of it,” Tavek said.
			

			
				“It’s a small fishing village near the sea. Apparently they live near a tribe of wugs, and a number of nights ago, the village was attacked. One man - the mayor - was killed, and the other men were hit with darts that caused them to fall asleep. A dozen young women were taken including the four daughters of the mayor.”
			

			
				Tavek gave a low whistle. “Whooo! That’s not good. Then, are we to kill the wugs or what?”
			

			
				“That’s the thing,” Caldric said. “We’re going to find out what happened, and who took the girls. The burgomaster just got the message recently.”
			

			
				“Fun. Fighting frogmen and kidnapped girls! Hey? Do you think those lovely ladies might be interested in rewarding their rescuer? Eh?” Tavek said, nudging Quynn.
			

			
				The thief laughed. “Ohh, let’s hope so! There’s nothing more fun than shy farmgirls getting a true lesson of pleasure!”
			

			
				“You’re both disgusting,” Simona said. “We’re there to help these people.”
			

			
				“Of course!” Tavek laughed. “And we will! And if they want to reward us, who are we to say no?”
			

			
				Caldric groaned and covered his face with a hand.
			

			
				It was going to be a long road.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Village
			

			
				 
			

			
				Kleemenhof wasn’t much to look at, it was true. Quaint best described it, with fishing huts scattered out among the rocky shoreline. Two small docks stretched like questing fingers into the waters of a small bay just beside a rushing river, small boats undulating with the waves that washed against the rocks. Not a one was out, and no sooner did they begin their descent, Caldric saw why.
			

			
				By the time they reached the first house, what must have been the entire village had gathered, awaiting their arrival. They numbered perhaps forty, and Caldric grew cautious at the sight of their set features. People with that kind of look had a tendency to act rashly.
			

			
				“Hello,” Caldric said, stepping forward. “We were sent from Zeegendorf. We heard there was an attack some nights ago.”
			

			
				“Ha!” one man, a wiry fellow with a scraggly beard and long arms made strong from labours at the sea. “Attack is right! It was the wugs that did it!”
			

			
				“And you are?” Caldric said.
			

			
				The man drew himself up. “Darby! I’m a fisherman,” he said shortly.
			

			
				“Were you here during the attack?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Of course! I was one of the first to rush out to the defence when I heard the women’s screams! But the foul little creatures hit me with a dart. Knocked me out with their poison! And while I was down, they made off with the women! There!” he said, jabbing a finger towards the distance. “Into the swamplands, where they make their home.”
			

			
				“Yeah!” another man barked.
			

			
				“It was them that did it!”
			

			
				“Slimy frogs!”
			

			
				“I’m angry too!”
			

			
				Caldric raised his arms, calling for peace. “Alright. Alright! Now. Did any of you see the wugs?” Caldric asked.
			

			
				There was an uncertain silence. Darby scoffed. “Ha! You never see those little bastards. They creep like the frogs they are. Cowards all of them! They attack from the darkness. Ambushing us. They don’t have any respect or courage.”
			

			
				“Is that right?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Yes! It’s been going on for years!”
			

			
				“What? The attacks?”
			

			
				“No! Their sneaking. Girls have gone missing before near those swamps! Enchanted by their monster magic. Drawn away from their homes and taken by those little bastards. I’ll have none of that!”
			

			
				“Have they raided the village before?”
			

			
				“Well… no,” Darby said. Then rallied. “But no doubt they were just waiting for a chance!”
			

			
				Caldric rubbed his face. He was getting very tired of Darby. “Alright,” he said. “We’ll need to look around the mayor’s house.”
			

			
				“What for?”
			

			
				“To investigate,” Caldric said.
			

			
				“What’s to investigate? The mayor’s dead! The wugs killed him!”
			

			
				“Yes. You said that,” Caldric said, glancing at the sky. “All the same, we’ll want to investigate. And need someone to guide us to the wug’s village.”
			

			
				“That’d be me!” Darby said, snorting. “I’ve spied on them before! I know where they hide.”
			

			
				“Good. And, we could leave now, I suppose, but it’ll be dark soon. And are you willing to guide us to a village filled with ambushing monsters in the middle of the night?”
			

			
				Darby grumbled, but there seemed to be a general nodding among the rest of the fishermen. “Fine,” Darby barked. He pointed to a large home. “There it is! When we heard the screams we all rushed up there, and that’s where we were hit by the darts.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” Caldric said. “We’ll take a look.”
			

			
				“Waste of time, in my opinion,” Darby snorted.
			

			
				“All the same,” Caldric said, leaving the thought hanging as he and the others made their way up towards the waiting hut.
			

			
				The fishermen hung back, and after a moment, slowly began to disperse back to their homes. Caldric watched them go before turning back towards the hut. He sighed. “What a pain.”
			

			
				They spent hours going over the mayor’s home, until the sky began to darken and the world grow heavy with shadows. All they had to show for their efforts was the presence of a strong smell of fish about the mayor’s home, and a seaslime within.
			

			
				The village had an inn. A lone building, larger than the rest of the homes, but only just. Mainly, it was a bar with a few rooms upstairs. The owner was pleased to see them, though Caldric suspected that was mainly because the man hadn’t slept well since the attack, and the presence of some warriors was a welcome change.
			

			
				The hours dragged on in the tavern. Quynn and Tavek soon vanished upstairs, she laughing and both fondling one another in expectation of delights awaiting beneath the sheets. Simona had gone to bed almost as soon as they entered, seeking to meditate, and in short order Borto had drunk himself into a stupor, leaving only Caldric and Faylana below.
			

			
				The inn had been busy when they first arrived, with most of the men of the village within, brooding over their cups and glancing at the adventurers with some relief. But as the hour grew late they quickly dispersed.
			

			
				“Where are they going?” Caldric asked the old man he was playing cards with.
			

			
				The man, a withered old thing, his hands knotted from years of working with nets, his face as craggy as a shoreline battered by the seawinds and salt waters, laughed from behind his cards. “Poor bastards are going home! They’ll be wanting to protect their lovely brides from another attack of the wugs,” the old man chortled.
			

			
				Caldric gave the man a startled look. “I don’t think that’s anything to joke about.”
			

			
				“Why not?” the old man scoffed. “What’d they tell you? That the wugs have been enchanting their daughters and wives with foul monster sorcery? Ha!” the old man laughed. “The only thing they’ve been enchanted by is the chance to taste some monster cock!”
			

			
				Caldric frowned and played a trump. “What are you talking about?”
			

			
				The old man winked and took two new cards. “Ah, they’ll never tell you about it. But I think your lovely gal here might be able to share a perspective on that. Eh?”
			

			
				Faylana blinked from where she sat beside Caldric. “Me?”
			

			
				“Sure! Surely you dream sometimes of monster cocks. Eh? Of the thought of taking an orc’s corkscrew cock? Maybe a minotaur’s bull dick. Hm? All of those new sensations. The rough, bestial rutting of a monster. Haha!” he laughed.
			

			
				Caldric flushed with anger and took one more card. He glanced at Faylana, and saw a gentle blush painting her cheeks. Again, he was reminded of a recent reveal. That Faylana had fucked his soon to be brother in lay, a half-orc named Ruvar. Not to mention a warty little goblin more than a few times. “I raise,” he said, tossing a few more coins from his pile onto the middle of the table.
			

			
				The old man cackled with a knowing look. “Hmm! Tough one. Tough one! I suppose I could raise. What do you think, my dear?”
			

			
				“Me?” Faylana said, starting from her revery.
			

			
				“You!” the old man cackled as he tossed another coin onto the pile. “Do you think those lovely ladies could have resisted the allure of mating some monsters? Eh? I’m not so sure.”
			

			
				“Oh, well,” Faylana said. “Certainly every young woman finds herself curious about new experiences. I know I did, which was why I first left the groves,” she said. “Hmm. But, just for sex? I mean, why would they run away? Surely they could enjoy a monster’s cock and come home.”
			

			
				The old man hooted with laughter. “Haha! My dear girl! What a wonder to be an elf! Many a human girl would kill for such freedom to lay with whoever they want.”
			

			
				“Are you going to play or not?” Caldric growled.
			

			
				“Sure! Sure. But, how about for something big?”
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				The old man’s eyes slid to Faylana. “Welllll,” he said, grinning wider. “How about, I’ll tell you something good about your little quest here if you win. And if you lose… Hm, how about I get to enjoy your pretty elf’s mouth for a spell.”
			

			
				“What!” Caldric burst out, half rising from his seat. “You old bastard! I ought to-“
			

			
				“Caldric?” Faylana said, putting a hand on his arm, gently easing him back into his chair. “Caldric, it’s alright.”
			

			
				“Faylana, we…”
			

			
				“Do you think you can win your hand?” she asked softly.
			

			
				Caldric glanced back down at his cards. A straight. It was a good hand. A damn good one. But… “I…”
			

			
				“If he has some information, we should find out. Shouldn’t we?” she asked.
			

			
				Caldric squirmed in displeasure.
			

			
				The old man grinned, showing his few remaining teeth. “C’mon then? You in?”
			

			
				Caldric hated that grin. His look solidified. “Fine,” he said, laying out his cards. “Straight.”
			

			
				The old man’s face fell. “Oh,” he said. “All I have,” he said, laying out his cards. “Is a straight flush!”
			

			
				Caldric stared, for a moment not comprehending what had just happened. Then he looked up, and saw the old man’s face split wide in a grin.
			

			
				Caldric’s hands slowly tightened into fists, shaking in anger. “You…” he growled.
			

			
				The only thing that prevented him from leaping over the table and punching that grin off the man’s face was Faylana’s hand on his arm. “It’s okay,” the elf said.
			

			
				“Faylana, I am not going to…”
			

			
				“Caldric,” she said softly, smiling gently. “We made a deal. And we do need to know.”
			

			
				“Yeah! Listen to your girlfriend,” the old man said, tittering.
			

			
				Caldric grit his teeth and surged to his feet. He said nothing, turning his back on the grinning old man and marching to the stairs and up them. He didn’t want to see this. He couldn’t see this. Most of all, because he knew that it was all his fault.
			

			
				He slammed the door to his and Faylana’s room behind him, pacing within, clenching and unclenching his fists with the silent urge to punch something. Someone! Mainly that old bastard who was getting his cock sucked by Faylana, and he couldn’t do a thing about it!
			

			
				The thought disgusted him. That it had been he who had caused Faylana to be the old man’s gloryhole. Kneeling before his withered little legs, his old cock between her soft lips as she bobbed, her eyes looking up at his face obediently, almost shyly as she did whatever he asked. The beautiful woman he loved was being used by the old bastard as little more than his personal fuckslut. 
			

			
				Would they stop at a blowjob? Surely they must. Surely she would! And yet, he wondered. Would she? Or would she get up, bend over the table, and let the old man fill her? Would she take his cock? His seed!?
			

			
				He didn’t know. Gods above he didn’t know. And he couldn’t go back down and make sure. He couldn’t watch that! He mustn’t!
			

			
				Caldric realized he was short of breath. He sat down on the edge of the bed, grinding his palms into his eyes in frustration.
			

			
				And he had good cause for worry. Faylana followed the old man out the back of the tavern and into the cool air of the night. She shivered. “Sir? Where are…”
			

			
				“Call me Rickard,” the old man said.
			

			
				“Rickard. Where are we going?”
			

			
				“Little place I know! Somewhere we can get some privacy.”
			

			
				Faylana nodded, following him obediently. They soon reached the small shack which served as the inn’s stables. Normally disused, it was currently occupied by the group’s horses, but the neglect hung about the slumped shape of the old building. Rickard nodded at it, then turned about, his back facing the wall.
			

			
				“Alright, darling. Let’s see what those pretty lips can do,” he cackled, lewdly thrusting at the air.
			

			
				Faylana sighed, but she did agree to this. She slowly got to her knees, her hands going to the laces of his pants and undoing them. His cock fairly sprang into the open, twitching with aged desire. He reminded her strongly of Greebi and his warty little shank. That thought made her smile a little, despite what she was about to do.
			

			
				“C’mon girl. Put that pretty smile to use.”
			

			
				She glanced up again into the old man’s face. “And, you promise to tell us what we want to know about the wugs?”
			

			
				“Sure! Sure. I’ll talk. You suck. How’s that sound?”
			

			
				It sounded like a fair deal to Faylana. Smiling a little at how successful negotiations were going, she leaned forward, holding his cock steady with a hand, and took his length between her lips.
			

			
				The old man groaned as she began to bob, tenderly sucking his shrivelled cock. Her mouth so warm and soft and wet around him that he wanted to sing with his pleasure. “Oooooh, that’s it! Oh girl, that’s the right… mnnn… stuff. Yesssss. Suck me hard, girl. Suck this old man’s cock. Fuck! Where’ve you been all my life.”
			

			
				“Mmm?” Faylana hummed, her tongue tenderly caressing the old man’s shaft.
			

			
				“Oh, right. Wugs. Ooooh, yes. See? The wugs? They… ah… I do business with their sort some… ooooh! Sometimes. See them from my boat. They do business with merchants too. But… hah… they go straight to the wug village in the swamps. Fuck! And… Mnnnn! And the wugs sometimes come up near the shore, but only when the men are out fishing.”
			

			
				“Hmmm?” She asked, sucking harder upon his cock. Her spit dripped from his bollocks and she tasted the salty sourness of his pre against her tongue.
			

			
				“How’d I see it?” He laughed. “Oh girl! I don’t go far out at my age. But I… mnnnn… I see the girls kneeling by the shore, talking to the wugs. Ooooh! Those frog’s cocks are so good to a girl. So tender! They love to fuck pretty humans. Breed the sluts. And girls love the feel of it in them! Dozens have gone to the wugs over the years. Hng! Even… ooooh… Even one Darby was sweet on! Poor fool. Never guessed how bad she wanted monster cock!”
			

			
				Faylana hummed in agreement. Though she wasn’t human herself, she could sympathise with their desire to experience many different forms of pleasure. After all, if she had been kept in the groves all her days, her only future awaiting her marriage to a man like Darby, why, she too would no doubt dream of different pleasures. The taste of strange, monstrous cocks. Just the thought of those smooth, slimy monster dicks made her hollow her cheeks, sucking ever harder.
			

			
				“Oh fuck. Fuck!” the old man cried out, tangling his bony fingers in her silky hair. “That’s it! Just like that. Oh fuck. Oh fuck, fuck fuck yesssss!”
			

			
				He came with a groan, shuddering as his ancient prick pumped his bitter seed into Faylana’s mouth. The elf moaned, drinking his hot spurts down without a moment’s hesitation. Even its taste reminded her of Greebi’s goblin cum.
			

			
				The old man wheezed, his cock shrivelling in her mouth as she pulled back. “Oooh, that was good,” he groaned. “That’s gonna give my hand some stiff competition!” He laughed at his own joke, and Faylana laughed too, though she didn’t quite get it.
			

			
				“Well,” she said, rising. “If that’s all you know, then-“
			

			
				“Oh! Who said it was all? I know one more thing you might like, elf. I was here when the so-called wugs attacked. True, I was drunker than a skunk, but I have ears! And I heard something reaaaaal interesting, to be sure.”
			

			
				Faylana paused. “You did?” she said. “What?”
			

			
				“Ah ah! I promised I’d tell you something good if you sucked me. This is a whole new game, my dear. I’m gonna need something else.”
			

			
				“What?” she repeated.
			

			
				The old man licked his lips, his fingers squeezing the air hungrily. “Ooooh, if I could get a hold of those big breasts of yours for a bit, I’d be sittin’ pretty indeed! A good squeeze of some soft, elven tit would jog my memory.”
			

			
				“Squeezing breasts causes humans to recall past events?” Faylana said, amazed. “I didn’t know that!”
			

			
				The old man cackled. “I bet there’s plenty you’ll learn about humans yet! So how bout it? Let me get a good feel, and I’ll spill the beans!”
			

			
				Faylana shrugged. Well, if all it would take to learn what he knew was letting him play with her breasts, she didn’t mind. “Okay,” she said, tugging open her robe, allowing her large, firm breasts in their lacy bra to burst into the open.
			

			
				The old man fairly drooled at the sight of those ripe orbs. “Ooooh baby,” he groaned, reaching out, filling his hands with her ample tits. “That’s what daddy likes to see! Gods above, girl. They’re big as a milky mother and firm as a girl just turned eighteen! Oooo, where’ve you elves been all my life?”
			

			
				Faylana bit her lip, trying to stifle the moan that threatened to escape her. Her breasts were ever so sensitive, after all. A shiver of delight raced up her spine, her core, already warm from her sucking his cock, only grew hotter at his eager ministrations. “The ah… what did you hear?” she gasped.
			

			
				“Eh? Oh,” the old man said, pressing nearer, pushing her until her back hit the wall as he squeezed and massaged her breast. “Right. That. Well, you know, I do love to drink. And I was doin’ it outside the inn when I heard feet a slappin’ along the path.”
			

			
				“Uh-huh?” Faylana gasped, for one of the old man’s hands had abandoned her breast, and was instead stealing down her midriff, touching the hem of her dress. “A-and then what?”
			

			
				“Well,” the old man said, leaning in closer, his foul breath against her face as his hand moved under her gown, cupped her quim. “I heard some of the villagers go out to meet them. Then a thudding. Musta been those darts used. Eh?”
			

			
				“Mnnn!” Faylana moaned, quivering as his finger began to rub her tender pussy through her panties. “What… ah… what then?”
			

			
				“Then? Why? I didn’t go out. I’m no fool! I stayed inside. Wasn’t even sure what was happening. I was awful drunk. But I heard them go by. I kept my eyes closed. Practically asleep! And didn’t want no part of the trouble. But I heard them talking to each other. And I’ve heard wugs before, croaking to the girls as they describe what they’d love to do to those beauties.”
			

			
				“Ah… hah…” Faylana panted, her hips beginning to shyly rock, rubbing herself against the old man’s stroking hand. Her breasts tingling in his hungry touch. “A-and th-then?”
			

			
				“Well, I know a wug’s croak. And those voices weren’t wugs. And they didn’t speak the wug tongue either. It wasn’t wugs that killed the villagers, me girl.”
			

			
				“What did?” Faylana whimpered.
			

			
				“Who knows,” the old man said. “That’s your job, ain’t it?”
			

			
				“It… ah… it… nnnnn!”
			

			
				Faylana’s hips thrust herself forward, driving the old man’s finger against her pussy. She tried to hold back the cry of her helpless orgasm, but it was a contest she was destined to lose, shuddering as she shamefully came on the old man’s hand.
			

			
				He cackled. “Haha! Looks like you enjoyed that almost as much as I did.”
			

			
				“Y-yes. A little,” Faylana gasped, flushing brightly.
			

			
				“I like an honest girl! Don’t suppose I could convince you to stick near and let me have some more fun with that pretty pussy of yours, eh?”
			

			
				Faylana giggled and shook her head. “No, no. Caldric’s going to be worried. And I have to get back and tell him all about this!” she said, tugging her dress back down. “Thank you so much, sir. This information is invaluable!”
			

			
				“No problem! Happy to help a pretty thing like you. Now get along!” he said, playfully spanking her bottom. Faylana jumped, giggling as she hurried away.
			

			
				It wasn’t far from the inn, but as she walked she heard muffled voices coming from near the front. She stopped in the shadows of the building at a wooden creak, and stepped back as a wagon rolled by, loaded with things in large, burlap sacks. The driver didn’t look her way, but as she watched him drive his wagon down the road towards the forest, she wondered. Why on earth would Darby be driving a wagon of food south?
			

			
				Faylana pondered that question for a few moments before she started, recalling herself. She couldn’t be lingering out here! Caldric needed to hear what she’d learned. Pushing what she’d seen from her mind, Faylana hurried back into the inn, taking the steps back upstairs two at a time. At the top, she eased open the door to the room she and Caldric shared. He was sitting on the edge of the bed, but jolted upright at the creak. “Faylana?” he said.
			

			
				“It’s me,” she said, stepping inside and closing the door behind her.
			

			
				“Are you… did he…” Caldric trailed off, then suddenly shook his head. “No. No, it doesn’t matter.”
			

			
				“But it does!” she exclaimed, hurrying across the room and taking his hands, squeezing them. “Caldric, I think there’s more to all this than it seems.”
			

			
				“What?” he said.
			

			
				Faylana sat down on the bed, pulling him down with her. “Rickard told me that he was here during the attack, but he was drunk. Still, he heard the attackers speak, and they didn’t sound like wugs.”
			

			
				“How does he know?”
			

			
				“He claims to have had business with wugs before. And that a number of the girls who were said to have been enticed away from the village actually went willingly.”
			

			
				“He said something similar at the table,” Caldric said, recalling all too vividly the old man’s words about monsters and cocks and the wandering loins of ladies.
			

			
				Faylana nodded quickly. “Exactly. Why would they need to kidnap these women if so many went willingly? Caldric. I don’t think that the wugs were the ones who kidnapped those girls. I think there might be something else going on!”
			

			
				Caldric looked dubious. “That’s… a theory, for sure,” he said.
			

			
				“And listen,” she continued earnestly, pressing herself against his side, and her breasts, he couldn’t help but notice. “Darby? The girl he liked was tempted away a few years ago.”
			

			
				This got Caldric’s interest. “She was?”
			

			
				“Yes,” Faylana said, nodding. “Do you think that has something to do with it?”
			

			
				Caldric drummed his fingers on his leg, frowning deeply. “Maybe. It might mean nothing. Or…” He shook his head. “No, you’re right. I don’t know if there’s something wrong there. But we shouldn’t discount it.”
			

			
				“Exactly!” Faylana beamed. “Then, should we speak to the wugs before making a decision?”
			

			
				“Um…” Caldric said, unsure. The thought of trying to negotiate with possibly hostile monsters who were well versed in ambush tactics and poisons didn’t appeal much.
			

			
				“Please,” Faylana said. “Caldric, we can’t simply kill them because of suspicion! There’s good, even in monsters.”
			

			
				That was not what he wanted to hear from her. Especially considering the elf’s track record on monster’s affection. Nonetheless, much to his annoyance, she was right. Caldric had no trouble killing monsters. But he did have issues with massacring villages of innocent frog people. He groaned, burying his face in his hands.
			

			
				“I… guess we’d better try and… parley with them first, then,” he said at bitter length.
			

			
				Faylana squealed with delight, throwing her arms around him and giving him a hug that made him more than aware of her assets. “Ohhhh! I knew you’d do the right thing! Oh Caldric, this is why I love you so!”
			

			
				Caldric felt his face warm at her words. He cleared his throat, trying to put on a more heroic look. “Well, you know. We were hired to find out what happened to the girls and who killed the mayor. It’s only right.”
			

			
				“Absolutely! Oh, Caldric.”
			

			
				He found himself looking into her eyes. Those shining blues, adoring him. He felt the heat of his flush spread through him as she moved closer, her soft lips waiting. He leaned down, and their lips met in a sweet kiss.
			

			
				Caldric moaned softly, crushing her to his chest, hearing her gasp. Feeling her quiver with pleasured delight. Gods, but the elf was so sensitive. His tongue moved against her lips, and he thought he could taste something else there. He suddenly remembered that she had, but minutes ago, been sucking off the old man. Yet strangely, he found he didn’t stop kissing her. Deepening it. Tasting another hint of that saltiness on Faylana’s delicate tongue. Pulling her hard against him.
			

			
				Faylana moved against him. Her breath was hot. Panting. “Caldric,” she gasped.
			

			
				“Faylana…”
			

			
				Her hands moved lower. He felt them on his pants, undoing the laces, freeing his cock with the practiced air that reminded him that, no matter what else she had done, she had also shared his bed almost every night since they’d met.
			

			
				“Oooooh,” Caldric moaned as her fingers wrapped around his cock, slowly stroking him, her lips continuing to kiss him as she rocked against him, her breasts pressing against his chest. She broke the kiss, panting.
			

			
				“Your cock is so wet,” she moaned. “It’s dripping and slippery. Please. I need you… I…”
			

			
				“Oh fuck, Faylana…”
			

			
				He rolled with her onto the bed. He grasped the hem of her robe, hiking it up past her knees, revealing her panties, already wet with her desire. Had the old man done that to her? Caldric kissed her again as his hand grabbed the hem of her underwear and tugged them down, revealing the tender slit of her pussy.
			

			
				He broke the kiss, breathing hard, looking down into her panting face, her eyes shining with pleasure and need. He wanted her. He wanted her so much, and looking down at her open eyes, her pale cheeks flushed red with lust, he knew he had to have her.
			

			
				“Tell me what he did,” gasped Caldric. “The old man from the bar.”
			

			
				“My love, now?” She gasped, rocking her hips with need.
			

			
				“Quickly, tell me,” he said, kissing her neck. Biting at her ear. “Did he have you?”
			

			
				“N-no, Caldric,” she whimpered. “No. Only… only my mouth.”
			

			
				He kisses her passionately, savoring her lips as she admitted her deed. His tongue tasting again. Pulling back to look down at her as he pushed between her legs and rubbed the head of his cock against her slit.. Faylana gasped, moaned, her hips rising to meet the tip of his cock, pleasure sparking through her like electric shocks.
			

			
				“Ooooh Caldric. Please. Give it to me.”
			

			
				“Did he fuck you?” demanded the warrior.
			

			
				Faylana gazed up at her flushed lover and saw need in his eyes. Was that what he wanted? Had she made a mistake by not having sex with the old man? She shuddered with need, her thighs parting wider.
			

			
				“No, my love,” she gasped. “No. But his fingers. His mouth… upon my breasts… I stopped him from doing more.”
			

			
				“G-good,” he panted, smiling hotly. “Then you must be desperate. Here. Nnn!”
			

			
				He pushed forward, thrust into her. She gasped, her full breasts bouncing with the sudden intake of breath. Then her eyes grew lidded. Her moan more heated, and Caldric began to thrust into the tightness of her depths.
			

			
				“Mnnnn! Caldric!” she moaned, wrapping her arms around his neck, pulling him down to meet her lips as she rocked against him, taking his cock with sharp jolts of her hips. Welcoming him within her even as she kissed him ever harder. Needing more. Needing more of his pleasure. His hunger. Her hips began to move faster. Faster! Meeting his thrusts frantically as he fucked her.
			

			
				“Faylana. Oh fuck. Fuck! Faylana… I’m close. Oh Faylana…”
			

			
				“Caldric. Give it to me. F-fuck me! Cum in me! Please. Oh pleaaaaase!”
			

			
				The need in her voice was too much. It pushed him over the edge and, with a final, heavy thrust, he threw back his head, crying out in sweetest pleasure as at last he came.
			

			
				Faylana joined his voice with her own, crying out with ecstasy as he filled her with his hot seed, her body shuddering in pleasure as he fucked her full. His whole body tensed, powerful and masculine, twitching with every pump of his cock into the elf’s tight cunt.
			

			
				Caldric sagged, panting, looking down at her passionately. She lay beneath him, looking up at him with equal ardour, smiling hotly, dishevelled by their mating, but all the more beautiful to his eyes for it.
			

			
				“Oh Faylana…”
			

			
				“Caldric…”
			

			
				Again their lips met. Rolling over onto their sides, they continued to kiss under the moonlight.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Journey
			

			
				 
			

			
				The road to the swamps was more a trail than anything. It cut past the shore and deeper into the mainland, where the forests soon made way for thick undergrowth and a lurking mist. The ground grew spongier and mangrove trees dipped their roots into the brackish waters like shy fingers testing the temperature. Lizards slipped through the waters and frogs croaked, watching them pass with amphibian indifference.
			

			
				Darby led the way, his shoulders hunched, eyes darting at every shadow, his tongue slithering over his lips as if loathing the taste of the air, yet unable to stop. Behind him wound the rest of the group, desperately trying to stay on the dry path and not slip into the sucking marshlands they walked through.
			

			
				Faylana hung back, slowing just enough that the rest of the group walked ahead a little more every minute. At last, as they rounded a bend she stopped and looked about quickly. She spied a likely looking branch and hastily pulled it down. From her back she swung out the sack with her lunch in it and tied it to the tree. Her hands hovered about it as the branch sagged under the weight, but she exhaled in relief when it held steady. Giving a last, furtive look about, she turned and hurried after the rest of the group.
			

			
				She reached the back of the column with what she hoped was subtlety, but forgot that Quynn had been second last in line. The rogue glanced back at the out-of-breath elf with bemusement. “And just where were you?” she asked.
			

			
				“Oh, um, nowhere,” she said.
			

			
				Quynn smirked. “Oh really? And where’s your lunch?”
			

			
				Faylana’s face slowly reddened and she could only stammer out a reply before the thief laughed and turned about. Face burning, Faylana hunched her shoulders, nibbling on her lower lip nervously, but perhaps mercifully, no one else seemed to have noticed her sudden disappearance.
			

			
				It wasn’t long before they reached the outskirts of wug territory, something obvious even if Darby hadn’t pointed it out. Rising out of the mists of the swamp was a totem carved in the strange likeness of a great, frog-like creature, its blocky, crude features looking both subtly menacing and quite ridiculous with its fat belly and huge eyes, all of it painted in gaudy tribal designs.
			

			
				“We’re close,” Darby whispered.
			

			
				“Whatever gave you that idea?” Quynn said.
			

			
				Darby gave her a sharp look that the demi-demon let roll off her. Darby sneered, hunching his shoulders. “We go quietly now,” he grunted. “Can’t let them know we’re here. This way.”
			

			
				He drove off through the swamp, and left with little choice, the others followed. The swamp sucked at their feet as they went after the fisherman, and if stealth was their objective, they failed quite handily. The worst was without a doubt Tavek, who swore and cursed as the mud came nearly to his waist, filling his boots and making every step a slog. Only Borto and Quynn seemed unperturbed, her for her quick step keep her from the deepest parts, he because a whispered spell had him so light he never even seemed to make a footprint in the bog.
			

			
				Few were happy when Darby at last gestured them for silence, and drew them up to the cover of a tree. He gestured. “There it is. The wug village,” he hissed.
			

			
				The others gathered close, curious despite themselves. A village it was, though unlike any other they had seen before. It seemed built among the mangroves themselves, huts rising on stilts or crouching like small hills of reed and mud where the ground humped out of the water.
			

			
				Faylana had never seen wugs before, but she had no trouble identifying them. There were a number about the village, working on fishing nets or on other mundane tasks. Short as a goblin, but far larger, they were like bipedal frogs with large, pale bellies and webbed hands. Wide mouths spread across their heads and large, bulbous eyes stared out. Some wore belts of seaweed holding flint knives and a few worked with two-pronged fishing spears, but save some painted whorls they were otherwise unadorned.
			

			
				“What is that structure there?” Borto said, pointing.
			

			
				It took Faylana a moment to make out what he was pointing at. What she had first taken for a large hill overlooking the whole village was actually a building. Caked with mud like a protective covering, two totems flanked an entranceway, depicting rather voluptuous female forms. But rather than that of a frog-like goddess, they seemed to be gravid human shapes, with huge breasts and swollen bellies. Smoke snaked from a large hole in the roof, and right before the large building was a cleared space where a great firepit was laid like a blackened crater.
			

			
				Darby’s lips twitched as if in convulsion. “The milk barn,” he hissed.
			

			
				“The what?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Ah,” Borto said, stroking his silvery beard, grinning hugely. “I have heard of such things. The wugs have no females, you see. Their seed congeals in eggs that they must keep warm to birth a clutch. But it seems that the wugs have discovered the most effective incubator of their young is the wombs of human females.”
			

			
				“They breed them?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Not only that, but milk the girls. It’s said that to a wug, the milk of a woman is the most delectable treat ever known. They frequently have dozens of girls in their barns, all for the purpose of breeding their young and being milked for their bounty.”
			

			
				“Really?” Tavek said eagerly.
			

			
				“Monstrous,” Simona breathed, aghast, her face pale with horror.
			

			
				Quynn laughed at the paladin. “What? You’ve never dreamed of being nothing more than a broodmare for monsters? Your big breasts being pumped day and night by hungry creatures, all yearning for your sweet delights?”
			

			
				“What! Never!” the paladin snapped.
			

			
				“Really? But I think your breasts would be wasted not being used as the milkers they are,” the thief said with a knowing wiggle of her brows.
			

			
				Faylana was barely paying attention to their banter. Her eyes were locked on that massive building and what awaited within. She realized her heart was beating quicker, her cheeks flushed with warmth, and she hastily tried to shake herself free of the images parading in her mind. Difficult to do. It reminded her vaguely of the groves and the feasts of the fertile goddess, when the high priestess of the cult would initiate new members with her milk, gathering them to her lap and moaning as her new worshippers entered her, and thereby the cult, with milk squeezed into their mouths, and pleasure singing in their veins.
			

			
				Of course, Faylana had never experienced those rituals. After all, there were dozens of faiths within the groves, and there were only so many days in the year. Not to mention how holy dates tended to overlap. It was quite a predicament whether to try out the Canus Cult’s werewolf rutting or the Lothien’s pleasure dungeons, and at times Faylana had simply been unable to choose, and instead was forced to simply rut with one of the grove’s guardians, his muscular back tensing as he thrust into her.
			

			
				“We must put an end to this,” Simona growled.
			

			
				Her words snapped Faylana back to the present and away from memories of religious rites. She looked quickly at Caldric, who caught her eye and sighed. “Right,” he said. “About that… We’ve gotten some new information that, maybe, the wugs weren’t the ones who attacked the village.”
			

			
				Darby’s head snapped about, his hat flopping at the sudden motion. “What?” he demanded shortly.
			

			
				“Yes,” Caldric said. “Faylana… met someone who seemed to think that the wugs might have been framed.”
			

			
				“That’s insane!” Darby sputtered. “Who would do that?”
			

			
				“I don’t know,” Caldric answered tersely. “But that’s what we intend to find out. But I think it best we speak to the wugs before burning down their village and putting them all to the sword.”
			

			
				“…He has a point,” Simona said, begrudgingly. “We must be certain of the creature’s guilt if we are to slaughter them.”
			

			
				“You’re all mad!” Darby snapped. “They’re monsters. Monsters! They killed the mayor! They stole his daughters! They’ll kill all of you!”
			

			
				Caldric gave the man a distasteful look. “Nonetheless,” he said. “We’re going to talk to them. Not all of us, though. Some of us are going to stay in case thing don’t turn out like we’d hope.”
			

			
				“Right,” Tavek said. “Then, who’ll be goin’ to speak with the frogs?”
			

			
				“I will,” Faylana said.
			

			
				Caldric turned to the elf in surprise. “You?”
			

			
				“Yes,” she said. “They won’t be frightened if it’s me. It seems like young women often go to them willingly. They shouldn’t be alarmed by my presence.”
			

			
				Caldric squirmed with displeasure. “Faylana… I don’t think…”
			

			
				“No, no!” Borto said, continuing to stroke his beard with an amused smirk. “The girl has a point! Wugs are never able to resist an attractive female. They fairly worship such beauty! I think Faylana would be the perfect ambassador for us to them.”
			

			
				“But… but she can’t even speak their language!” Caldric said, grasping at straws.
			

			
				“Hmm. Good point,” Borto mused. And just as Caldric began to relax, added, “I’ll go with her! I have a gift for tongues. I shall be her interpreter.”
			

			
				“You do?” Faylana said, delighted. “Wonderful!”
			

			
				“Then… then I’m going as well!” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Hmmm. Are you sure?” Borto said with a wry look. “I don’t know what you’ll add to our entourage, after all. You’ll be quite useless.”
			

			
				“The hell I will!” Caldric said. He jabbed an accusing finger at the wizard. “I’m coming with, damn you. And that’s that!”
			

			
				“That’s great!” Faylana said, smiling happily at her lover. She took his hands, squeezing them. “Caldric, thank you! I’m sure we’ll be able to solve this without bloodshed.”
			

			
				“You’re all mad!” Darby said again, standing abruptly. He glared down at the group with undisguised loathing. “Mad! The wugs will kill you and breed your women like they always do! To hell with all of you!”
			

			
				Cursing, he stormed away, splashing into the distance and swallowed by the fog.
			

			
				“…What a tit,” Tavek finally said.
			

			
				Caldric shook his head. “Regardless,” he said, turning back to Faylana and Borto. “I’m coming with you.”
			

			
				Borto gave a great, exaggerated sigh. “Oh, very well,” he said. “I suppose if you must, then you must. Shall we, my dear? Oh, but, we’d best make sure you look appealing to them, otherwise they might not give us a chance to speak.”
			

			
				“That makes sense,” Faylana said.
			

			
				“Quite so. Now…”
			

			
				Grinning, Borto reached out and opened the front of her robe, allowing Faylana’s large breasts to bounce into the open. Caldric started. “Hey!”
			

			
				“It’s cultural,” Borto said as he helped Faylana remove her bra, her plump teats soon unveiled utterly, her pink nipples proudly displayed. “Wugs have great respect for a woman’s breasts. Ah, if only we had some paint with which to daub on you. But this should do.”
			

			
				“Do you think they will approve?” Faylana asked eagerly.
			

			
				“Who wouldn’t?” Tavek said, fairly drooling at the sight of the elf’s more than ample mounds.
			

			
				“I don’t!” Caldric snapped.
			

			
				“Ah well. Pity you aren’t a wug. Otherwise you would find her breasts simply breathtaking!”
			

			
				“I do! I mean… I… uh…”
			

			
				Caldric floundered, his tongue not obeying him as he tried to explain the fact that he did, in fact, very much like her breasts. But not on display for anyone to see.
			

			
				“My good man,” Borto said. “We can’t stand around here all day talking about Faylana’s breasts! We need to be talking to the wugs about them. Now! Let us be off!”
			

			
				Fairly steaming with rage, Caldric rose and followed the wizard as he strutted off, Faylana leading the way, her back straight, displaying her full breasts, head tilted back like a sacrifice off to be pushed into the volcano.
			

			
				They emerged from the foliage and into the open, crossing the thin divide between the village and the surrounding forest. The wugs at the edge of the village raised their heads and watched them approach, though Caldric couldn’t help but notice most of their attention was riveted to Faylana and her breasts.
			

			
				Borto shuffled up beside Faylana as they stopped a respectful distance from the wugs. The old wizard cleared his throat and began to speak in a strange, guttural and croaking tongue. The sound carried far in the swamp, the wugs unblinking stare never wavering until at last Borto finished.
			

			
				The nearest wugs exchanged a look, then one rose, abandoning his net and beckoned them, making his way towards the massive milk barn.
			

			
				“He means for us to follow,” Borto whispered.
			

			
				“No. Really?” Caldric said, moving after the wugs, Faylana ferried forward.
			

			
				A number of other wugs joined their march towards the immensity of the milk barn. They passed the two female totems, and Caldric tried not to stare at their carved face and plump breasts, though in its stead he found his eyes locked back on Faylana and her own exposed tits. He shook himself, forcing his attention ahead as he cautiously entered the dark depths of the milk barn. 
			

			
				It was warm within. A humid heat that made his clothes stick to his skin. The gloom was dispersed by some well-placed braziers, whose coals periodically released sudden hisses of steam as wugs poured waters onto them. Through these the interior was washed in white clouds, but Caldric could soon make out a bulk from the haze.
			

			
				It sat at the end of the chamber, resting on a large mat placed in the middle of the room. Huge did not do the wug justice. He was a little taller than Caldric, and far wider. His legs were crossed beneath him, but that only seemed to emphasize his bulk. His stomach swelled, rolling down, as pale as the bellies of the other wugs, his head a huge lump projecting forward ever so slightly, his wide mouth still, his eyes dark and staring at him indifferently. A necklace sagged onto his large belly, loaded with fetishes and trinkets, and his webbed hands rested on his knees lazily as he took them in.
			

			
				More wug guards were within, along with one dressed in ratty robes of rags, a wizened arm clutching a staff topped with the fanged jaw of some great fish. From beneath the tattered hood peered a pair of eyes, steeped in shadows.
			

			
				A glance told Caldric that this was merely the foyer of the larger barn. Two doors flanked the wug chief, leading deeper into the building, where a strange humming sound came.
			

			
				Borto went forward, and again spoke in the wug’s croaking, burbling tongue. He bowed and dipped, his long beard flicking nearly to his waist as he gesticulated animatedly. The wug chief shifted his bulk and nodded.
			

			
				“I see,” the huge wug said, his voice thick yet without accent. “So, you come from village?”
			

			
				“You speak common?” Caldric said, gaping.
			

			
				The wug chief croaked with mirth. “All within the village speak some.”
			

			
				Caldric looked back at the wugs who had guided them inside. “Then, why didn’t they?”
			

			
				“We found it funny to listen to the old one,” the chieftain said. “His accent is atrocious. It sounds like the barking of dogfish, whose oil is only good for shining on the brides of the barn.”
			

			
				Borto, for the first time, looked annoyed. “Hmph! Well,” he said. “I don’t know why I bother sometimes!”
			

			
				“How marvelous!” Faylana cried, stepping forward swiftly. “Then, you can tell us what happened at the village!”
			

			
				Caldric’s amusement at Borto’s embarrassment faded instantly as he saw how the chief observed Faylana’s sensuous form, his eyes lingering on the elf’s plump, naked breasts and full hips. The chief’s lips widened a little more and he eased back.
			

			
				“Hmmm,” he said. “We cannot.”
			

			
				“You can’t?” Faylana said, her expression falling.
			

			
				“No,” the chief said. “Because we had nothing to do with what went on at the human village. We rarely speak with them but for trade, and that is usually done through merchants who visit us. We have little business with the fishermen.”
			

			
				“What about their women?” Caldric said. “Several of them claimed you stole away their womenfolk.”
			

			
				The wug chief roared with croaking laughter. The sound was echoed by the other wugs within the barn, a chorus of croaks rumbling from every corner of the room until it seemed to shake the very walls.
			

			
				“You don’t?” Faylana asked eagerly.
			

			
				“We have no need to steal wives. They come willingly! Would you like to see?” the wug chief said.
			

			
				“Very much!” Faylana said before Caldric could answer.
			

			
				The wug chief nodded. “I thought you might,” he said with another brazen glance at the elf. He cocked his head and croaked something to the shaman, who nodded and rose, waddling towards one of the doors at the back of the hall. He thrust aside the curtain, and returned a moment later, but hardly alone.
			

			
				Caldric’s jaw dropped at the sight of the women who followed him. There were five of them, and all quite beautiful, yet hardly in the way Caldric was accustomed to. All were full figured, their hips curved and breasts huge and heavy, resembling starkly the two totems carved outside. Like some primal fertility goddesses, they wore nothing but whorls of paint, illustrating and drawing greater attention to their feminine assets, be it their heavy breasts or naked, unshaven quims. Their hair was braided back, interwoven with trinkets, and they walked with a brazen pride, strutting to the chief’s sides.
			

			
				“These are the women who have left your human kind,” the wug chief said, lazily gesturing at the five. “But some of many who have joined our tribe as rorroaks over the years.”
			

			
				“Rorroaks?” Caldric said unsteadily. “What does that mean?”
			

			
				“It has no equivalent in your human tongue,” one of the women said, almost mockingly, tilting back her head, her hair flipping back over her shoulder. She smirked. “It is a word of great meaning. Of great power. Of the female divinity. But, your closest translation,” she said, leaning in closer to the wug chief, her ample tits dangling near the frogman’s head. “Would be Milk Bride.”
			

			
				Caldric’s eyes widened in shock as the wug chief tilted his head and cupped one of those dangling breasts. The woman gasped softly, thrusting out her chest into the webbed hand of the chief as he fondled that plump orb. Meeting Caldric’s eyes, the wug chief opened his wide mouth, latched on to the woman’s breasts, and sucked.
			

			
				The woman’s eyes fairly rolled back with the exquisite ecstasy of that milking. Her thighs trembled and she lowered herself, leaning against the chief as he sucked at her teat, a dribble of white cream escaping the corner of the wug’s mouth. Caldric stood in mingled horror and arousal as the human willingly submitted to the milking of the wug, her whimpers and gasps of pleasure accented by the growing dampness of her unshaven cunt.
			

			
				At last, the chief released her breast, stroking her painted teat and fat reddened nipple with a webbed hand before returning his attention to Caldric and the others. “As you can see,” the wug said, licking his lips with his long, thick tongue. “We have no need to kidnap slaves. Women come to us. To know pleasures mere humans cannot excite.”
			

			
				“Oh…”
			

			
				Caldric’s eyes snapped to Faylana, the elf staring at the wug and his human thrall, her cheeks warm and eyes misty, her own nipples peaking in the warm air, breasts heaving as if in sympathy with the milked woman as Faylana’s delicate teeth nibbled at her lower lip.
			

			
				Caldric forcefully cleared his throat. “Um, well,” he said. “That may be. But what happened at the village that night? They claim wugs attacked and knocked out the guards with sleeping darts.”
			

			
				The wug chief shrugged, the human motion strange in the monster. “How am I to know? My people were not there, and they have nothing we need. And what we want come to us freely.”
			

			
				“We do,” the woman beside the wug moaned, her heavy breasts still leaking her sweet cream as she reached down and tenderly stroked the pale belly of the monstrous chief. “We have everything we could ever want. Weak, pathetic human cocks could never satisfy us. But the feel of a wug cock is like nothing else. How it excites and pleasures as it thrusts into us. The feel of their cum solidifying as they pump us full of eggs. It’s divine,” she breathed, kissing the bloated monster who had milked her.
			

			
				“Yes,” another woman giggled as she rubbed the head of one of the wug guards, giggling as the monster croaked and turned to her. “And they love our milk so much. They never get tired of milking us like the goddesses we are. Oh!” she gasped as the wug guard dropped his spear, grabbing her hips and cupping her mons in his huge mouth. Her eyes shot wide open, then grew lidded, her hands grasping the monster’s head as his large tongue slid along her pussy, her moan of pleasure pure and sweet. “Mmm! And they’re so… attentive to… ah… to a woman’s needs. Oh goddess…” she moaned, her hips lazily rocking as she rode the diminutive monster’s tongue. “Oh goddess yesss…”
			

			
				Caldric tried to glance away, but it availed him little. The other women had fallen in among the rest of the wugs, one sitting on the floor, moaning as two of the monsters crowded her, their mouths working against her full, bouncing breasts, sucking hungrily. The third and fourth women were on their knees, stroking the pale bellies of two other guards, coaxing open the wug’s abdominal slits, freeing the pale wedges of their inhuman cocks.
			

			
				“Do you… um, well, if you didn’t, do you have any idea who did?” Caldric demanded.
			

			
				The wug chief’s tongue slid along his lips. “Hmmm. Perhaps my scouts have seen something. I will need to ask them.”
			

			
				“That would be appreciated.”
			

			
				“No doubt,” the chief said, his eyes fixed on Faylana, who was watching the depraved scene of the women submitting to the hunger of the wug’s lusts, her cheeks flushed, her full breasts rising and falling rapidly with growing desire. “But,” the chief said, something like a smile on his wide mouth, “they will not return until tomorrow. And it is so late. Stay with us tonight. We shall have a great feast, and when my scouts return, we will see what can be done.”
			

			
				Suspicion itched at Caldric’s mind. “Thank you, but we really shouldn’t impose…”
			

			
				“Our traditions demand we treat you as our guests. Surely you would not deny us that?” the wug chief said.
			

			
				“Indeed, Caldric. How rude of you!” Borto chortled, eyeing the fuming warrior before, inevitably, his eyes wandered back to the five beauties pleasuring their inhuman mates. “We should respect their culture and traditions! After all, how often does one get the chance to attend a wug party? Hm?”
			

			
				“I…”
			

			
				“We can’t be rude,” Faylana said, looking at him with those wide, innocent eyes. “Caldric? Please. He is helping us.”
			

			
				Caldric grit his teeth, trying to ignore the way the wug eyed Faylana. “I… guess we must,” he said.
			

			
				“That’s the spirit,” the wug chief croaked. “Tonight, we shall have a feast such as you will never forget.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Feast
			

			
				 
			

			
				On that point the wug chief was prescient.
			

			
				Within an hour the sky grew dark and the great bonfire in the center of the village burned bright. Wugs came seemingly from everywhere to join in around the fire, and see the newcomers. Caldric felt uneasy beneath the attention of so many of the frog monsters, but couldn’t say much. After all, they were guests, apparently. And the others were having a grand time.
			

			
				Tavek was enjoying the wine the wugs provided, drinking deeply and belting out great laughs as he regaled some of the bemused wugs with tales of his prowess, though his stories frequently swerved into slurring shouts as he swayed on his feet, waving his tankard. Simona held herself aloof, still wearing her armour and sword, her eyes shifting suspiciously about the village and its denizens, and trying very hard to ignore Quynn speaking animatedly to one of the women from the barn.
			

			
				“See how her armour swells about the chest?” the thief told the shapely wug bride, nodding knowingly at Simona. “You think that’s just for show? Oh no! Her breasts are huge. The size of melons! You could fill your hands with them and there’d be space yet uncovered! She’s nearly as big as you.”
			

			
				“Me?” the woman said, tittering softly. “Surely not! After all, my breasts are so well trained to be milked. I’m as big as it’s possible to be! My mates all praise how large I am.”
			

			
				“Exactly! But just imagine if she would be willing to get her breasts nice and big and milky? Imagine how heavy she would be. How large!”
			

			
				“Oh my,” the woman breathed, eyeing Simona brazenly, the paladin tightening her lips and sitting even more rigidly. “Why, she’d be a milker to rival any two women!”
			

			
				“Exactly! Such a waste of talent.”
			

			
				“Do you think she could be convinced to join the tribe?” the wug bride breathed, fondling her own swollen teat with growing excitement at the idea. “Oooh, and her blessing would make her milk all the sweeter!”
			

			
				“Surely we must try!” Quynn giggled. “After all, what’s one goddess for another? And such holy work as feeding a whole tribe? How could she refuse?”
			

			
				“I would never abandon my goddess!” Simona snapped, at last goaded beyond herself.
			

			
				Quynn and the wug bride burst out in laughter, quickly speaking in even more eager tones, the bride moaning softly as Quynn began to inspect and fondle the curvy girl’s heavy breasts, squeezing and massaging those plump orbs. Simona gave the pair a look of deep disgust and looked over to Caldric. “How long must we abide here?” she demanded.
			

			
				“Hm?” Caldric said, turning to her. “Oh. Morning. Then we’ll… we’ll speak to the scouts…”
			

			
				Simona frowned as Caldric’s eyes were pulled almost magnetically back to Faylana. She had been given a seat of honour beside the wug chief, pulled against the massive monster and coaxed into feeding him tidbits from the plates before him. She laughed as the monster’s tongue stroked her fingers as she plopped morsels into his maw, the wug chief laughing with her. But it was his hand which arrested Caldric’s attention, and the way he touched and stroked the blushing elf.
			

			
				“It’s fine,” Borto chortled from not far about the circle. The wizard sat, steeped in his robes, his eyes dancing merrily as he drank from his cup. “We’re guests! And wugs treat their guests with great pride, after all. It’s cultural! So relax. Enjoy!” the wizard said, beckoning one of the wug brides nearer. “There’s so much to, after all.”
			

			
				Caldric couldn’t help but stare as the wizard brought his cup beneath the woman’s swollen breast. He reached up, gently squeezing her teat. The woman moaned softly, shuddering, the fetishes woven in her hair tinkling brightly as her hips twitched with desire, her milk squirting from her laden tit and into the wizard’s cup. Smirking, Borto took a drink, allowing the flushed but smiling woman to wander away, before being pulled down to allow a wug to fasten to her tit and suck hungrily as she moaned and cradled the monster.
			

			
				“How can you drink that?” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Hmm? What? If it’s not too good for a wug, why would it be too good for me?” Borto said with another meaningful glance at Faylana.
			

			
				Caldric’s face flushed again and he glared at the wizard, who merely chortled. “Speaking of!” Borto said as a pipe was passed to him from a wug. The long stemmed thing curved upward and was carved with a number of strange markings. The wizard grinned as he handled it. “Ahhh, a wug pleasure pipe! They only bring these out for special occasions indeed.”
			

			
				Caldric watched in dumb amazement as the wizard put it to his lips and took a heavy drag. He exhaled heavily, wheezing as the smoke plumed from his mouth. “Oh yeah,” Borto said tightly. “That’s the stuff!”
			

			
				“Dear gods, man,” Caldric said.
			

			
				Borto failed to answer, swaying where he sat, head slowly cocking back as he stared at the flames. “Whooooo,” the old wizard breathed. “Look at those flames dance! You must try this, Caldric,” he said, pushing the pipe towards the warrior.
			

			
				“No. No, I don’t think I will,” he said, eying the hazy, dim look of the wizard.
			

			
				Borto chuckled. “Mmmm. Suit yourself. Faylana? Dear? Here. Have a taste of true wug culture.”
			

			
				Caldric’s eyes widened as Borto passed the pipe to the curious hands of the elf. “Faylana! Don’t!”
			

			
				Faylana looked up, her head cocked curiously. “Why not?”
			

			
				“It’s um…” Caldric said. “Not… good?”
			

			
				“Nonsense!” Borto laughed, slapping his leg with amusement. “She must! You see, Faylana,” Borto said, leaning towards her, only to almost topple as his arm proved more bendable than he expected. “You see… hr hrm… Haaaa. You see, wugs have… have a special recipe for their herbs. Shhhh. Very hush hush. They never sell to outsiders! But they are… Hee hee… They… expand the mind. Like… whoooosh!” Borto said, spreading his hands before him as if in some great explosion. And indeed, magic popped and crackled in the air, earning a chorus of delighted croaks from the watching wugs. “Whooo!” Borto cackled. “Like that! It… broadens your reality. And… and understanding of the universe and… maaaagiiiiic,” he said, nodding dully.
			

			
				Faylana looked at the pipe with wonder. “Wow,” she breathed.
			

			
				“I don’t think…” Caldric began, but Faylana had already put the pipe to her lips, and took a long, slow drag. Her eyes widened, her breasts rising with the heaviness of that breath, and when she took the pipe from her mouth, she exhaled, coughing with the intensity of the smoke. “Oh!” she gasped, staring at her hands. “Oh…”
			

			
				Caldric watched uselessly as Faylana admired her hands, moving them before her as if entranced by the patterns. The wug chief chortled, plucking the pipe from her gasp and putting it to his large lips. He inhaled deeply, and from the slits of his nose leaked thick ribbons of the smoke. “Hmm. Delightful, no?” he said.
			

			
				“Yessss,” Faylana giggled, clapping her hands. As if the impact were stronger than expected, she fell back and against he wug chief’s body, giggling and wriggling against him. The wug laughed low and deep, his arm looping about her, grasping a plump teat and giving it a hungry squeeze. Faylana gasped, moaning as she sank against the monster’s bulk, her legs parted, twitching.
			

			
				“Mmm. A rich scent,” the wug chief breathed, taking another drag. He pulled Faylana against him, tilting her head up so she gazed with wide eyes at the monster’s bulky face. Taking another smoke of the pipe, the wug chief leaned down and kissed the elf, exhaling the pungent smoke right into her mouth.
			

			
				Faylana moaned, her world spinning, her arms and legs tingling as she took the heavy, intoxicating smoke inside of her. Her brain seemed to swell within her skull. Her arms and legs ached, but that was nothing compared to the pleasurable sensations spreading forth from her pussy and tits. She moaned, wriggling against the wug, the feel of his slick hide fascinating. As if she could feel every slimy pore. Her eyes widened in awe. How amazing. How wonderful.
			

			
				The wug broke the kiss, and Faylana still felt the sweetness of that smoke within her. She smiled mindlessly up at the monster, still touching him, stroking him. His skin was incredible! So smooth and slick. She needed to feel it more. She pushed herself against him, and when her breasts began to rub his hide, she gasped, her thighs tightening as hot pleasure rushed down into her tender core. “Oooooh!” she moaned, rubbing her hardened nipples against him, pressing her wonderfully sensitive breasts against him.
			

			
				She gasped as she felt his webbed hand engulf her bottom and pull her closer. She whimpered as his finger teased against the seam of her bum, stroking the sensitive flesh, making her gasp and moan, sensations so intense, so powerful spearing through her like spikes of sweetest kisses on every inch of her skin. Gods, it felt so gooood!
			

			
				“Faylana. Faylana!”
			

			
				She tilted her head, staring at Caldric. He looked so alone over there in the dark. She should go to him. But somehow, she couldn’t bring herself to leave how nice the wug felt. How his skin sank and folded against her like the softest pillow. She smiled at the warrior. Love bloomed so brightly in her chest. And yet, it was detached from the sensations which raced through her as she rubbed herself against the wug.
			

			
				“Caaaaldric,” she giggled. “Have you tried touching him? He’s soooo soft and smooooth.”
			

			
				Caldric was gaping at her, not understanding. She giggled as the heavy chortle of the wug chief vibrated through the monster’s hide and into her pleasured core. “Hrmmm. Do not worry about him,” the massive wug said, squeezing her rump. “Would you like to feel more?”
			

			
				“Yesssss,” Faylana breathed.
			

			
				One of the wug brides were suddenly beside her. She smiled at the big breasted woman, yielding to her touch, falling into her plump, generous tits. She moaned as a nipple somehow slipped between her lips, sucking tenderly, the sweet cream like a sudden burst of colour and expression within her tongue and through her flesh. She moaned, shrugging, helping the woman pull away the rest of her skirts and robe, the coolness of the night air making her gasp, the heat of the bonfire making her arch.
			

			
				And then she was again in the arms of the wug chief. Those large lips were once more on hers, and she was kissing him. Pressed against his front, her breasts mashed to his chest as she whimpered and ran his hands over his heavy form. Oh. Ohhhh he was soooo big! No wonder he was the chief. Such bigness was so wonderful. She giggled, then gasped as she felt the thickness of his cock press against her stomach. The wedged meat sliding from his abdominal slit.
			

			
				“Mmmm,” Faylana moaned, rubbing it against her stomach and cunny. She felt so alive. So sensitive! So full of life and expression! Her head was spinning, a sensation like the most wonderful of celebrations in the groves. Her body reacting to the pleasure and sensations with pleasure.
			

			
				“Faylana! What are you doing?”
			

			
				She looked at Caldric, smiling. “What?” she asked, her voice slurring a bit. “Oh!” she gasped. “Do you… mmm… do you wanna fuck me?”
			

			
				“Faylana!” he cried, aghast.
			

			
				The idea took root in the fertile soil of her thoughts. Faylana smiled wider, her head spinning. “Oh Caldric,” she breathed, pushing out her bottom, making it rock. “Gotta… gotta fuck me. Need… need cock. Please…”
			

			
				“Gods above, Faylana! Get hold of yourself!”
			

			
				The wug chief laughed, and again those vibrations echoed through her. Drew her back to the great monster as he looked down at her from atop the mound of flesh that was his head. “If he will not, then shall I?” he said.
			

			
				Faylana brightened. “Yesss!” she breathed, rubbing herself anew against the wedge of his shaft. “Yesss! Fuck… Fucking… Sounds soooo goooood!”
			

			
				“What! No! You can’t!” Caldric said.
			

			
				The wug chief rumbled with amusement. “She made her choice, human.”
			

			
				“That’s… I…”
			

			
				The chief hummed, still stroking Faylana, but keeping her back, his webbed hands holding her down on her lap despite the elf’s needy moans as she tried to sheathe his cock within her. “But if you truly wish to mate with her instead, then we must decide between us.”
			

			
				“Why would we have to?” Caldric spluttered.
			

			
				“If you prefer not to, then I could simply take her right here,” the wug observed.
			

			
				Faylana didn’t understand what was happening. Why was nobody fucking her? She moaned in despair. “Pleeeease,” she whimpered.
			

			
				Caldric winced. “How do we decide?”
			

			
				“Traditional wug means,” the fat monster chuckled. “Wrestling!”
			

			
				Caldric arched a brow at the wug, then took him in again. The monster was fat, surely, but those thin arms didn’t seem too strong. If it came down to it, Caldric suspected he could best the monster. But another glance at those dark eyes made him hesitate. They were too confident. Too certain. He knew something Caldric didn’t.
			

			
				Wrestling with the indecision, he clenched and unclenched his hands.
			

			
				“If you prefer not, I suppose I could always satisfy her,” the wug said, lowering Faylana a hair, the wedge of his cock teasing her flushed pussy lips. Caldric stared as his elven lover’s delicate quim brushed against that obscene, glistening appendage. How had he allowed this party to degenerate to this point? Sweet Faylana, offering herself wantonly to this creature!
			

			
				“Mnnnn!” the elven beauty moaned, quivering.
			

			
				“Alright!” Caldric bit out, furious and hot and knowing he was backed to a corner. “Fine! We’ll wrestle.”
			

			
				The wug chief croaked with amusement. “Very good! Let Rorrrak begin!”
			

			
				Whatever the term was, the wugs seemed to understand it. Immediately a dozen bounded up and dragged away several logs, revealing a ring carved in the ground. Caldric winced as several wugs moved to him and began to remove his shirt.
			

			
				“What is this?” Caldric whispered to Borto.
			

			
				“Snrk… mrmmm…”
			

			
				Caldric looked at the wizard, who had fallen backwards off his stump and was snoring loudly. Caldric sighed, allowing the wugs to take away what remained of his shirt, leaving him bare chested and in nothing but his pants.
			

			
				Gently removing Faylana from himself, the wug chief left her sitting on one of the logs, swaying softly, blinking hazily as she looked down towards the rings with a dull expression. The wug chief waddled down into the ring, and standing, he looked rather bigger than Caldric remembered. He was as tall as the human, even a little more, but seemed larger for his bulk. But it was all fat, Caldric reminded himself as he took position opposite the monster, stretching his arms, feeling the strength in them. He was big, but not strong. Caldric could take him.
			

			
				The shaman shuffled into the middle of the ring and waved his staff in the air. He croaked out something, swinging it to Caldric, then to the wug chief. He croaked again in proper, ceremonial seriousness, though fuck knew Caldric didn’t understand a word he said, then shuffled back out of the ring.
			

			
				But Caldric did understand when the staff came down, thudding against the ground in a single great blow.
			

			
				Caldric lunged across the ring, grabbing the wug chief and heaving.
			

			
				Only to find his hands sliding off the monster’s slimy flesh without purchase.
			

			
				“What?” Caldric gasped.
			

			
				The wug chief let out a great croak of laughter and heaved his bulk against the human. Caldric grunted, fitting his feet into the sandy ring, pushing back at the wug. Yes, he was stronger than the creature, but the wug had weight to him. And what weight! It was like trying to move a horse! But he was sure he could do it. Could topple the great monster, if only he could get a grip on him!
			

			
				Yet no matter how hard he tried, his hands inevitably slipped and slid off the monster’s flesh. He heaved against the wug, but suddenly, the wug wasn’t there anymore. Ducking, the chief threw his bulk against Caldric’s midriff. The human grunted, the world suddenly moved about him. Spinning as he was thrown over the wug’s back, hitting the ground so hard the breath left him in a great whoosh of air.
			

			
				For a moment, Caldric could only lay there, stunned. Unfortunately, that was more than enough time for the wug chief to climb onto him, throwing all his weight onto the human’s back and forcing Caldric’s face into the sand.
			

			
				Caldric sputtered as the wug’s weight pressed down on him, dominating him, crushing him beneath the monster. “Do you yield?” the wug croaked.
			

			
				Caldric’s temper flared. He tried to stand, but the monster was too heavy. He couldn’t get up! Frustration burned his face as he struggled beneath his opponent, but to no avail. Despite his anger, his strength, he was helpless beneath the chief. A low thumping came from the watching wugs, their croaks mingling in a great chorus, chanting the name of their chief. He saw Faylana watching, her hands at her mouth, her eyes wide in shock. But he also saw the hardness of her nipples. The way her thighs rubbed against each other. She was aroused. Gods help him, she was aroused at the sight of him being bested by the monster.
			

			
				That realization hit him, defeated him like the wug hadn’t. He sagged beneath the monster. “I… I give up,” he said.
			

			
				“You what?” the wug chief croaked.
			

			
				Caldric winced. “I… yield,” he said, denied even the pride of not using the wug’s term for it.
			

			
				The wug chief croaked in amusement and rose, yet even without the wug’s body crushing him, Caldric still felt the weight of his humiliation beneath the fat monster pressing him down. Slowly, he sat up, watching as the wug waddled over to Faylana. The elf turned to the monster as he came near, as if only then seeing him. Her eyes were still misty with the smoke from the pipe, her soft lips parted as she looked up at the winner of that contest of strength. The wug chief smirked down at her, grasped her hip, and pulled her against him, and into a wide-mouthed kiss.
			

			
				Faylana stiffened, then melted, helpless before the forceful affections of the wug. Her whole body sang with sensitivity. With arousal. With hopeless, eager desire. She moaned, pressing herself against him, surrendering to his lips. Her lips parting to take the thickness of his tongue pressing into her mouth, dominating her.
			

			
				Caldric lifted his head from the arena floor and watched as Faylana passionately kissed the wug. The creature’s huge tongue slid in and out of her much smaller mouth. Licked her face and spilled slimy saliva down her cheek.
			

			
				Faylana’s body quivered as she rose to her tiptoes, kissing him every more eagerly, rubbing her breasts against the wug’s slimy body. Her loins ached. Her pussy throbbed. Her body sang with the eager, feminine surrender to the conqueror. Her eyes again found Caldric, who had managed to sit up, watching in helpless wonder as the wug took her, and then she forgot about him as the wug’s hand pressed against her pussy, and slid a finger inside of her.
			

			
				“Mnnnn!” Faylana moaned, swooning. When the wug sat down, she went with him, landing in his lap, her hips working, rubbing herself against his thick cock. She panted, gasping, breaking the kiss.
			

			
				“We mate,” the wug said, grasping her soft bottom in his webbed hands.
			

			
				“Yes,” Faylana gasped as he lifted her, teasing her pussy with his wedged cock, and eased her down onto his manhood.
			

			
				Faylana cried out, her pussy clamping down on the inhuman shaft within her, the coolness of the monster’s cock such sharp contrast with her heated depths. She moaned, whimpering as she desperately began to ride him, bouncing herself upon his throbbing cock, whimpering and moaning and panting in helpless eagerness to take him.
			

			
				“Mnnnnn! Oh gods. Gods yes. Yes! Oh! Ohhhhh!” Faylana moaned.
			

			
				Caldric watched helplessly as the elf rode the monster’s cock, barely seeming to see him. Barely aware of him as she surrendered to the pleasure of the monster. Again he was reminded of the warning given to him from the orc Ruvar, the orc his sister would soon marry. The orc who had also fucked the beautiful elf. That an elf’s libido was insatiable, and no one mate could possibly satisfy her.
			

			
				Anger didn’t enter into it. After all, didn’t his weakness cause this? Didn’t his unwillingness to show all around them that he was going to fuck Faylana before their eyes cause that contest in the ring? And hadn’t he lost that contest?
			

			
				He deserved this, he realized emptily. He deserved this for letting Faylana go to the wug. For not fighting hard enough for her. As he watched the woman he loved ride a monster’s cock, her lips pressed against his, her mouth surrendering to his long tongue as his webbed hands squeezed and massaged her plump rear, a peace came over him. As Faylana gasped and moaned, her pussy swallowing his cock with every thrust, squeezing, tightening, her voice rising in sharp, keening moans, Caldric knew that it was his fault that this had happened. That it had been because he had been too weak.
			

			
				In the back of his mind, his pride swore that he would never let such a thing happen again. That he would never refuse Faylana what she needed. But that part of his mind was very quiet. Very small as he watched the elf take the monster’s cock. She deserved that cock. She deserved the pleasure he had failed to give her.
			

			
				“Faylana,” he said softly, floating in a void where nothing really mattered. He found his hand on his lap, and realized he was hard. He shuddered, his fingers stroking his bulge through his pants as he watched her. “Faylana…”
			

			
				“Oooooh!” the elf moaned, her breasts rubbing against the wug chief’s slimy body, her eyes lost in the ecstasy of pleasure made sweeter and stronger by the intoxicating smoke swirling through her mind and body. “Yes! Yes! Oh gods, please! Cum! Need your cum! Need your seed! Cum in me. Cum in me pleaaaasse! Pleeeeeease!”
			

			
				Her plea came, ringing with an orgasm that burst through her like an exploding sun. Her core spread fire through her in a sudden burst of purest pleasure. She cried out, surrendering to it. To the pleasure that throbbed through her.
			

			
				The wug chief croaked, pushing her back. Faylana fell to the ground, but that only offered the wug chief a new angle with which to plow the lovely elf, plunging his cock into her in great thrusts of his hips, fucking her into the ground of the arena where he had humiliated Caldric. Her head fell back, her eyes dim and misty and lost with adoring pleasure. They fell on Caldric, the human stroking himself through his pants.
			

			
				Their eyes locked. Faylana smiled blissfully. Caldric winced.
			

			
				And then, Faylana’s eyes rolled back as the wug chief pounded her, his bulk bearing down on her with every thrust, and with a great bellow of a cry, the wug chief came, pumping her full of his thick seed.
			

			
				“Ooooooh!” Faylana wailed, shuddering as she took the heavy load of his essence. “Ooooh fuck! Yes! Yesssss! Please! Give… give me cum! Give me monster cuuuuum!”
			

			
				Her cry rose higher as another orgasm surged through her. Conquered her. The wug’s oozing seed drooled from the joining of her and him, dripping from her pussy and onto the sandy floor of the arena. Around her, the watching wugs cheered with croaking cries of excitement. Faylana sagged into the sands, her mind lost in the bliss of pleasure. Her body helpless to her orgasm.
			

			
				She gave a soft moan as the wug chief withdrew his cock from within her. His plentiful spunk dripped out of her stretched folds. 
			

			
				Caldric saw it all. The clenching of her pink anus. The bubbling drool of wug spunk from her fresh-fucked cunt. His lover gasped as the bloated monster pulled her back onto his lap, smirking down at her with his wide mouth. 
			

			
				“Hrmmm,” the monster croaked, pulling her shapely figure against him, stroking her body as it buzzed with aftershocks of her orgasm. “You make good mate,” he said.
			

			
				Faylana giggled, then gasped as the wug squeezed her breast in his webbed hand. “Th-thank youuuuu,” she moaned softly.
			

			
				The wug chortled. “Mm. Very good mate. I want to make an offer.”
			

			
				“O-offer?” Faylana breathed, tilting back her head and looking into his dark eyes.
			

			
				The wug chief nodded imperiously, looking down at her like the ruler he was. “Yes. An offer. You enjoy wug pleasure much, and breasts like this would be rich when filled with cream. Elf milk powerful and valuable. I want to make offer for you to become wug bride.”
			

			
				“O-oh,” Faylana breathed. “I umm… oooo…” she moaned softly as the wug continued to massage her ample breast.
			

			
				“I will breed fertile womb every day, and fill bride with wug eggs. You will carry many broods, and breasts will grow heavy with soft cream. I will drink every night, and you will be bred by wug cock everyday. You will be great among breeders. You will not be slave, but bride of tribe.”
			

			
				Faylana’s head was spinning. Drunken pleasure and the haze of her orgasms mingled in her mind, threatening to drown her under the euphoria of her mating. She looked dimly into the wug chief’s frog-like face, then tilted her head to look at Caldric. The human was listening, his eyes wide, but he was saying nothing. Would he give her up to this life? To be the milk bride of the chief? Could he stop her if it were her desire?
			

			
				No, she realized. She had the power to choose. Caldric was only an observer to that choice. Touching himself through his trousers. 
			

			
				Faylana smiled, and stroked the wug’s neckless head. “Mighty chief,” she breathed. “Your offer is wonderful. I can see why so many humans agree to be wug brides. But I have many adventures to go on still.”
			

			
				The wug chief croaked with mirth. “I imagine so!” he leered. “There are many other cocks that elf would experience.”
			

			
				Faylana flushed. “No!” she laughed. “No no no! Not like that! I… mnnnn!”
			

			
				Her giggling protests died as the wug chief buried his head against her breasts, his whole mouth seeming to swallow one as he gave it a hungry suck.
			

			
				“Mnnn,” the wug said, his long tongue lathing her breast, teasing her nipple. “I understand. But offer stands. If ever elf wishes to join wugs as bride, we will welcome her womb and milk in the barn.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled, warm and flushed with pride at the offer and praises. “Th-thank you.”
			

			
				“But night is still young!” the wug croaked, and Faylana found herself sliding out of the monster’s lap and between his legs, face to face with his pale, wedged cock, still glistening with their mingled cum. “And I enjoy prize of victory.”
			

			
				Faylana looked back up at the fat monster’s face. She smiled. “Oh yes, mighty chieftain,” Faylana breathed, giggling as she stroked him. “It would be my pleasure!”
			

			
				With a soft hum Faylana leaned forward and took the wug’s cock in her mouth. She did so love learning about other cultures! Humming in pleasure, she began to bob, the warmth of the fire at her back, the croaks of the wugs all around her.
			

			
				Caldric was lost in the intensity of the moment. Faylana on her knees serving the wedge-shaped cock of the wug chief. Her ass against her heels and her cunt dripping with wug spunk. He could smell it on her. The pungent seed and the scent of sex. He pushed his hand into his trousers, grasping his cock as he watched Faylana sucking. Slurping. Worshipping the foul totem of the wug’s maleness.
			

			
				Faylana moaned around the wug’s cock, a hand between her creamy thighs and fingers playing in the seed dripping from her pussy. She rubbed at her clit as she sucked the chief. Pressed her breasts around his shaft. Slurped adoringly at the much narrower tip that fit so easily into her mouth. 
			

			
				“My seed churns,” croaked the chief. 
			

			
				“Cum in my mouth,” she gasped, rubbing vigorously at her clit. “Let me drink your seed.”
			

			
				“Milk of my loins!” The chief’s throat swelled with a deep croak of pleasure. His cool amphibian hand draped her shoulders. 
			

			
				Faylana felt his cock twitch. The shaft throbbed between her squeezing breasts. The tip pulsed against her tongue. The chief’s grip tightened on her back and he erupted in a great gush into her mouth. It was more than she could swallow, though she tried gamely, her belly filling with wug spunk as it spurted into her mouth and down her chin to flood her squeezing tits. Her fingers continued on her clit, rubbing faster than ever as her pleasure blossomed while she swallowed wug cum.
			

			
				The sight of Faylana gulping down the wug’s foul seed was too much for Caldric. With a pitiful cry, he thrust into his hand and spurted his own cum into his trousers. The warm mess covered his fingers as he watched his beloved draining the vile bollocks of the wug chief.
			

			
				Faylana giggled. Unaware of Caldric’s shameful release as she lifted her lips from the wug’s cock and licked the salty-sweet mess from her chin. 
			

			
				“It’s still hard,” she noted, stroking his messy cock between her tits.
			

			
				“Yes, for mating,” croaked the wug. “Are you ready to be mated again?”
			

			
				“Yessssss,” she moaned, presenting her ass to the chief for another round of mating. It was only then, her back to the chief, that she saw Caldric pull his dripping fingers from his trousers. She smiled at him, happy that he was enjoying himself. He smiled back, weakly, as the wug thrust into her sullied cunt and sent her plump tits swinging.
			

			
				Caldric stared in horrified awe as the wug continued to fuck Faylana long into the night.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Scouts
			

			
				 
			

			
				Tavek moaned as morning’s rays peeked through the mists of the swamp and stabbed his eyes. “I’ve gotta headache that’d level an ogre!” the dwarf said.
			

			
				“That’s what you get for drinking wug ale,” Simona said, scoffing.
			

			
				“Be nice!” Quynn said, pulling the dwarf against the pillow of her breasts. “He was just having fun.”
			

			
				“As were you!” the paladin noted coldly.
			

			
				“Well, you could have had some too if you’d let the brides play with your tits.”
			

			
				Simona sniffed in contempt and turned away from the thief and back towards the barn.
			

			
				Caldric listened to the others without much interest, sitting on a log with Faylana against his side. His arm was wrapped possessively about the elf, his mind sunk in its own thoughts. Faylana sighed, yawning into her hand and smiling blissfully, as if she hadn’t enjoyed the pleasures of the chief nearly the whole night long. But Caldric had made peace with it. He was fine with it. Totally fine.
			

			
				The party waited before the long since cooled ashes of the great bonfire for the wug chief, who’s bloated form could be seen near the edge of the swamp, croaking to a number of wug warriors wearing thick, camouflage paint that made them blend in even more than usual with their surroundings. The wugs watched their chief and occasionally croaked in their alien tongue, the meeting strange in its silence and subtle gestures.
			

			
				Caldric stirred as the wug chief at last left his scouts, waddling towards them and halting impressively, the necklace he wore jingling.
			

			
				“I speak with scouts,” he said. “They did not attack human village. But they saw strange thing on night it was.”
			

			
				Caldric perked up his ears. “They did?”
			

			
				“Yes,” the wug said, nodding slowly. “That night, they saw a goblin raiding party walking through the marsh towards village.”
			

			
				“Goblins?” Tavek said. “Those little buggers? Why’d they be doing something like that?”
			

			
				“There more,” the wug continued. “Goblins met with men from village before attack. One was the man who came with you through the marsh.”
			

			
				“Caldric!” Quynn gasped. “How could you?”
			

			
				“What? I didn’t do anything!” Caldric said.
			

			
				“Not him,” the wug said. “One who left you outside village.”
			

			
				“Who? Darby? He was meeting with the goblins?” Caldric said.
			

			
				The wug chief nodded again. “Yes. He and other villagers spoke long with the goblins. Then they left, and goblins follow after short time. Our scouts did not follow. They did not threaten village, so we did not interfere.”
			

			
				“So… goblins were the ones who attacked the town?”
			

			
				The wug chief nodded. “I didn’t think much of it. They didn’t attack the village or show a threat to us, so I ignored them.”
			

			
				Caldric sighed, rubbing his forehead. “Well,” he said. “I suppose we’d best go and deal with the goblins, then.”
			

			
				“Hm. Suppose so,” the chief said, only to turn with Faylana, his wide mouth spreading in a grin. “And you will go with them?”
			

			
				“Hm?” the elf said.
			

			
				The wug chief croaked a laugh. “Maybe such a lovely elf would prefer to stay with the tribe. Hm? She would make a wonderful bride. My cock would love to taste your womb again. Fill it with young. Make your breasts big and heavy. Hmmm. They would carry much sweet cream for my hunger,” the wug chief croaked, rubbing his massive belly.
			

			
				Caldric stiffened in alarm and turned to Faylana, who was staring at the wug, blushing, no doubt recalling the pleasures of the night before when the wug chief had thoroughly enjoyed her soft body to the fullest effect. She giggled, wiggling where she sat shyly.
			

			
				“Mmm. That sounds wonderful, chieftain, and I can see why so many human girls love to be wug wives. But I must go on,” she said, leaning against Caldric, wrapping her arms around him in a hug. “We have much to do, and there’s so much of the world still for me to see! Not to mention rescue those girls from the goblins.”
			

			
				The wug chief croaked out a long laugh. “I understand,” he said, gesturing with his webbed fingers towards the swamp. “Follow that trail, and it will lead out of swamp. When you get tired of adventuring, come back. I will keep a place in the barn ready for you.”
			

			
				“Thank you very much for all your help. Whoops! Look at the time, we’d better get going. Wonderful to meet you. Let’s go people!” Caldric barked out, words spoken so quickly they practically fell over each other as he pulled Faylana to her feet and towards the road before she could reconsider.
			

			
				Quynn laughed along with Tavek, Simona ignoring it all as beneath her. Borto moaned, pressing his hands against his head as the thief’s laughter stabbed through his head like hot pokers in his hangover. The old wizard muttered, staggering after the others and down the path away from the wug village. Looking back, Faylana waved farewell at the wug chief, who smirked, watching her go with a hunger that made the elf blush and Caldric pull her closer to his side.
			

			
				It wasn’t until they passed those strange, tilted totems bordering the trail that Caldric dared to relax even a hair, not to mention loosening his grip on Faylana’s waist. “Well,” he said, sighing. “That solved some mysteries.”
			

			
				“Aye,” Tavek said. “But it still doesn’t bring us no closer to bringing those girls back to their village. If anything, it makes it more complicated. Do we find this ‘Darby’ and beat the information outta him?” The dwarf pounded a fist into an open palm demonstratively.
			

			
				“I guess we have to. We need to find the goblins,” Caldric said. “All we have to go on is the words of the wugs. Not much evidence, especially with all the physical ones pointing to the wugs. And if the goblins are slavers, then the longer they have to get away, in which case we have no evidence either way.”
			

			
				“A fair point,” Simona said. “But where could they be?”
			

			
				“Me know where.”
			

			
				Caldric whirled as a figure rose out of the swamp like some primordial thing. A reed poked from the corner of his mouth as a breathing tube while he’d been lurking underwater. He spat it out and wiped some of the mossy from his face, though it made him no less green.
			

			
				And what a familiar face it was.
			

			
				“You!” Caldric snarled, recognizing the goblin. The same one who had been lusting after Faylana. The one who had been stalking them all through their adventures against the necromancer. Even after everything that had transpired the night before with the wugs, the sight of the goblin filled him with unmatched rage. This little beast fancied himself an equal suitor for Faylana’s affections? Caldric roared and grabbed his sword, half drawing it.
			

			
				“No!” Faylana cried, clinging to Caldric. “Please! Don’t hurt him! He’s helped us so often!”
			

			
				“Yes! No hurt!” the goblin squeaked. “Me not here fight! Me here help!”
			

			
				“Aren’t those bandanas Faylana’s lunch bags?” Quynn observed.
			

			
				Caldric peered closer at the goblin’s neckerchiefs. “They are! Why you little…”
			

			
				“Caldric! Please. Let him help us.”
			

			
				“Help? Why? We’re going to have to fight a bunch of goblins!”
			

			
				“Me know,” Greebi said, lowering his hands, his expression growing sad. “They my tribe.”
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				Branded by the Goblin Chief
			

			
				 
			

			
				Grobu folded his arms over his ample belly and admired his treasure. His red eyes glittered greedily. The goblins filling the cave beat their drums and chanted a savage song of celebration. Torch and firelight lit the cave in gold. Ah, what a treasure it was! The color spread across the four huge bottoms raised for the chief’s inspection. So plump and creamy! So plentiful! How did the humans get their asses so big? 
			

			
				Grobu trailed the fingernails of his hand from one pair of buttocks to the next. The women whimpered and squirmed, hip-to-hip with each other, their arms stretched out over their heads and tied to stakes driven into the floor. Their asses forced up for the goblin chief. Of course, the mother was largest. More years to gather fat and be sat upon. But the daughters were quite plump as well. He tickled the crack of the fair-haired daughter and chuckled as he felt the pink knot of her anus clench tighter. Oh, but their lovely holes would soon be his. No amount of clenching would save them.
			

			
				“Skarag!” he shouted and held out his hand. The fire tender scurried over to the portly chief and offered him the first brand. The symbol had been carefully crafted and imbued with magic by the tribe’s shaman. A slave mark. It glowed with the fire’s heat. Grobu held the brand above his head and shouted to the goblins, “Behold! I mark brides! Do not feel jealous! These humans bear my pups, but girl gives weakling litter will be given to tribe. Soon! You have! All rut and use!”
			

			
				The goblin tribe cheered their benevolent chief. Of course, it was rare for even powerful goblin chiefs to take a human bride. To have three all to himself was an unthinkable bounty for Grobu.
			

			
				The women moaned in terror at the cheering tribe. They could not understand the crude language of the goblins, but they knew something bad was about to happen. Of course, Nina, Alina, Lilly, and their mother, Emma, had already seen something bad when the goblins burst into their home and murdered the father of the young beauties. Emma had tried to stop them and now she bore a bruise on her temple from where the goblin club had struck her. 
			

			
				Grobu smacked Emma’s bottom and the mayor’s wife moaned in horror. She fought against the ropes that bound her hands to the stake. This only made her plump bottom jiggle and wobble, exciting the lust of the cruel goblin chief. 
			

			
				The moment the plush-bottomed human stopped wiggling about, Grobu thrust the glowing brand against the pale flesh of her left buttock. The hot iron hissed and the smell of burning flesh immediately stung Grobu’s nostrils. Smoke wafted from the brand, but the human did not scream. She only moaned in pain, as if the searing iron had somehow calmed her anxiety. Grobu withdrew the brand from her flesh and admired the red circle with his crude sigil in the center. It pulsed with the shaman’s magic. 
			

			
				“Offer cunt to me!” shouted Grobu in the common tongue. 
			

			
				Emma’s mind was hazy beneath the powerful magic of the brand on her buttock. The goblin chief was her master, she knew that. When he gave her an order, it was her immediate desire to obey him. She pressed her dangling tits and her face to the floor and lifted her buttocks higher. She tilted her hips and presented the dark-thatched mound and womanly cuntlips to her goblin master. She moaned with need, eager to please the creature standing triumphant behind her.
			

			
				Grobu returned to speaking in the goblin language. “Ha ha! Your magic works, Skarag! I let you use this slut’s mouth after branding is finished!” 
			

			
				“Generous, mighty Grobu,” said the old fire tender, handing the next brand to the chief.
			

			
				One boy one, Grobu branded Emma’s three daughters. The glowing brand marked their flesh with a hiss and left the pulsing rune on their buttocks. Each girl went slack. Each girl obeyed when commanded to present her cunt. Grobu smirked at the sight, rubbing his stiff shank in his loincloth. These humans had pretty pink cunts and silky hair. The younger ones looked so very tight. Perfect for a goblin’s warty cock.
			

			
				“I’ll breed all,” he said, lowering his long nose to sniff at their wet cunts. “Fill bellies with seed. Starting with prettiest one. This one.”
			

			
				He slapped the bottom of the fair-haired daughter Nina. She whimpered with need, pressing her bottom against his hand as he squeezed her and admired her delicate folds. Perhaps she was even a virgin, thought the goblin.
			

			
				“Watch now!” shouted Grobu. “I will seed this pathetic human girl! She will be first to bear my pups!”
			

			
				He drew aside his loincloth and exposed the warty length of his cock. Compared to a human’s phallus it was pitifully small, but it was large for a goblin cock. His tribesmen hooted and cheered as he stepped up behind Nina and grasped the root of his shank.
			

			
				“Beg for cock!” he commanded the girl in the common tongue.
			

			
				“Oh, please, master,” moaned Nina. “Please! Thrust your cock into me! Fill me with your mighty cock! I am but a sheath for your fleshy sword!”
			

			
				Grobu barked with laughter, squeezing her ass with one hand and pressing his cock to the steamy folds of her human cunt. He knew he would not last long with this one, but goblins more than compensated for their quickness with their stamina. He would seed all four twice tonight. At least.
			

			
				“Here it comes!” He growled, rubbing his tip at her folds.
			

			
				“Yes! Yes, master! Please, give me your cock! Ahhhhh!” 
			

			
				Grobu thrust his cock deep into the human’s teenage cunt. Nina threw back her head and howled with pleasure. The goblins cheered and the drumming resumed as Grobu claimed the first of his slaves.
			

			
				Nina had been with a few boys in the past. One fisherman while drunk on his boat. But this was different. This bumpy goblin cock thrusting to the hilt inside her. Her toes curled with pleasure. Waves of ecstasy rippled out from her core and caused her inner muscles to grip the goblin cock.
			

			
				“Yes! Squeeze shank!” Grobu laughed and pounded into her. Oh, but he’d found a fine one! He pounded his little cock into her, slapping his hips and potbelly against her firm backside. Even the scent of this one was fresh and clean. He rutted into her, no time to savor each stroke as his beastly desire drove his movements. Her pert breasts shook with the force of his thrusts. Her tight cunt seemed to gulp around his cock.
			

			
				“Master!” cried Nina. “It’s too good! I’m cumming!”
			

			
				She was melting with pleasure. Her hot teenage cunt soaked Grobu’s swinging bollocks in her nectar. Her fresh juice dripped down her thighs and splattered on the cold floor between her knees. She could feel his knobby cock surging and it drove her pleasure to ever greater heights.
			

			
				“Take seed!” laughed Grobu. “Take seed, slut! I breed you now!”
			

			
				“AAaaoooooOOOoooo yes!” wailed Nina, totally at his mercy. Her fertile human womb aching for his potent seed as her hot channel milked his throbbing cock. She wasn’t sure why, but she knew she wanted him to fill her with his cum. She wanted to be bred and to become a goblin breeder.
			

			
				Grobu was all too happy to grant the freshly branded young slave her wish. He grabbed her slender waist and thrust hard into her cunt. With a savage yawp, he buried his cock deep and exploded. His hot seed shot straight to her core. His potent cum sure to invade her fertile human womb. He finished his thrusts, dribbling out the last of his seed before drawing his cock from Nina’s flushed folds. His yellowish seed dripped from her messy cunt. 
			

			
				The goblin’s cock was still hard. 
			

			
				“More,” he panted, surveying the remaining slave girls with his beady eyes. The mother! Yes. Her fat as was jiggling so lusciously. He would stuff his cock in her fleshy cunt and grab hold of that face ass. He’d ride her until he filled her like he’d filled her daughter! 
			

			
				Grobu moved behind Emma. He caressed her plump cheeks and spit on the fat pink knot of her anus. She moaned with lust, tilting her hips and presenting herself without even being told. Grobu laughed. These humans were so easily tamed!
			

			
				“Beg now,” he said, gripping his slimy cock and rubbing it at Emma’s slick cunt. “Beg for cock.”
			

			
				Before Grobu could thrust into his new slave’s eager cunt, there was a commotion at the entrance to the cave. One of the goblin scouts rode his hulking, black-furred warg hound into the festivities and leaped down from the back of the snarling beast. He dashed around the bonfires and ran up to the quartet of blank-eyed slave girls. 
			

			
				“Chief! Chief Grobu!”
			

			
				“What!?” demanded Grobu, still poised to claim the mother’s cunt as she whimpered and rocked her hips. “It better be good, Yarbo! I feed you to swamp beast!”
			

			
				“We see the outcast! He coming back!” Yarbo shouts.
			

			
				“Outcast?” Grobu scratched his bald head, not remembering any outcast.
			

			
				“Your litterkin, chief! Greebi! He back!” 
			

			
				“That runt?” Grobu laughed. “He stupid enough come back? I put him in cage. Deal with him after I have fun with human.”
			

			
				Grobu slapped Emma’s fat bottom and the woman moaned with need. Yarbo gazed longingly at the chief’s four new slaves.
			

			
				“Chief,” said the goblin. “Greebi not alone. He bring fresh meat. Humans, chief. He captured humans. And a pretty elf. And a dwarf.”
			

			
				Grobu snarled with outrage. His planned festivities were interrupted and by none other than his scrawny, useless, cowardly brother. Greebi. A worthless speck. How many humans had he killed? Any? 
			

			
				The chief shoved his cock back into his loincloth and tied the pelt tight over his unrequited bulge. He grabbed Skarag by the fire tender’s bandolier.
			

			
				“Take slaves to my bed. No other touching. No rut with mouth or any part of them. If you do that, I cut your hands and cock off. You understand, Skarag?”
			

			
				“Y-yes, chief,” said Skarag, ducking his head.
			

			
				Grobu grimaced and let go of the fire tender. He watched the goblin and his kin scurrying to untie the slaves and take them away. Yes, this night had been ruined. But he could still derive some pleasure from tormenting his brother. Then later, after his brother was dealt with, he would have all four at once in his bed. Yes. Things could be salvaged.
			

			
				Grobu threw his warg furs over his shoulders and grabbed his skull-headed staff from beside his crude throne. 
			

			
				“Bring me the outcast!” he commanded.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Greebi’s Prisoners
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric hated the plan. It was stupid and humiliating. True, they needed to infiltrate the goblin tribe to find the kidnapped women from the fishing village, but how could this plan possibly dupe even simpleminded goblins? The very idea was laughable. Greebi the goblin, barely taller than Caldric’s waist, could catch a party of six armed adventurers. Caldric tugged at the ropes wrapped around his wrists.
			

			
				“Must they be so tight?” he growled.
			

			
				“They are rather tight,” chuckled Quynn, gazing down at the ropes that for some reason not only bound her wrists but her ample breasts. She inhaled and exhaled and all the men watched her plump, perky mounds framed by ropes rise and fall. Cleavage soft and creamy. Nipples stiff beneath her blouse. 
			

			
				“Mine aren’t tight,” said Faylana, holding her hands up and moving her wrists back and forth. The comely elf smiled at everyone, her blue eyes sparkling in the moonlight. 
			

			
				“Make tighter,” said Greebi, their supposed goblin captor, as he hopped over and cinched Faylana’s wrists tighter together. “Not want hurt Faylana.”
			

			
				“That explains why mine are tight as shackles,” grunted Tavek the dwarf. 
			

			
				Simona, the beautiful, tough-as-nails paladin, did not say anything. She stared down with contempt at Greebi. She alone had been made to undress down to her underclothes. She wore only a sweat-stained wrap for her bust and loose bloomers to preserve the last of her modesty. Greebi had told her she could not wear a suit of armor as a prisoner. She glared at him, seething at the indignity forced upon her by the goblin’s scheme. He was lucky he had confiscated her hammer. If it had been in her hands she would have smashed his bald head like a sugar melon.
			

			
				While the paladin fantasized about murdering him, Greebi admired her supple legs and toned abdomen. She bore battle scars, but that only made her more alluring. He ran a clawed hand over one hip and down to her knees. Her searing gaze made him yank his hand away.
			

			
				“Are we ready to go?” grunted Tavek. “Standing around is the worst part.”
			

			
				“I don’t think we’ve gotten to the worst part yet,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Not ready!” said Greebi. “Must look real! Convince Grobu and others!”
			

			
				“And how do we do that?” asked Quynn. “Are you going to rough us up?”
			

			
				“How about an illusion?” suggested Faylana, glancing at the senior wizard of their party. 
			

			
				Borto was busy trying to scratch his bearded cheek by rubbing it against the bark of a swamp tree.
			

			
				“Huh? Oh, no, I couldn’t maintain such fine details on illusions for six different people.” His face twitched. His itch still itching. “I mean, I could, it’s a matter of child’s play. But on so little sleep? And hungry to boot? And so sweaty? Bitten by these awful swamp bugs? I wouldn’t be able to concentrate.”
			

			
				“I rough up,” said Greebi, baring his little fanged teeth.
			

			
				“Not too rough!” cried Faylana as he went for her first.
			

			
				“Don’t you dare hurt her!” snarled Caldric.
			

			
				“Never! Would never hurt Faylana.” Greebi took her hand and kissed it, which soothed Faylana but did nothing to lessen Caldric’s anger. “Bring head down. I rough up.”
			

			
				“Um, alright,” said Faylana and she leaned her head down to Greebi. 
			

			
				The little goblin ran his fingers through her silky blonde hair. He pulled her hair and tangled it, rubbing both hands through it again and again excitedly. Her hair looked frizzy and ridiculous. He inspected her like an artist inspecting his sculpture, his tongue pinned in the corner of his mouth. Greebi stuck the stem of a twig into her tangled hair and smeared a bit of mud on her arm. He walked around behind her and tore a strip from the tight seat of her trousers, revealing a hint of creamy buttock and her pink underwear.
			

			
				“Careful now, goblin,” warned Caldric.
			

			
				“No worry,” said Greebi, not even bothering to look at Caldric. “You get turn.”
			

			
				Greebi gave a similar makeover to the others, spanking Quynn (to her delight) and crumpling Borto’s hat, though he skipped over Simona and flinched when Tavek pretended he might strike Greebi with his bound fists. When he reached Caldric, the goblin looked him up and down, climbed onto a nearby stump, and punched Caldric in the mouth.
			

			
				Caldric was shocked by the pain and tasted blood from his split lip. Tavek roared with anger. Quynn chuckled. Faylana cried out, “Greebi! Not so rough!”
			

			
				Caldric’s eyes watered for a moment and he stared murderously at Greebi.
			

			
				“Only for disguise!” yipped Greebi, leaping out of reach before Caldric could kill him.
			

			
				Caldric spit a wad of blood. “That’s the last time you’ll ever do that, goblin. I will break your neck if you try it again.”
			

			
				“He didn’t mean it,” said Faylana. “He’s only trying to help.”
			

			
				Faylana’s words only made the big warrior angrier. He kept it to himself.
			

			
				“Not worry, this very safe plan,” said Greebi. He took Faylana’s hand. “I not let any harm come to you, my love.”
			

			
				Tavek jabbed Caldric in the side with an elbow. He growled, “Yeah, the rest of us? We’re expendable to that little creep.”
			

			
				“I am more concerned about the other goblins,” said Borto, trying to scratch his cheek on the shoulder of his robe. “Some of them like to eat humans.”
			

			
				“What about dwarves?” asked Tavek.
			

			
				Greebi was listening to the conversation, staring up adoringly at Faylana as he caressed her bound hands. He doubted his brother would kill the humans. They were defenseless. Even goblins had that much honor. He also knew that his brother would never hurt Faylana. He would not give him the chance. 
			

			
				“My brother not eat you,” said Greebi.
			

			
				“Your brother!?” exclaimed Caldric. “You didn’t mention—”
			

			
				Greebi held up a hand to silence the big warrior. The goblin’s long ears twitched. He heard something moving through the brush. Footsteps, small and careful. 
			

			
				“Shhh. Hunters.” Greebi whipped his head around, searching the trees and misty swampland. “Many coming. Stay very still.”
			

			
				Greebi hopped onto the same tree stump he had used to punch Caldric and gave a reedy yowl. It sounded to Caldric like a cat being briefly strangled. Greebi repeated the awful sound and after a few seconds was answered from the mists. 
			

			
				Suddenly, the wargs were among them. Five great black wolfbreeds. The sentient beasts had almost human eyes, forming a symbiotic pack bond with their riders. The goblins whooped and brandished cudgels and spears. They jostled among Greebi and his captives but did not attack them. 
			

			
				A party of fifteen swamp hunters followed, light on their feet and with faces covered in savage war paint. These shoved the humans and bared their rows of fanged teeth. Some wore skulls, including human skulls, as helmets. 
			

			
				Yarbo dismounted from his warg and strode up to Greebi. The two goblins bore a striking resemblance, though Yarbo had a tuft of vivid red hair atop his head and Greebi, like most goblins, was entirely bald. Yarbo was slightly larger. More self-assured.
			

			
				“Cousin,” said Yarbo.
			

			
				“Cousin,” said Greebi.
			

			
				They met in the two-armed grip of kinship. They laughed and spoke greeting in the goblin tongue. Caldric stared at them, hardly overjoyed by their family reunion.  
			

			
				Tavek did not like it either, but he was distracted that one of the wargs had taken an interest in Quynn. The big black beast sniffed at her shapely backside, then moved around her and pressed its muzzled between her thighs, sniffing loudly. Quynn giggled and squirmed away. 
			

			
				“Oh no you don’t,” she said. 
			

			
				The warg growled and thrust its muzzle once more between her thighs. This time, Quynn’s eyes flashed gold to match the color of the warg’s and she snarled like a beast. The warg yipped and back away, its ears pricked and its eyes wide as it looked up at her. The other wargs were all staring at Quynn as well. The golden wolfen color drained from her eyes and they returned to a violet hue.
			

			
				Tavek stared at his lover in disbelief. Had she just talked to the wargs? He knew they were smarter than wolves or dogs, but did they have their own language? 
			

			
				“Fascinating,” said Borto, watching the same exchange as Tavek.
			

			
				Greebi and Yarbo continued the conversation, barely noticing the wargs behaving strangely. 
			

			
				“How you catch so many big ones?” asked Yarbo. “You catch six? With what? You not strong, Greebi.”
			

			
				“Stronger than think,” said Greebi, puffing out his chest. “I use snares. Tricks. Humans stupid. Especially big warrior. He really dumb.”
			

			
				“You catch some nice ones,” said Yarbo, grabbing a handful of Faylana’s ass.
			

			
				“Not her!” snapped Greebi, shoving Yarbo roughly away.
			

			
				“Mmmm? You do change!” Yarbo’s eyes narrowed. “We take you to tribe now. Grobu make you share.”
			

			
				The goblins rounded up the prisoners. Greebi kept a hand on Faylana’s wrists, but the others were handled roughly by the hunters. The men were separated and Caldric and Tavek were beaten in the legs with cudgels. Neither man nor dwarf was broken by the beatings and both continued to shout insults at their captors. Simona and Quynn were slapped, fondled, and had their clothing torn. Simona suffered it all in angry silence and Quynn laughed about it and moved her hips as if encouraging more squeezing and fondling. One goblin tried jab her with a cudgel and a nearby warg snapped at him as if protecting Quynn.
			

			
				The half-succubus giggled and blew a kiss at the massive black warg. It wagged its tail in reply.
			

			
				The goblins marched their prisoners to an outcropping of stone rising from the swamp like a great mossy head of some gargantuan black beast. Torchlight glowed from the mouth of the cave and the sounds of cackling goblin revelry echoed up the cave’s throat. The prisoners filed inside, Caldric standing tallest among them, his legs aching from being clubbed by the goblins.  
			

			
				The revelry fell silent and the fat goblin chief stepped down from his throne. Grobu regarded the prisoners first, his eyes settling on each of the women before he turned his gaze on his diminutive brother.
			

			
				Greebi waited, holding Faylana’s hand. His brother had every right to order him cast out again or worse. He was an exile. But would Grobu dare toss him into the swamp when he brought such a bounty of slaves for the tribe? Greebi could not see the answer in his brother’s beady red eyes nor his curled lip.
			

			
				Grobu’s snarling lip became a smile. The fat goblin laughed, his belly wobbling. The laughter spread to the other goblins. Greebi began to laugh. Even Borto began to laugh until he received an elbow in his ribs from Caldric. 
			

			
				“Brother! You come back!” Grobu spread his arms in welcome. “You bring me such fine gifts! What is this one? Elf?”
			

			
				“Ah, yes, well, brother,” said Greebi. “This Faylana. She is…”
			

			
				Grobu ignored his brother and approached Faylana. She smiled nervously as he looked her up and down. One hand shot out and tore open her blouse. She cried in shock as her soft tits bounced free of the torn fabric. The goblin chief’s hand reached up to cup one of her breasts, kneading it and pinching at her nipple. 
			

			
				“Brother,” said Greebi.
			

			
				“This one be my new bride!” laughed Grobu. “Never see such lovely creature! Other two, my harem slaves! Rut for fun with them. We work the men. Make them excavate more rooms for pups this elf will give me. Mayor’s sluts can go to tribe. You hear me? Breeders for tribe!”
			

			
				The goblins cheered. Greebi watched his brother fondling Faylana with growing anger. Grobu began to yank down Faylana’s trousers and Greebi could no longer stand it.
			

			
				“This one mine!” shouted Greebi, knocking Grobu’s hands away from Faylana.
			

			
				“Hmm? You dare strike me?” Grobu towered over Greebi, half again as tall and twice as fat. But Greebi did not back down.
			

			
				“The elf mine! You take other two!” Greebi put a hand on the small rusty sword in his belt. He knew that if he drew the blade he would die, but he would kill Grobu first.
			

			
				“I welcome back and this thanks I get?” Grobu jabbed a finger into Greebi’s chest. “You give me elf. I make babies with elf!”
			

			
				“Challenge!” shouted Greebi so all could here. “Me challenge Grobu! Ownership of elf!” 
			

			
				Grobu’s anger grew. How dare this runt return and then defy him? He would have the elf all to himself! He thought about ordering his guards to seize Greebi. Drag him down to the pit and feed him to the swamp beast. It was the wise thing to do.
			

			
				But Grobu was prideful. There would be muttering about him refusing his brother’s challenge.
			

			
				“Fine,” said Grobu. “Challenge. We duel. I choose best fighter against you. Who volunteer?”
			

			
				The guards and scouts all cheered and brandished weapons. Grobu pointed a finger at Mukmuk, a slab-chested goblin known for eating and killing. The goblin shoved aside the other runts, brandishing his spiky club as he sauntered forward. He was almost as tall as the tallest human, his overly long arms taut with muscles. 
			

			
				“Mukmuk, you fight,” laughed Grobu. He turned to his brother. “You fight Mukmuk? You have no fighter.”
			

			
				Greebi knew that Grobu was right. None of the goblins in the tribe would volunteer to fight on his behalf. But there weren’t only goblins in the cave. If there was one fighter who would risk his life to save Faylana, it was Caldric.
			

			
				“I choose human,” said Greebi. He pointed at Caldric. “That one fight for me.”
			

			
				Caldric stepped forward, pushing past the hunters guarding him. Greebi smiled. Yes, he thought, this was genius. Caldric might die, then Greebi could kill brother for Faylana. Or Caldric might win, then Greebi would have Faylana as his bride.
			

			
				“This is shameful choice,” bellowed Grobu. “But expect no less from coward brother. Prepare for fight!”
			

			
				Caldric was brought forward as the goblins cleared a large circle in the center of the cave. He didn’t expect to be given a weapon, but the goblins did not even free his hands. His odds were not good. The goblin facing him was covered in scars and muscles and clearly a killer among the tribe. He held a savage club in his hands.
			

			
				Caldric’s hopes began to fade. Then he looked at Faylana standing beside Greebi. Her bright blue eyes welled with emotion as she looked back at Caldric. She made a gesture over her heart. The meaning was clear enough.
			

			
				She loved him. Her love would give him the edge.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Duel for the Elf
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric looked down at his bound wrists and back at the incredibly tall goblin he was about to face in combat. Mukmuk seemed to be the creature’s name. It was the biggest goblin Caldric had ever seen, both taller and more muscular. Its sinewy, scar-covered arms were so long that it would have had a reach advantage over Caldric if they had the same weapons. But they didn’t. Caldric had no weapons and his hands were tied and Mukmuk was swinging around a club as long as a two-handed sword. 
			

			
				“If this thing kills me,” muttered Caldric to Greebi, “promise me they’re not going to eat me.”
			

			
				“No can promise,” said Greebi apologetically. “Grobu very bad chief. Might eat.”
			

			
				“Huh,” said Caldric, his stomach tightening in a knot. “Well, guess I’ll just have to win. Any tips?”
			

			
				Greebi rubbed his pointed chin in thought. “Mukmuk very tall. Not good balance. Knock over.”
			

			
				Caldric was about to thank Greebi for nothing when a loud gong reverberated throughout the firelit cave. Grobu waddled forward accompanied by Mummuk. The many goblins in the tribe crowded around an ill-defined circle in the center of the cave. The fat goblin chief raises his clawed hand above his head and the crowd fell silent.
			

			
				“Time has come for battle,” shouted Grobu. “Mukmuk beat human, I keep elf for bride. Human beat Mukmuk…” The goblins barked with cruel laughter at the very idea that the human could defeat the tribe’s greatest warrior. Grobu waited it for it to trail off before continuing. “…Greebi keep elf. I only take human girls from prisoners.”
			

			
				He pointed to Simona and Quynn. Simona glared defiantly back at Grobu. Quynn smiled and blew him a kiss.
			

			
				“This settle dispute, brother?” shouted Grobu.
			

			
				“This settle dispute!” replied Greebi.
			

			
				“Good! Fight… NOW!” Grobu brought his fists down and the gong sounded again. This time, as its sound still reverberated through the cave, the goblin drummers began to beat a steady rhythm to accompany the battle. Mukmuk sauntered forward, swinging his club and showing off for the crowd of goblins. Caldric kept his distance, hands bound together in front of him. 
			

			
				The only terrain in the battlefield was a single huge stalagmite in the center. It was as thick as a tree trunk at its base and tapered to a point about as wide as Caldric’s smallest finger. Caldric imagined impaling Mukmuk on it. Unfortunately, the tip of the stalagmite was half again the height of Caldric’s head. He would have to lift Mukmuk and heave him into the air to impale him on the stalagmite. 
			

			
				“Go for his knees!” shouted Tavek.
			

			
				“Go for his stones!” shouted Quynn.
			

			
				“Be careful, Caldric!” cried Faylana.
			

			
				“I break your bones,” snarled Mukmuk, swinging his crudely spiked club back and forth. “And guts! And brains!”
			

			
				“You’ll have to catch me first!” shouted Caldric.
			

			
				Mukmuk bellowed and charged at Caldric, making wide, powerful swings with the club. Caldric was only slightly faster than the big goblin and the jagged teeth of it ripped at his tunic and tore at the flesh of his back. He betrayed no pain but felt the burning and trickle of blood between his shoulders. Faylana cried out in horror. Mukmuk’s charge carried him into the audience of goblins, where he bowled over several of his kin and gave Caldric time to escape.
			

			
				“That all you got?” shouted Caldric, circling around the stalagmite to keep Mukmuk away. “I knew you goblins were weak, but that was pathetic.”
			

			
				“Make you into paste!” roared Mukmuk, tossing aside a scrawny goblin. He charged at Caldric once more and once more the fighter dodged aside, rolling this time and ducking under the goblin’s swing. Once more, Mukmuk’s furious charge drove him into the crowd of goblins and there was a sickening crunch as the brute broke the limb of some unlucky kin. This produced cackling laughter from the other goblins nearby. Mukmuk was red-eyed with rage when he managed to push his way back out of the crowd. “End you now, human! Eat your liver!”
			

			
				“That will be difficult when I knock out all your teeth!” shouted Caldric.
			

			
				Mukmuk screamed and charged. Caldric feinted towards the crowd. Mukmuk adjusted. Caldric doubled back, towards the center of the battlefield. Mukmuk adjusted again, too late to realize that his charge would intersect directly with the huge stalagmite. 
			

			
				Caldric was there one moment, about to be smashed to jelly by an overhand swing of Mukmuk’s club. The next moment, he was gone, ducking and rolling out of the way as Mukmuk collided full-force with the stalagmite. It was a terrible, bone-crushing, head-first impact. Mukmuk crumpled and for a moment Caldric thought he had won outright. 
			

			
				Then the goblin turned over, blood streaming down his forehead and one shoulder. He blinked his beady eyes and fumbled for his club as he sat up.
			

			
				“Gonna kill… you… pink skin,” growled Mukmuk. He began to push himself upright. A gasp went through the crowd of goblins. They could see what Mukmuk could not: his brutal impact with the stalagmite had cracked the top arm’s length of stone clear through. As he used the stalagmite to pull himself up, that section of stone began to wobble back and forth. 
			

			
				“Mukmuk! Look out!” cried Grobu.
			

			
				“Hmmm? Boss?” Mukmuk turned. His club, held to his shoulder, thumped against the stalagmite.
			

			
				“Above you! Rock!” Grobu stamped his foot for emphasis.
			

			
				It was that stomp that tipped the wobbling rock over the side. Mukmuk looked up just in time to see the sharpened cone of rock coming right down on his head. 
			

			
				“Ooooh!” the goblins hissed and winced away. Faylana screamed in shock and nearly fainted. Even Tavek recoiled in disgust at what the rock did to Mukmuk.
			

			
				Caldric realized he had won. He was too tired to react much to his bloody victory. Greebi was more than happy to react for them both.
			

			
				“I win! I win!” Greebi ran into the arena, past Caldric, leaping up and down and cheering his own victory. “I win dispute! Elf is mine! Elf is mine!!”
			

			
				The goblins began to cheer. Not for Caldric’s defeat of Mukmuk. He was an interloper. A thing. No, the goblins were cheering and lifting up Greebi onto their shoulders. They paraded him around the fires, singing for him and lifting up Faylana as well. 
			

			
				Caldric’s relief at winning the fight hardened into anger as he watched Greebi celebrating. Kissing and hugging Faylana. Touching her body all over with his little clawed hands. Faylana even seemed to be kissing Greebi in reply. It was as if she had forgotten Caldric was even there. But the guards had not. They roughly grabbed Caldric and shoved him back over into the corner with Tavek and Borto.
			

			
				Grobu, seemingly magnanimous in defeat, quieted the crowd and pronounced, “The elf is yours, brother. The other two will be mine. I will mark them and make them mine this very night. The others! Bring them out!”
			

			
				The mayor’s wife and daughters were marched out of Grobu’s bedchamber in the cave. Caldric could see the blankness in their expressions. They would they hardly reacted to being smacked and squeezed by the excited goblins. 
			

			
				“These girls I give to you, my kin! To celebrate my brother’s return!” With a motion, the four women were shoved between the central fires, down onto their hands and knees. 
			

			
				They were surrounded by a swarm of eager goblins and Caldric stared in shock as the women submitted with seeming happiness to their teeming lovers. Goblin hands ravished their naked bodies and goblin cocks seemed to shove at the women from every direction. Among the press of tiny green bodies, Caldric glimpsed the women eagerly sucking, stroking, and thrusting their bodies against goblin cocks.
			

			
				“They’ve been enslaved,” he murmured.
			

			
				“It’s the magic of the slaver’s mark,” said Borto. The old wizard gestured with his head towards a goblin retrieving a pair of glowing brands from the fire. “A shaman blesses the irons and the mark is branded into the flesh of the slaves. Cheaper than a magic collar or enslavement ring. Will wear off after a decade or so and need to be branded on them again.”
			

			
				“What’s he doing with them now?” demanded Tavek, shifting for a better view.
			

			
				“Ahhh, looks like the fat bastard is going to mark his new property,” said Borto.
			

			
				The three prisoners gazed helplessly at the sight of Quynn and Simona being shoved towards Grobu. The fat goblin chief held a glowing brand in each hand. 
			

			
				“No!” shouted Tavek. He fought against his ropes, desperately trying to escape them as Quynn and Simona were shoved down to their knees. Simona knocked a guard over with her shoulder. 
			

			
				“You will never mark me, devil!” she cried, headbutting another goblin guard. 
			

			
				But a third struck her in the legs with the pole of a spear, knocking her over. Two other guards rushed in, pushing her face and breasts down to the floor and forcing her firm bottom up behind her. The guard with the spear slashed the tip down in a perfect arc, slicing away her underclothes and baring Simona’s creamy buttocks.
			

			
				Quynn did not resist, going down to her knees and offering up the perfect heart shape of her ample bottom to the gluttonous gaze of the chief.
			

			
				“This one want be slave,” laughed the brute.
			

			
				Simona began to sing a holy hymn. Quynn practically wagged her half-demon haunches from side-to-side to invite the brand upon her creamy rear. 
			

			
				“Now is the chance,” snarled Caldric. “They’re all distracted. We could be free. We could be taking the fight to the goblins. Where is Greebi?”
			

			
				“Damn him. He was supposed to cut us loose and give us our weapons.” Tavek struggled with his ropes.
			

			
				“You mine now!” shouted Grobu and he thrust both brands at the same time. The glowing tips sizzled and smoked as they met the flesh of the two women. Simona tried to keep singing, her brow furrowed, but the words trailed off. Her eyes widened and grew glassy. Her determined jaw went slack. 
			

			
				Quynn’s rear was similarly marked with a glowing symbol. The succubus bit her lip as if enjoying the hot iron searing her flesh. Her eyes rolled back for a moment and she smiled and panted heavily.
			

			
				“Greebi!” shouted Caldric, incensed at being forced to call out to the goblin for help. He searched the cave and saw by the light of a nearby fire that the goblin was greedily fondling and kissing Faylana.
			

			
				Greebi did not betray a reaction to Caldric’s shouting. The wee goblin had yanked down Faylana’s bodice and was smothering his little head between her more than ample breasts. His kisses pressed into her warm cleavage. His tongue shot out and curled against her puffy nipple, stiffening it with his saliva. Faylana laughed and moaned with pleasure as the goblin’s hand thrust into her panties, little fingers stroking her silky hair and the warm folds of her quim.
			

			
				Caldric saw it all and raged impotently at the sight. His brave battle against Mukmuk had won his beloved Faylana nothing more than a night of pleasure with the hated little goblin Greebi. The little rat had betrayed them. Grobu led Simona and Quynn away to his bedchamber as Greebi lifted his hand from the plush pillows of Faylana’s bosom and began kissing her on the lips once more. The little goblin began to kiss her slender neck and Faylana began to croon with pleasure and all Caldric could do was watch.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The goblin mating celebration
			

			
				 
			

			
				Savage grunts and feminine crimes of pleasure echoed through the cave. The four slave girls were stuffed full of goblin cocks and begging for more. Their bodies were smeared with the oily spunk of their green lovers and their well-used holes frothed with the constant eruptions and churning cocks of the goblins. 
			

			
				Emma and her three daughters were completely under the thrall of the marks that throbbed on their bottoms. They were not afraid or disgusted, but rather stoked by the goblin frenzy of lust to their own fever of desire. They sucked, fucked, and wanked goblins with complete abandon. They laughed when their mouths were not stuffed fully of cocks and pleaded for more whenever it took too long for a goblin to have his next turn.
			

			
				The drums kept pounding, driving savage rhythm into the minds of the rutting goblins, the slave girls, and the captive humans.
			

			
				Faylana could not be distracted by the drums nor the slave girls. Greebi was not giving her a chance. The little goblin pressed another kiss to her lips and she moaned as his tongue slipped into her mouth. Tasted her sweetness. As his hand toyed with the stiff, sensitive buds of her nipples and the heaving softness of her bared breasts. 
			

			
				“Oh, Greebi, weren’t you supposed to… mmmpphhmmm… untie… the others…”
			

			
				“Time later,” whispered Greebi. “Chief take all night with new brides. Give them many babies. Me celebrate with Faylana.”
			

			
				“Give them babies?” Faylana looked at him with worry.
			

			
				Greebi laughed and kissed her once more. He so loved the elf. Her silly concerns about others. Her reluctance that always became such steamy eagerness. He had not rid himself of the human, but he had won Faylana as his prize all the same and he intended to celebrate his victory.
			

			
				“No worry,” whispered Greebi. “We together now.”
			

			
				“Oh, but, mmmmmphhh!” Faylana was smothered by another thin-lipped goblin kiss. Greebi’s tongue was so long and thrillingly deft. Like a warm serpent slithering into her mouth. She knew that she should push him aside and help her friends, but she could not think beyond her body’s heat and the beating of the drums. Her core shook each time the drummers pounded the heads. Her body seemed to anticipate the goblin cock that would soon fill her.
			

			
				Her thighs parted and she moaned louder as Greebi began to slide her panties down from her shapely hips. He kissed her once more. Moved to her neck. Her heaving breasts. That tongue caressed her plentiful tits and curled about a nipple. His wide mouth opened and seemed to nearly engulf one of her breasts as Greebi sucked at her tender flesh. By then, his hand was between Faylana’s creamy thighs. Rubbing. Stroking. Spreading her silky folds open and dipping fingers into her honeyed cove. 
			

			
				“Yes! Yes! We mate now too! Maybe I give babies to Faylana!” 
			

			
				Greebi licked his way down her body. Lower and lower until he had moved between her thighs. She lifted her head and cried out with pleasure as his long tongue slid over her dewy folds. Greebi’s lusty licking awakened Faylana to new desires. His tongue slipped inside her. It lashed her aching clit and slithered lower to taste the clench of her anus. She moaned and quaked and squeezed her thighs against Greebi. She arched her body on the furs beneath her. 
			

			
				She was nearly on the brink of her climax as Greebi climbed atop Faylana. As he kissed her and sheathed his bumped little goblin cock in her tight cove. She sang with pleasure. Hooked her legs around Greebi’s little body. He thrust into her in a frenzy of pleasure, his scrawny butt rising and falling. He clung to her breasts. He looked up at her, his tongue pinned to the corner of his mouth.
			

			
				“Greebi!” crooned Faylana. “I’m cumming!”
			

			
				Caldric stared from across the cave. His raged bottomless and his cock hard and twitch in his trousers. He told himself he wanted to fuck Faylana and prove to her his strength, his cock, was superior. Better than that goblin cock he could see stretching her tight folds. Pistoning in and out of her. Hilting inside her with every stroke. Caldric could see it all.
			

			
				Tavek looked away and pretended not to hear Faylana’s cries of pleasure, but Borto stared and watched the little goblin make the elf cum. 
			

			
				Greebi squealed atop Faylana. His furious rutting suddenly intense and slow. He pushed up so that he was above her, his fingers sinking into the wobbling cushions of her breasts. He gazed down into her eyes, thrust deep, and exploded. 
			

			
				“Ahhhhh!” cried Faylana, her cunt still twitching around his cock as Greebi pumped his oily seed into her depths. Greebi thrust deep and purposeful, spurting with each intense stroke. His little body shook. His cock jerked and gushed again and again. Filling Faylana. Overflowing her. Dripping down the seam of her ass and onto the furs.
			

			
				“My love,” croaked the goblin, flopping atop Faylana. He kissed her. She kissed him.
			

			
				“Oh, Greebi, it feels wonderful when you cum inside me,” admitted Faylana.
			

			
				“Yes? I do more,” he said, lashing her nipples with his tongue. Sucking one plump tit and then the other. His beady eyes sparkled in the firelight. “Turn over. Shank already get hard again.”
			

			
				Caldric seethed. Borto stared. Tavek’s mind was elsewhere. He had seen his lover branded by the goblin chief. Quynn and Simona had been taken by the brute to his private nest. He clenched his teeth and worked his wrists desperately at the ropes. Tavek’s mind reeled as he imagined what might be happening beyond Caldric’s humiliation and the orgy of the slave girls.
			

			
				Grobu walked with a pair of guards and a fat hand on the bottom of each of his new brides. One so muscular and beautiful with sparkling blue eyes and the other like a queen of whores, sauntering and luscious alongside him. He was accustomed to hearing captive humans pray to their useless gods before they were branded. He had never witness a human offer herself up like the redheaded prisoner had. Almost like she wanted his mark upon her plump bottom. Oh, but he had given it to her! He chuckled and slapped a big hand against her bare cheeks. She moaned and looked at him lustily. She did not even need to be trained!
			

			
				“Oh, I have fun with you, human,” he snarled, grabbing a handful of her titflesh and squeezing roughly. 
			

			
				“Ahh! Yes, master!” she cried.
			

			
				“What name?” he demanded.
			

			
				“Quynn,” she said. “And the other one is Simona.”
			

			
				Simona jerked her head towards them. Her eyes glassy. Her mouth forming into a drunken smile. 
			

			
				“You too, strong girl,” said Grobu, feeling her ample breast before sliding lower to caress her muscular abdomen. His hand moved between her legs to cup the silky haired mound of her cunt. “Simona. Like name. You tight.” 
			

			
				“Almost a virgin,” purred Quynn. “But not quite.”
			

			
				“Ha! I make many strong babies with her!” Grobu smacked her firm bottom and Simona stumbled forward, through hanging pelts that served as a doorway to Grobu’s private room. He shoved Quynn through as well. She cast a hungry glance over her shoulder before the furs swung into place. 
			

			
				Grobu lingered outside to speak with his guards.
			

			
				“Tirmok, Gurku,” he murmured. “You wait for Greebi. Let outcast wear out. Then slit throat. Kill other male prisoner. Male slave only get in way when we move on.”
			

			
				“Yes, Chief Grobu,” said the guards.
			

			
				“Go rut with slave girls now,” said Grobu, clapping them on the shoulders. “Celebrate new breeders for tribe.”
			

			
				The two guards like the sound of that. Their mouths stretched into fanged grins and they obeyed the chief and scurried back down the tunnel to the main room. Grobu smiled contentedly, his hands resting on his fat belly. He drummed his fingers and stepped through the pelts to claim his new brides.
			

			
				His eyes bulged at what he found on the other side of the hanging pelts. Not only were his new brides already in his bed, but the comely pair had started without him! The hard-bodied paladin was stretched out on the bed and the shapely redhead was molding her bare curves against the paladin. They were kissing passionately, breast-to-breast, tongues twining. Quynn’s fingers stroked the cleft of Simona’s blushing cunt. Slipped and slid over those delicate lips. Massaged with precision at the paladin’s straining bud. 
			

			
				“What this?” growled Grobu, his cock twitching with lust. “Me not tell you do this!”
			

			
				“Oh, we improvised, master,” purred Quynn, twisting among the furs and showing off her plentiful curves without stopping her strumming fingers against Simona’s cunt.
			

			
				Grobu had seen the mark smother the willpower of dozens of humans. It turned the women into eager lovers, but they always lacked initiative. They had to be told what to want. This human had somehow been inspired creatively. 
			

			
				“Hmmmm. You do different.” Grobu pulled aside his loincloth and revealed his bumpy green-and-purple goblin cock. “You pleasure me. Kisses! On shank!”
			

			
				“Yes, master,” the humans chorused, rolling onto their hands and knees and crawling to the edge of the furs. He smiled with satisfaction as they both pressed their lips to his filthy cock and began eagerly kissing him. Their lips were so soft and warm. He cradled their heads with his hands. He commanded them, “Lick stones. Suck shank.”
			

			
				“Yes,” moaned Simona, her eyes dull as she began to wantonly lick the goblin chief’s heavy bollocks. 
			

			
				“Oooh, yes, master,” purred Quynn, grasping his shaft in one hand and wrapping her plump lips around the head of his cock. She began to suck him and bob her mouth upon him and Grobu nearly exploded with a single slurp. 
			

			
				The goblin chief was caught by surprise as his cock slid into Quynn’s silken throat. She swallowed around him and he howled with pleasure. This girl was incredible! 
			

			
				“Ooooooooh,” he moaned, fingers tangling in Quynn’s hair as his cock twitched and spurted and poured his seed into her hungry belly. There was a flicker of violet light around her lips. A trick of the light, Grobu was certain. His orgasm peaked and was prolonged by the girl’s deft suction. He gasped, straining with the intensity of his seed still flowing down her throat. It felt so good that it hurt. Grobu snarled, “Enough!”
			

			
				He pulled Quynn’s lips from his cock with a wet pop of suction finally releasing.
			

			
				“Mmmmm, sorry, master,” purred Quynn, licking her lips and gazing up at him with violet-tinged eyes. “You’re just so delicious. I could eat you up.”
			

			
				“Feel good, but waste seed,” he grumped. “Need seed for breed.” 
			

			
				“Need seed for breed,” laughed Quynn.
			

			
				Grobu’s brow furrowed. “You joke? No joke! I breed humans! Start with strong girl!”
			

			
				“Yes, master,” said Simona. 
			

			
				“Hands and knees,” he said. “Show cunt. I mate now.”
			

			
				Simona could not disobey the goblin’s commands. She posed on her hands and knees among the furs, her back arched and her body presented to the fat goblin for him to claim her cunt. Buried deep within the smothering magic of the mark, the paladin burned with shame. She had sworn an oath that no man could ever violate her body. She had twisted that oath with her feelings for Quynn. Had her goddess abandoned her? Was this punishment?
			

			
				“Fuck me, master,” she moaned, the words seeming to come from someone else. “Breed my pussy.”
			

			
				“Haha!” Grobu slapped her bottom several times and took his disgusting green and purple cock in his hand. He strokes it and rubbed it against the firm peach of Simona’s bottom. Into her crack. Against the slick folds of her cunt. “I breed pussy! Tight human pussy!”
			

			
				Quynn was watching it all. The half-succubus stared at the disgusting pig of a goblin rubbing his little cock at Simona’s delicate quim. Quynn howled wordlessly and leapt at him, tackling him back into the furs. 
			

			
				“What!? What you do!?” Grobu struggled with her, more surprised than overpowered.
			

			
				“I want it,” gasped Quynn. “Give it to me! I need it more!”
			

			
				She managed to pin Grobu beneath her shapely body and climbed astride his hips. Her steamy cunt greeted the upright pillar of his cock and her eyes flashed with violet light as she slid down onto his bumpy cock. 
			

			
				Grobu’s anger was enveloped and obliterated by the squeezing warmth of Quynn’s pussy. Her cunt seemed as hungry for his cock as her mouth had been and as she began to ride, the goblin surrendered to the pleasure, caressing her hips and fat ass before sliding his claws up to cradle Quynn’s plump tits. He squeezed and pinched at her nipples and Quynn cried out with pleasure. Riding faster and faster. 
			

			
				Hungry for the goblin’s essence. All of it. No matter how many times she had to fuck him.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Cuckolded Again (and Again) by the Goblin
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I think I can get my hands free,” grunted Tavek. “But the damned goblin tied them so tight. It’s going to take a bit. Can you help me at all, Caldric? Caldric?”
			

			
				Caldric wasn’t listening to his old friend. He was watching his worst nightmares come true and he was close enough to see very enraging detail. Greebi had pleasured Faylana before Caldric’s eyes, bringing her to a toe-curling orgasm with his fingers and tongue. She had called out the goblin’s name in the throes of her pleasure. Now, the goblin sat atop a fireside log, his back warmed by the flames as Faylana knelt beside him and leaned her head into the goblin’s lap. 
			

			
				“I let this happen,” Caldric growled, feeling the ropes on his wrists as he watched his beloved Faylana slide her mouth over Greebi’s stiff green cock. She seemed to relish sucking the goblin’s little cock. She fit the whole thing into her mouth and hollowed her cheeks around it. Caldric could see her glistening saliva dripping from the goblin’s bollocks. 
			

			
				“Yes, that good,” moaned Greebi, staring back at Caldric. “You suck shank so well. Must love goblin shank.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmhmmm,” moaned Faylana, gazing up at Greebi as she sucked him. She fondled his dripping bollocks with one hand and reached the other between her thighs to stroke her hot folds. Fingers pumping into her hot elven cunt. Lips gliding up and down the bumpy length of Greebi’s cock. 
			

			
				Caldric’s muscles strained to break loose of the ropes Greebi had tied on his wrists. The warrior’s cock strained to burst free of his trousers. It twitched and dripped against his thigh. 
			

			
				“Enough suck,” growled Greebi. “We mate now. You need mate.”
			

			
				“Mmmm,” moaned Faylana, giving a few last bobs on the goblin’s cock. She lifted her mouth from his lap and the goblin kissed her and squeezed the ample flesh of her ass. Her fingers continued to pump into her pussy as she kissed the goblin. Her other hand massaged his wet shaft. She gasped against his lips, “Yes. Oh, yes, Greebi. You are right. I feel so hot all over. I think it’s the fire. Or those drums.”
			

			
				“No, is me,” he said, kissing her again. “You want goblin shank. You want goblin seed. You belong with goblin.”
			

			
				“Belong… with goblin,” she gasped uncertainly. 
			

			
				There had been a plan. Something about untying everyone and attacking the goblins from within. Overthrowing the chief and letting Greebi take charge. But he was in charge, she realized. In charge and telling her what he wanted. What she wanted. And he was right. She craved his bumpy little cock. Not big like Caldric’s. Or huge like Ruvar’s half-orc cock. But she well knew how good it could feel. 
			

			
				She looked Greebi in his beady eyes and gasped breathlessly, “Yes. I want your shank. I want… want to be fucked! Fuck me, Greebi!”
			

			
				The firelight painted their naked bodies as Greebi’s clawed hands guided Faylana onto her back. He leaned over her, kneeling between her parted thighs, and planted another long kiss on her lips. Goblins were not fond of kissing, but Greebi had learned to savor the sweetness of Faylana’s mouth. The warmth of her tongue fencing back against his. He grasped her legs beneath her knees, pushing them towards her chest so that her feet hung in the air and her perfect pink cunt and asshole were exposed.
			

			
				He took a moment to admire her beauty. Flushed and smiling up at him. Completely naked and at his mercy. Greebi forgot about Caldric watching.
			

			
				Faylana’s breasts heaved with each excited breath. She stroked Greebi’s skinny body. Fingers teased his cock. How could something so small give her such pleasure? He seemed bigger by the firelight. In her hand.
			

			
				“Oh, Greebi,” she moaned, stroking him as she gazed into his eyes. “Take me! Mate with me!”
			

			
				“Breed you,” said the goblin.
			

			
				“Breed me,” agreed the elf.
			

			
				Across the cave, Caldric’s eyes widened and he recoiled in disgust. Breed her? Breed her!? She was begging to be impregnated by a goblin? His raged surged and he fought harder against the ropes until they bit into his flesh.
			

			
				Greebi teased the head of his cock against Faylana’s delicate folds. He rubbed his hardness against her clit and she softly moaned as pleasured tightened in her core. The goblin held her legs in his hands and used only his hips to line his cock up at her entrance. He locked eyes with her and Faylana felt an overwhelming need to feel him inside her.
			

			
				Greebi thrust into her. Too small to be rough, big enough to be forceful. He buried his length in Faylana’s tight pussy. To the hilt. His balls against the divot of her anus. He moved atop her with the mating frenzy of a goblin. Thrusting. Whining. His little green butt rising and falling faster and faster as he rutted into her hot elven pussy. Faylana gasped as his bumpy cock beat against her clit with every thrust. She shuddered and her pleasure grew. 
			

			
				“So good,” she moaned. “Fuck me, Greebi. Oh! Yes! You are a little beast!”
			

			
				“Elf pussy good,” rasped Greebi, his tongue lolling from his wide mouth. “Tight! Squeeze shank! Faylana… eeeehhh… Faylana must want seed! Deep in pussy!”
			

			
				“Yes!” she cried, arching among the furs. “Yes! Fill me, Greebi! Fill me with your seed!”
			

			
				Greebi could not hold back. The elf was begging for his cum and her tight pussy was squeezing his shank. With a last triumphant cry he hilted in her hot quim and exploded. Rapid spurts of oily goblin cum splashed into Faylana’s trembling quim and lubricated Greebi’s cock. He collapsed atop her. Panting. Whimpering. Face buried against the soft pillows of her breasts. Dizzy with pleasure as he took a final stroke into her cum-flooded depths.
			

			
				Faylana was on the brink, left wanting, but Greebi was still hard. She squeezed around that hardness with her aching cunt.
			

			
				“More,” she panted. “Fuck me more. I want to cum.”
			

			
				“Hmmm?” Greebi lifted his head from Faylana’s chest.
			

			
				“I need more, Greebi,” she said and caressed his face. “You took me to the threshold. Please, carry me across it.”
			

			
				Greebi imagined himself somehow finding the strength to lift Faylana up and carry her over the threshold. Didn’t the humans engage in such nonsense? He didn’t have the strength to lift an elf. But he did have the strength, and hard cock, to carry her across another threshold. 
			

			
				“Yes!” he yipped with glee. “Yes! Me fuck more! Shank still hard!”
			

			
				“Oh, yes,” cried Faylana. “Do me from behind this time. It feels so good when a man rides my ass.”
			

			
				His cock slid from her creamy cunt as she turned onto her hands and knees and presented herself like a branded slave to Greebi. The significance of her pose was not lost on the goblin. It inflamed his lust in a primal way. He smacked her plush bottom, watching it jiggle and redden as she moaned with each spank of his hand. His cum dripped from her fresh-fucked pussy. An obscene reminder that he had already conquered her once. 
			

			
				Feeling like more man than Caldric, Greebi grabbed Faylana’s ample rear with both hands, spreading her cheeks as he thrust his scrawny hips forward and buried his cock in her creamy cunt. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh! Yes!” Faylana cried, her head jerking up from the furs. 
			

			
				Her eyes were lidded and her cheeks flushed as she pushed her plump rear back against the rutting goblin. His bumpy cock rubbed her clit with every beastly thrust. It felt incredible. Each desperate stroke drove her closer to the brink.
			

			
				Greebi was practically draped over her ass. He clung to it with both hands, clawed fingers dimpling the soft roundness. He thrust in a frenzy. His mind telling him that he was rutting with a slave girl. Even though he was small, the force of his rutting sent her tits shaking and swinging beneath her. The lewd sound of his thrusts into her creamy pussy carried across the cave. Along with the slap of goblin and elf flesh. And the increasingly breathless cries of Faylana.
			

			
				Caldric watched it all. They had repositioned and given him a better view of what was happening. He could see the frothy cum smearing Faylana’s thighs and the green shaft of Greebi’s cock. He could see her nipples dragging against the furs as her breasts swung beneath her. He could see her fingers twisting in the blankets. Her lips formed into a soft oval of pleasure. 
			

			
				He was in a daze of lust. It bloomed beyond his anger. Smothered it. His cock rubbed inside his trousers as he watched his beloved Faylana being claimed for the second time by the goblin.
			

			
				“Cum for him,” he grunted, shifting to feel his cock rub inside his trousers. He pushed down with his bound hands, stroking himself in time to the goblin’s frenzied thrusts.
			

			
				Faylana’s pleasure built with each of Greebi’s thrusts. She looked back at the rutting goblin over her shoulder. He was thrusting so vigorously that he looked like a clockwork toy. She gasped with laughter. Turned back. Locked eyes with Caldric. 
			

			
				Saw him rubbing at his cock through his trousers.
			

			
				And she began to cum. It began as an intense, rippling pleasure that stirred from her depths. Greebi howled, his cry echoing through the cave louder than any sounds coming from the orgy with the slave girls. Her spasms of pleasure gripped his bumpy cock. Her eyes closed and she cried, “Yes! Oh, gods, I’m cumming!”
			

			
				She felt Greebi join her. His wee cock twitching. His warm seed pumping into her already creamy cunt. He rutted into her until he had expended every drop. And still she was cumming. Pushing back against him before finally dropping her breasts and face to the furs. Greebi lay atop her ass, his cock still inside her. She slowly lifted her head.
			

			
				Caldric’s head was down. His gaze averted. A wet spot marking where he had cum in his trousers. She was happy. He had enjoyed what she had done. 
			

			
				“Oh, Greebi, it felt so good,” she whispered.
			

			
				“Yes,” he croaked. “Give time. Catch breath. We do more mating.”
			

			
				Greebi pulled out and Faylana flopped onto her side. They embrace among the furs, sweaty and filthy with cum. Kissing and caressing.
			

			
				Caldric couldn’t bear to look any longer. He was wracked with guilt after making himself cum. 
			

			
				Tirmok and Gurku were not so guilty. They watched Greebi and Faylana embrace. Drinking sour berry brew and basking in the afterglow of rutting with the new slave girls. 
			

			
				“We kill now?” grunted Gurku.
			

			
				“No,” replied Tirmok, his lips stained dark with the brew. “Wait for Greebi sleep. Then we kill.”
			

			
				Around them, the other goblins nodded. Word had spread among the warriors. After the alcohol and the girls, they would relish a nice slaughter of humans.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Treachery
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric worked his wrists back and forth, feeling the blood-greased movement of the ropes against his injured flesh. His bindings were loosening, but he did not know how much longer he could stand to strain against the ropes. Blood was dripping from the fingers of both hands.
			

			
				Just as he was losing his will to fight against the pain, he watched Greebi stir and nuzzle against Faylana’s breasts. Her face was hidden by the furs piled atop their sleeping bodies, but her hip turned and she pulled him closer. 
			

			
				Caldric growled and clenched his jaw. He could still feel his filthy cum in his pants. Shame and anger burned in his face. He had allowed this to go too far. He’d watched them rut together twice more after he’d made a mess in his trousers. It was past time he put a stop to it, even if it meant tearing off his hands and beating that damned goblin to death with his stumps. He redoubled his efforts to work his hands free.
			

			
				He was not even aware of the goblin killers Tirmok and Gurku creeping closer to Greebi and Faylana, daggers in their hands. They had spread word to others among the guards most loyal to Grobu and these goblins were creeping towards the sleeping captives. 
			

			
				One, named Kagu, was sneaking up on Caldric. Kagu wasn’t the smartest goblin. Nor the best fighter. But he was a butcher with strong arms and a willingness to do bloody work. He carried a huge, notched cleaver. It was his job to strike the first blow and kill the human warrior who had refused to sleep.
			

			
				Kagu estimated, in his simple-minded way, that a single blow to the back of the big human’s neck would finish the man off. The human was awake. Grunting and growling. Kagu thought he seemed preoccupied with Greebi and the elf. Had the elf been this human’s mate? Ha! The chief would fill her belly with pups. Then one day maybe Kagu would kill the chief and Kagu would give her some pups. 
			

			
				Caldric saw what was happening. He saw the goblins spreading out through the cave, weapons glinting in their hands. Two of them were approaching Greebi and Faylana. He heard another shuffling behind him. This was about to become a massacre.
			

			
				The realization that he and Faylana and all their companions were in danger gave Caldric a burst of strength. He twisted his wrists and the rope stretched and tore. He turned just as the cleaver flashed and descended towards his Caldric’s face. He caught the wrists of the goblin. Kagu’s red eyes bulged in surprise. He let out the beginning of a curse, then Caldric broke the goblin’s arms and tossed him through the fire and into the wall across the cave. 
			

			
				The loud crack of Kagu’s impact froze every murderous goblin place. Tavek and Borto woke. Faylana sat up, rubbing her eyes. Greebi sat up, yawned, stretched, and saw Tirmok and Gruku standing with daggers poised.
			

			
				“What this?” croaked Greebi.
			

			
				“Ambush!” shouted Caldric, surging to his feet. He towered over the treacherous goblins. He grabbed the one that was about to kill Borto and slammed it into the goblin that was about to stab Tavek with a spear. The two goblins crumpled. Caldric armed himself with Kagu’s cleaver, cut Tavek loose, and charged across the cave toward Greebi and Faylana.
			

			
				Not a moment too soon. Tirmok and Gruku attacked Greebi and his elf lover, slashing at their furs and nearly stabbing Faylana. She screamed and kicked out, knocking Gruku off-balance. Greebi desperately rolled and ducked away from Tirmok’s blade. Gruku grabbed Faylana by a handful of her blonde hair and prepared to slice her throat.
			

			
				“Stay BACK!” she cried, firing a starburst of magic into the goblin’s eyes. 
			

			
				Gruku screeched, grabbed his eyes, and staggered back. Caldric chopped him down with a swing of the cleaver. Tirmok saw Caldric coming too late. He tried to turn. Tried to block the cleaver. Ended up with a boot in his chest that sent him flying right into one of the smoldering fires. He landed with a burst of sparks, leapt out aflame, and ran from the cave screaming. 
			

			
				Caldric stood over Greebi, his nostrils flaring. The goblin on his back, staring up at the furious warrior. 
			

			
				“No kill, please,” said Greebi, cringing from Caldric. The little goblin recognized the murderous rage in Caldric’s eyes.
			

			
				It would have been easy, Caldric knew, but there was a greater threat. Instead of stomping on Greebi, Caldric reached down and picked the goblin up. He set Greebi on his feet.
			

			
				“I’m not going to kill you,” growled Caldric. “But I think they mean to kill us all.”
			

			
				Faylana pressed against Caldric’s side. Tavek and Borto backed towards them. Tavek had picked up the goblin’s spear. Borto was conjuring some sort of magic around his hands. 
			

			
				The small group was vastly outnumbered. The tribe’s warriors had awoken and gathered arms. Caldric and his companions were surrounded by more than two dozen goblins, with more joining this number every moment. The goblins growled and chattered with anger. They pressed closer and closer. Some tested the humans with jabs of their spears.
			

			
				“You’d better do something,” barked Tavek, giving Greebi a sharp elbow.
			

			
				“They not listen to me,” said Greebi. “Only chief.”
			

			
				Chief Grobu was very much occupied at that moment. He lay panting and sallow betwixt the shapely thighs of a succubus. Quynn had not fed this much on a single victim in ages. She relished each pathetic spurt of seed and release of dwindling essence that Grobu gave her. Her breasts had grown. Her pale skin had taken on a distinctly reddish tint. Her eyes glowed and small horns had grown from her forehead. Her wings were smaller than a full-blooded succubus and her tail was more delicate, but her claws still looked savage. 
			

			
				“No… no more mate,” moaned Grobu, his head lolling among the furs.
			

			
				“Oh, but your cock feels so good, master,” laughed Quynn, twitching her hips and squeezing his pathetic cock with her inner muscles. The goblin chief could not understand how he remained erect after so many orgasms. He looked up through bleary eyes at the succubus and knew that his doom was coming.
			

			
				“Please,” he moaned to Simona, who was watching with blank eyes. “Please, help Grobu. Help.”
			

			
				“Yes, master,” said Simona. But the brand was not made to train slave girls to fight. It made them into submissive and sexually malleable playthings. Simona took faint cry for help to be a command for her to become involved. The beautiful paladin crawled over to Grobu and climbed astride his head, smothering his last pleas for help beneath her firm bottom.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” cried the goblin chief into the paladin’s delicate cunt.
			

			
				“Oooohh,” she moaned, feeling his last words vibrate through her.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, Simona,” laughed Quynn. “I could never allow this pitiful brute to defile your beauty.”
			

			
				Nor did Quynn intend to use the mark to seduce Simona. If she wanted her enthralled she would have done it herself. Where was the fun in that? Quynn embraced Simona, holding the paladin against her as she rode the goblin’s cock to his final climax. She felt the last of his seed dribble out and the last of his essence, a mere morsel, spurt into her core. 
			

			
				His soul was not as delicious as a human. Stringier and gamier. But his essence provided the last of the magical energy Quynn needed to fully unleash her succubus side. 
			

			
				“Stay here, my sweet cupcake,” she said to Simona, planting a kiss on the paladin’s lips. “It is time for me to set the others free.”
			

			
				She strode out of the chief’s bedroom, her eyes glowing and her fingers elongated into savage claws. Her beauty had become fearsome and demonic. She reveled in the darkness she so often repressed and let the hunger control her actions. She heard shouting and the clamor of battle in the main room of the cave. She raced from the chief’s nest to the main room to find her friends free from their bindings. And surrounded by most of the tribe’s warriors.
			

			
				Quynn only paused to choose her first target. Then she unleashed her demonic fury. She channeled the inexplainable anger she felt when the goblin chief threatened to violate the holy cove of Simona. Why did she care so much for that damned paladin? 
			

			
				“Lay down your weapons!” screamed the half-succubus as she charged into the goblins. “Lay them down and I might spare you!” 
			

			
				The first few goblins did not even have a chance to react to her demand. They were slashed with black-nailed claws or thrown aside to land badly on the unforgiving cave floor. When the goblins realized there was a threat in their midst, some turned to fight, most scattered and threw aside their weapons. Those that fought quickly learned the folly of their choice. Their bodies were raked by Quynn’s demonic claws. The lucky few received a passing kiss or a lash of her demonically long tongue and felt her sample their essence. These goblins were bewitched and collapsed into desperate self-pleasure. One particularly bold goblin managed to deflect her first swipe of claws. It was Skarag, the fire tender. Though no warrior, the old withered goblin had been burned enough to be fearless. He faced down Quynn’s demonic rage and for his effort he was tossed by the fire and his filthy loincloth was torn aside. Quynn smiled down at him as she squatted over his loins and gripped his flaccid cock. It stiffened at her touch. Bent and bump. Her cunt grazed the head of his maleness and he burst forth his oil seed against Quynn’s demonic cuntlips. She laughed and slid down upon his sputtering cock, sheathing him inside her and feasting upon his life force. Skarag was entranced by the beauty of the succubus. By the pleasure of her cunt. He stared at her heaving breasts and jutting nipples. He surrendered himself to the doom she promised, cumming again inside her in the span of a few strokes.
			

			
				“Enough of that!” shouted Tavek, bonking Skarag over the head with his borrowed spear. The goblin’s head lolled and Quynn lost the connection to the goblin’s soul. Her attention turned to the dwarf. She rose from her haunches, goblin cum dripping from her folds. For a moment, she was prepared to throw Tavek to the floor and resume feasting. Then she recognized him and her demonic fury subsided.
			

			
				“Tavek… I almost…”
			

			
				“I know,” he said, embracing her as she returned to her human appearance. She kissed him and resisted the urge to feed upon his potent essence. He held her tightly, his beard tickling against her breasts as they kissed. 
			

			
				“Simona,” she said, pulling away. “I must get Simona.”
			

			
				Quynn ran back through the tumult of the goblin cave. Tavek rejoined his companions, who were breaking the last fight of the goblin tribe. Caldric retrieved their weapons from the goblin’s loot pile and they gathered up those goblins that had not fled from the cave. Greebi chattered in the goblin tongue to this bunch. It was clear after a moment that they were heeding his words. Obeying him.
			

			
				“Looks like this bunch has a new chief,” said Borto.
			

			
				Greebi had jumped up on a rock and was gesturing to the former captives and to himself. One goblin seemed to challenge him. Greebi jumped up and down on the rock and shouted and that goblin seemed to back away.
			

			
				Tavek stroked his beard. 
			

			
				“Aye, the little bugger does have leadership qualities. A loud voice. Strong friends with weapons.”
			

			
				“We’re not his friends,” said Caldric, resting a hand on Faylana’s shoulder as she covered her nudity with a fur.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The New Chief
			

			
				 
			

			
				With the backing of his former prisoners, Greebi took charge of his former tribe. He ordered his brother’s body to be taken out of the cave and burned and established a new order among the goblins that shunned those that had tried to kill him. Most of those goblins had fled when they saw the tide was turning. The shaman, Igrebek, held a brief ceremony to confirm Greebi as the chief.
			

			
				Caldric and the others watched all this impatiently. Tavek even barked for the shaman to, “Hurry it the hell up!” 
			

			
				Quynn cradled Simona against her chest and Faylana and Caldric tried to comfort the mayor’s wife and daughters. Simona and the others were still under the influence of the goblin brand each woman wore on her flesh. They seemed happy and cooed with lust. They had to be told to cover their bodies and not present themselves for further breeding. Quynn attributed her own immunity to the brand to her succubus heritage.
			

			
				“There must be a way to free them,” she said to Borto.
			

			
				“Yes, yes, I will work out a way,” said the wizard. “Ah, show me the marks. My lovely ladies.”
			

			
				They knelt hip-to-hip, heads down and bottoms up for the lecherous wizard’s inspection. He stroked the symbols and a bit more as he walked from woman to woman, admiring their shapely rears as much as he studied their brands.
			

			
				“I must see the paladin as well,” said Borto, peering at Quynn over his spectacles.
			

			
				A raucous cheer from the goblins as they accepted Greebi as their new chief covered up the demonic curses that Quynn spoke to Borto. He only heard every fourth or fifth epithet, but it was enough to make him blanch.
			

			
				“Ah, hmm, yes,” he said, stroking his beard. “I think I can create, em, a more generalized spell that will do the trick.”
			

			
				Borto’s magic still required a lot of careful massaging and chanting. The enslaved girls seemed to love it, but Caldric could not help thinking the poor women had no choice. 
			

			
				“They’re not your slaves,” he shouted at Borto.
			

			
				The wizard stiffened, his face reddening. “Quiet, you gristle-headed sword-swinger! I know the ways of magic. Yes, right, these spells should work.” He gave the mayor’s wife a pat on the bottom. “And they should remember little of the ordeal. Now then, bring me the paladin.”
			

			
				“I will be supervising,” said Quynn, her demonic claws once again visible.
			

			
				Caldric smirked. She would keep the wizard’s lecherous side under control with Simona. He didn’t like seeing the paladin cooing and wiggling like a drunken slut. He excused himself and sought out Faylana. She was watching Greebi sitting upon the throne and being brough furs, jewelry, and a horned crown. 
			

			
				“There were more girls taken from the village than these four,” said Caldric. “We need to find out where they were taken. Some among the goblins must now.”
			

			
				“I will ask Greebi,” said Faylana, starting towards him. Caldric caught her wrist. He didn’t say anything to her, but his furrowed brow and dark eyes spoke a volume of angry text. He did not trust Greebi around Faylana. For that matter, Caldric could not trust Faylana around Greebi.
			

			
				“Do not worry, my love,” she said and kissed him on the cheek. “I will return to you.”
			

			
				Greebi was elated. With his former tribe celebrating his rise to chief, he basked in their adulation. Grobu had been cruel and they credited him with disposing of the evil former chief even though it had been all the work of that demon woman. Greebi laughed and took up a wineskin that was passed to him. The goblins cheered as he drank greedily.
			

			
				When he lowered the skin, he saw Faylana sauntering towards him across the cave. Her clothes had been ruined and she wore pelts over her breasts and loins. It only enhanced her beauty. She was dressed as he might have dressed her. If she were his bride. 
			

			
				“Faylana!” he called out, sloshing wine down his chest. “Faylana! Sweet elf! Come! Me chief now!”
			

			
				The throng of goblins parted as Faylana walked among them. She towered over most of the goblins, but Greebi was on a pedestal in his new throne. She approached him from the side and his arm was around her in an instant, drawing her close so that the drunken goblin could plant a wine-flavored kiss on her lips. The kiss lingered. His clawed hand groped her shapely bottom. 
			

			
				For a moment, Faylana forgot that Caldric was watching her and she submitted to the goblin’s kiss. Her nipples stiffened. Her cunt fairly burned with lust as his tongue swirled into her mouth. She moaned against his thin lips. Conquered, however briefly, by the new goblin chief.
			

			
				She came to her senses. Panted as her lips parted from Greebi’s mouth.
			

			
				“Greebi,” she said. “Greebi, we must know what happened to the other women taken from the fishing village.”
			

			
				“Other women?” Greebi craned his neck to get a look at the former slave girls now coming to his senses. All he could really think about was his stiff cock and Faylana’s deep cleavage visible under the pelt wrapping her breasts. 
			

			
				“There were many more women taken. We need to find them. Surely some of the goblins in your tribe know where they were taken.”
			

			
				“Me ask,” said Greebi, giving Faylana’s plush bottom a squeeze. He pulled her against his side, noticing the jiggle of her breasts before turning to the goblins watching him. He demanded to know about these other women taken from the village. Most of those involved in the raid on Kleemenhof had fled the cave, but a few remembered a remote old farmhouse south of the village. Greebi got the full story of the goblin raid on Kleemenhof, surprised by the depths of Grobu’s treachery, but unsurprised by the human’s treachery.
			

			
				He told it all to Faylana, expecting a reward from her. She thanked him with a kiss on his bald head and returned to Caldric. Anger burst in Greebi’s mind. He thought about ordering the goblins to seize her. They would. He was a chief now.
			

			
				Skarag the fire tender seemed to understand the source of Greebi’s anger. The withered old goblin sidled up to the throne and said, “What you want us do, boss?”
			

			
				Greebi considered a moment longer. 
			

			
				“Nothing,” he said. “Now. Tribe must heal. Then we be strong. I make Faylana wife.”
			

			
				A smile spread on Greebi’s lips as he imagined her kneeling before him. Her belly was swollen with his pups. Her breasts heavy with milk. Not a slave, but a willing bride. And what was that, near the mouth of the cave in his fantasy? Why it was Caldric’s head atop a spear.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The End of the Conspirators
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was deep blue before the dawn. Mists clung to the fallow fields surrounding the farmhouse. Light burned behind a single window. A thread of pale smoke rose from the house’s chimney. 
			

			
				Faylana crouched beside Caldric in the ravine facing one of the approaches to the farmhouse. She burned with anger. Once revealed, the extent of the conspiracy by Darby and his group of fishermen in Kleemenhof was vile. Darby had persuaded goblins to murder the mayor and gave his family to Grobu and his tribe as payment. Then the fishermen had directed the goblins to attack others, those who disliked Darby or he thought would stand in the way of his takeover as the new mayor. The goblins shot men with knockout darts and took wives and daughters out to this derelict farmhouse to hand them over to human conspirators. 
			

			
				Eight women in total remained to be rescued. All to frame the wugs out of petty jealousy. What exactly were the fishermen doing with the captive women at the farmhouse? Faylana’s delicate brow furrowed and she shivered as she stared at the house.
			

			
				“Are you afraid, my sweet?” The wug chieftain asked, resting a big, comforting hand in the small of Faylana’s back. She tensed at the wug’s touch. Glanced over at him and into those dark, wise eyes. He smiled and she remembered that same smile as he had mated with her. His pink amphibian cock so big. His hands so skilled. She felt a pang of lust and bit her lower lip to quiet a moan.
			

			
				“N-not afraid,” she said. “Angry. And maybe a little cold.”
			

			
				“Ah, the chill of morning clings to us,” agreed the wug. “Your male should have provided you with a pelt to keep you warm. I would have brought a pelt for you.”
			

			
				He leaned closer to her. Shifted his bulk in the ravine so she could feel it pressing against her. She became slightly woozy with the flush of desire the wug’s closeness brought back to her. The scent of him. And the ambrosia he drank from the women.
			

			
				“Warmer now?” croaked the chief softly. 
			

			
				“Enough of that,” snapped Caldric, climbing back into the ravine. 
			

			
				“Only protecting her from the chill,” croaked the wug chief with amusement. He stayed where he was, stroking Faylana’s lower back and pressing his soft amphibian body against her side. 
			

			
				Caldric grimaced. He had no time for his own jealousy towards the wugs. He needed their help to raid the farmhouse and defeat the defenders. The chief had agreed to help to clear the tribe’s good name, though Caldric suspected it was also to have another chance to be close to Faylana. 
			

			
				His cock stiffened in his trousers at the sight of them together. How easily he recalled that night. Defeated by the chief. Forced to give his beloved to the slippery brute. Forced to watch. Well, alright, not forced to watch. But he had watched. He could picture it happening again. Just say a few words to the chief. Give Faylana Permission…
			

			
				“Ahem,” said Caldric, clearing his throat. He looked over his companions and the other wugs crouched in the ravine. “There are three guards on the ground floor. I think the women are kept in the cellar. A lookout on the top floor, but he seemed to be sleeping. Horses in the barn. Quite a few, so I’d guess ten men. Maybe more. One or two more men sleeping there. If you…”
			

			
				“We will handle this, human,” said the wug. “It is our pleasure to bring vengeance for this attack on our honor. We do not kidnap women. We do not mistreat them. We invite them to pleasure. Isn’t that right, Faylana?”
			

			
				“Y-yes,” she gasped, her cheeks flushed and her eyes wide. She looked from the wug chief to Caldric and then back at the farmhouse. “But I want to fight too.”
			

			
				“She’s right,” said Caldric. “This will mean more if we do it together.”
			

			
				The wug chief’s throat puffed thoughtfully. 
			

			
				“Very well, human. You rescue girls in cellar. We will ambush humans when they come out of the house. Attack the humans in the barn. Faylana will fight with me.”
			

			
				“I-I want to fight with Caldric,” said Faylana and she reached out and grasped his hand.
			

			
				“Mmmm?” The slightest ripple of annoyance was visible on the wug chief’s face. Then he croaked with amusement. “Very well. But you are always welcome, Faylana. You would be wonderful rorroak.”
			

			
				Faylana’s flush deepened as she imagined herself impregnated by the wug chief, her breasts hugely engorged, milk spurting into overflowing bowls from which the wug tribesmen greedily drank. Their mouths sucking at her breasts. Their fat cocks plunging into her stretched holes.
			

			
				“I’ll… keep that in mind,” she said, her face red hot and her lashes fluttering.
			

			
				The confident smile returned to the wug chief’s amphibian face. He looked over at Caldric.
			

			
				“Are you ready?” he asked.
			

			
				“Oh, we’re ready,” said Quynn, leaning her bust against Caldric’s back and shoulder. Her eyes flashed and she reached around his arm and flexed her clawed fingers. The wug croaked with surprise. Caldric’s cock twitched again as he remembered the day he had met Quynn and all the things he and Tavek had done with her.
			

			
				“Yes,” said Caldric, his voice breaking on that one syllable. “Yes. We go now. Someone wake Borto.”
			

			
				The attack began with the wug hunters crawling on their bellies through the field. They wore sticks and twigs on their backs and moved almost invisibly. The reached the house and attacked with such sudden force that most of the humans simply surrendered. Those in the barn were sound asleep and the wugs caught them and tied them up before they could even reach for weapons. 
			

			
				Two men did barricade themselves on the house’s second floor and one wug was badly injured trying to climb the stairs. The chief croaked commands and several wugs scaled the outside of the house as the humans shouted and moved furniture to block the doors. The wugs broke through the windows on the second floor and leapt in to take the humans. These two were roughly handled by the wugs. One was left with a broken arm and the other with a bloodied head.
			

			
				While the wug raid was playing out, Caldric and his companions approached the cellar. Moans could be faintly heard through the double cellar doors set at a low angle almost parallel to the ground. Borto conjured magical tendrils and wound them around the handles of the doors. At a nod from Caldric, the wizard yanked back the tendrils and the doors were flung open and torn from their hinges. Quynn dove past them all, screaming down into the cellar, followed closely by a vengeful Simona and her glowing hammer. Caldric, Tavek, and Faylana followed behind. 
			

			
				The cellar of the farmhouse was lit with red lanterns and had the hot, thick, perfumed atmosphere of a brothel. The wives and daughters taken from the village lay among straw mattresses. A few were chained to support columns of the house, but most were left unbound, obviously kept doped on drugs that left them barely conscious. The women were dressed in disheveled underwear or nothing at all. The perfume could not hide the thick musk of sex.
			

			
				“Behold! Vengeance!” cried Simona, slamming men aside with her hammer. Caldric only threw a single punch at a man trying to flee. It was Quynn that found Darby, the leader of the conspiracy, assaulting a slender young girl with tangled red hair. The half-succubus lifted him off the poor girl like a ragdoll and tossed him across the room. There was no kiss for him. No draining embrace. She went after him with claws and fanged teeth.
			

			
				Thankfully, Tavek arrived before she could finish him off.
			

			
				“Whoa there,” he said, pulling at Quynn. 
			

			
				She relinquished her hold on the man and he slumped to the floor. “All of this is because of his jealousy! His hatred! What he has done to these women! He shall pay!” 
			

			
				Her eyes flashed with violet fury. Darby, badly bloodied, cringed away, moaning, “She’s a demon!”
			

			
				“Aye, she is,” said Tavek. “And you’re still the villain.”
			

			
				Between Caldric and the wugs, fourteen villagers from Kleemenhof were captured. Most were fishermen in on the conspiracy, but two of the men from the cellar had merely been given a chance to bed the captive women to persuade them to support Darby. The men were tied up and marched back to Kleemenhof. The village women were helped out of their drugged stupors by Borto’s magic and out of them spilled a detailed account of their suffering. Being fed drugged food and drink. Being molested and assaulted for days in a helpless nightmare.
			

			
				“The burgomaster will send these men to the dungeons of Zeegendorf for the rest of their lives,” promised Caldric.
			

			
				They met the old drunk Rickard and a gathering of townsfolk as they returned to the village with their prisoners. He had sobered up and put on a green sash that marked him as the new mayor. He wore a golden pin upon the sash that marked him as the village’s new sheriff as well. The rescued women ran back to their families and there were many tearful reunions.
			

			
				“Knew it was you, Darby,” laughed the old man. “And you caught him? Well done, all of you. But especially you, Faylana.”
			

			
				The old man swept up Faylana in his arms and planted a kiss on her lips. She was so caught by surprise that she let the old drunk slip his tongue into her mouth and reach a hand up to fondle her breast. She realized what she was doing and pushed away from him.
			

			
				“Rickard!” she cried.
			

			
				“Right, right, apologies,” said the old man. “I forget myself. Perhaps some games, Caldric?”
			

			
				“No games,” growled Caldric. “We’ll take Darby and his two top lieutenants with us. Hand them over for our reward from the Burgomaster. The others belong to you.”
			

			
				“I’ll figure out something to do with them,” said Rickard. 
			

			
				“The wugs had nothing to do with all this,” explained Caldric. “They helped us save the women. The mayor’s wife and daughters…”
			

			
				Caldric’s words trailed off as he glanced over at the sad cluster of women who had not run to any family. Emma and her daughters kept their heads down in mourning for the dead mayor. 
			

			
				“Emma? Remember me?” Rickard asked. “I’ve cleaned up your house and you can return there. I’ll look after you and the girls until, well, unless you feel like taking a new husband.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” she murmured, wiping tears.
			

			
				“Right,” said Caldric, suddenly feeling very drained. “We could use a drink.”
			

			
				The heroes and the villagers adjourned to the inn and tavern. They crowded in, as many as would fit, and those that wouldn’t stood outside and flagons and pitchers were passed around. The villagers bought the ale and toasted the heroes. Even some of the rescued womenfolk began to liven up and joined in the celebration. 
			

			
				Rickard gave an overlong speech about justice and a new friendship with the wugs. This brought Quynn, obviously drunk, onto the bar top to shove him aside as she began a striptease that drove the men wild. Tavek coaxed her down and she kissed him and held his bearded face against her nearly bare breasts. Even Simona was in good spirits. She didn’t drink, but she danced with a young girl from the village and ate several bogberry jam tarts.
			

			
				The celebration was still in full swing when Caldric took Faylana’s hand and gazed intently into her blue eyes. Her smile was sweet and secret. So much had happened in the past few days that their relationship seemed permanently altered. But not over. Not ruined. 
			

			
				“Let’s go upstairs,” he murmured.
			

			
				“Yes,” she agreed, feeling a tremor of excitement as the big warrior pulled her into his arms.
			

			
				He took her to a room with a window that looked out on the festivities spilling out of the tavern and into the street. Townsfolk chattered, laughed, and sang as they lifted flagons high in raucous toasts. Caldric pulled the curtains closed. Only the lanterns showed through them.
			

			
				“Caldric,” murmured Faylana, already undressing down to her lace underclothes on the bed, “I know that things have become… complicated… between us and… I am sorry for…”
			

			
				“None of that,” said Caldric in a deep, soft voice full of kindness. He took off his tunic and revealed his muscular torso marked here and there with bruises and scratches from the violence of the past two days. He smiled at her and came over to the bed, admiring her with a twinkle in his eyes.
			

			
				He unbuckled his belt as he gazed down at Faylana. A flush built in her cheeks. She bared her breasts to him, soft and shaped by her pressing fingers, nipples stiffening from her puffy areolas. She parted her thighs and exposed the thatch of pale hair. It did little to hide the delicate pink of her cunt. 
			

			
				“I’m clean,” she said, touching her mound with her fingertips. “I bathed in the stream on the way from…”
			

			
				“From the goblins,” said Caldric, lowering a knee to the bed and moving closer to her. 
			

			
				“Yessss,” she gasped. “My love, you watched me… watched with him… I saw you touching yourself.”
			

			
				“You did,” agreed Caldric, caressing her flat tummy up to her breast. Cupping one breast. Gently squeezing as he leaned in and kissed her neck. 
			

			
				Faylana giggled at his tickling kisses. Seemed to fight to get out her next words.
			

			
				“Caldric, did you like to watch me with a goblin?” 
			

			
				Caldric lifted his lips from her neck. He looked down into those sparkling eyes. Considered how to answer her question.
			

			
				“No,” he finally answered. “I hated it. To see you with anyone else makes me furious.”
			

			
				“Like the wug chief? Or that bartender that you punched? Or—”
			

			
				“Or anyone,” said Caldric, pressing kissing to her ear, her neck, her shoulder, down to her breasts. “But especially that damned goblin. I hate it. But I cannot deny that it also arouses me.”
			

			
				“Oooooh,” she moaned as he pressed several kisses to her breasts and sucked her nipples. His tongue so warm against her straining buds. His fingers pressing between her legs. Stroking her inner thighs. Caressing the hot groove of her quim. “But did you cum from watching me with Greebi? From watching me beg for his cum inside me?”
			

			
				Her words in that moment were not carelessly chosen. She wanted to remind Caldric of just how intense things had become in the cave. To test his feelings on the matter. She suspected, and he was revealing, that they were more complex than simple jealousy or anger.
			

			
				Caldric paused in stroking Faylana’s delicate folds. He lifted his face from the glistening red bud of her nipple. 
			

			
				“Yes,” he admitted. “Yes. Knowing that… that creature was defiling your beauty with… with his seed…”
			

			
				Caldric could not finish his thoughts. They were too repulsive to him.
			

			
				“It made you cum,” finished Faylana. “To know that I was enjoying being ravished by Greebi. Stuffed full of his hot goblin seed.”
			

			
				“Would you stop saying things like that?” growled Caldric.
			

			
				“Mentioning the feel of his bumpy shank rubbing inside me?” She asked. “Or the way his cock bathed my womb in his goblin seed?”
			

			
				Caldric saw the mischievous twinkle in Faylana’s eyes. The smile on those sweet lips. He snarled indignantly, pushing her thighs wide apart as he climbed atop her and thrust forward. Faylana laughed and moaned with pleasured as Caldric buried his hardness in her depths. His cock was certainly not small compared to Greebi’s. It stretched her folds and filled her with his human warmth. She cried out, adoring him with a kiss, wrapping her slender arms around his muscular shoulders.
			

			
				“Always you, Caldric,” she moaned. “My love.”
			

			
				“I will marry you, Faylana,” he growled, the promise sounding almost angry. “I will marry you and there will be no more of this nonsense.”
			

			
				“Marry me?” She gasped as he plowed her cunt with powerful strokes. “Do you mean it, Caldric?”
			

			
				“Aye,” he said, fucking her hard enough to make the bed shake beneath them. “When this adventuring is done, we will be man and wife and… gods you’re tight… hhnnnn… we’ll make a life together. A farm. Or a shop.”
			

			
				“A bakery,” gasped Faylana, her tight cunt gripping against him as her pleasure intensified. “We’ll sell sweets and… ahhhhh… pastries! Cream tarts!”
			

			
				 “Yes,” he groaned. “And you’ll have fat little babies. Human ones.”
			

			
				“Half-human,” she laughed, kissing his lips and wrapping her legs around him. Pulling him deeper. Working her hips under him as he thrust hard and true into her tight elven cunt.
			

			
				“Half,” agreed Caldric, slamming his cock faster into her depths. Feeling his pleasure surge. His balls tighten against the soft knot of her asshole. “Now beg for it, my love. Beg like you begged for that goblin’s seed.”
			

			
				“Ohhhh, but it is not my estrala,” gasped Faylana. “Neither will give me a child, my love. And goblin seed is more potent than human, so if any—”
			

			
				The anger blazed in his eyes. Her words only made him want to cum more. To sire a child in her belly. To prove that his seed was more potent than that damned goblin’s. 
			

			
				“Beg!” he snarled, near the limit of his restraint.
			

			
				She could see it. Her own pleasure wis wiggling her toes and tightening in her core. 
			

			
				“Yes, Caldric! Please. Fill me with your hot seed! Your human seed! Oh, I know it will feel so much better than being filled by goblin cum!” She kissed him and he pressed down on her, his weight pinning her and his lips parting to her. Their tongues swirled together. Caught on those last words. Caldric saw the goblin’s face in his mind. Triumphant. Savage and pathetic. Howling with its beastly pleasure as it sprayed Faylana’s cunt with goblin seed.
			

			
				It was more than he could take. He bellowed his pleasure into that kiss and his cock erupted into Faylana’s tight channel. His release drove Faylana to her own climax. They came together, feeding one another’s pleasure with spurts and squeezes and a hot molten flood that smeared between them. Caldric’s strokes slowed. Faylana’s creamy pussy gently fluttered around him with the final tremors of her climax.
			

			
				“My love,” he whispered against her lips. “My elven bride.”
			

			
				“Oh, Caldric,” she laughed. “I will always love you the most.”
			

			
				Caldric kissed her and smiled, but as he rolled beside her in the narrow bed, he realized her words hinted at a future where he might be first among very many lovers. The realization roiled his thoughts. Storm clouds over the green fields of his happiness.
			

			
				The thought that he might always be a cuckold if his heart belonged to Faylana stung, but it could not diminish his love for her.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Victorious
 
			

			
				By the time Caldric and his companions returned to Zeegendorf from the dreary countryside, the city was in the full throes of the summer festival. The garlanded gates bustled with traders and pilgrims. The smell of flowers, baked pies, and roasted meat mingled in the air. Troupes of entertainers performed in public spaces and the music of bards came from every tavern and restaurant. Caldric kept Darby and his co-conspirators moving with a growl and a yank of the chains.
			

			
				The burgomaster was drunk when they arrived at his office, but in good cheer. He called in a captain of the guards to take Darby and the two other fishermen to the dungeon to await trial. 
			

			
				“Well done! Well done, Caldric! Tavek! My lovely elf!” He sloshed mead from a goblet. “Shall we toast?”
			

			
				“After we’ve been paid, certainly,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Ah! Renumeration! Of course. I understand. Expenses involved. Time is money.” He staggered over to a painting and moved it aside to reveal a huge safe. His body blocked Caldric’s view as the man turned the combination mechanism. With a grunt of effort, he swung the door open and revealed stacks of kroners, zeks, and even a kingzek. He counted a bounty out into a cloth sack and set it upon his desk with a satisfying clink of coins.
			

			
				“That’s… a lot,” said Caldric, hefting the sack.
			

			
				“I could take some back if you’d like,” said the Burgomaster, his eyes drooping drunkenly.
			

			
				“No, no!” said Borto, tugging on Caldric’s sleeve.
			

			
				“Thank you, burgomaster,” added Quynn, casting a last glance back at the sparkling kingzek in the safe.
			

			
				They left the office and went straightaway to the Golden Lancer, one of the finest taverns in Zeegendorf. The wine and stronger liquors flowed freely. A whole roast goose was brought in with honeyed vegetables and trenchers of black bread. Faylana asked for beef, declaring that she “never eats beef” and then devouring a huge grilled slab of meat.
			

			
				Quynn treated herself to a frost berry glace on a flaky triangle of dough topped with cream. It was so delicious, and she was so eager to eat it, that the cream soon decorated her nose and chin. She tried to feed Simona a bite of the delicious tart. Simona opened her mouth for it, then seemed to realize it was too decadent and turned aside at the last moment. She earned a smear of cream on her face for her indecision. 
			

			
				While the party celebrated, Tavek counted out everyone’s portion of the reward. He thumped smaller sacks of coins down in front of each member of the group.
			

			
				“How’ll you spend yours?” asked Tavek, dropping the final sack in front of Caldric.
			

			
				“Maybe put a down payment on a house,” said Caldric. “Or some land for a farm.”
			

			
				“Reagents,” said Borto. “I need some more fire milk and dragon’s tears. Pricy stuff. Devil opals. Hmmmm. Yes, and girls. Some pretty ones to sit on my lap.”
			

			
				“Ahhh ha! There’s a good man!” Tavek clapped Borto on the back and nearly knocked the wizard over. “What about you, Faylana? Throw in with your strapping man there?”
			

			
				“Maybe,” said Faylana, turning the coins over in her hand. “Or maybe finally buy my spell book.”
			

			
				“Yes, a good idea,” said Borto, looking up beneath a bushy eyebrow with a twinkle in his eye. “I would be happy to, ah, extend a small discount and, ah, we could discuss some—”
			

			
				“I’m going to enjoy the festival,” said Quynn. “What about you, Simona? Charity?”
			

			
				“The bell is cracked at the abbey,” said Simona, worrying the string of her sack of gold like a rosary. “I have heard nothing further of Morbus Skorn and the time draws near that I must report back to the sister superior.”
			

			
				“Aw, don’t go,” said Quynn, reaching out to tickle Simona. “We’re just starting to get to know each other. What would I do without you around to torture?”
			

			
				Simona gave the half-succubus a stern look but failed to avoid Quynn’s wiggling fingers. A chair was overturned. A carafe of wine was spilled. The pair ended up on the floor with Quynn mercilessly tickling the paladin. Simona giggled and kicked. Quynn wouldn’t stop tickling, her butt raised shamelessly in her tight trousers. 
			

			
				The laughter grew more and more uproarious. Everyone was watching and laughing along with them. Suddenly, the tickling had stopped and the pair were kissing. Their passionate embrace heated the air in the room. Tavek lowered his cup from his lips and stared.
			

			
				“Uh, I think we’ll head upstairs now,” said Caldric, gently taking hold of Faylana. 
			

			
				“Yes, goodnight,” said the elf. “We are going to go to our room upstairs and fuck in the bed.”
			

			
				Faylana’s guileless honesty barely caused a murmur from Borto and Tavek. They were transfixed by what was happening on the floor.
			

			
				Caldric saw his opportunity to escape and led Faylana out of the private room. Soon, they were together in the privacy of their room and he was tangled up with the beautiful elf beneath the sweat-damp sheets. He made love to her as the summer day turned to the revelry of night. Music blared and fireworks burst in the night sky over Zeegendorf.
			

			
				Beneath the cheering and singing, inaudible to the human inhabitants, came high-pitched chattering in the ancient tongue of vermin. From the grates of sewers all across the city peered hundreds of hateful red eyes.
			

			
				Jealous. Hungry.
			

			
				Searching.
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				What Lurks
			

			
				 
			

			
				Millicent was beautiful in the delicate, large-eyed way of a young woman fresh to adulthood. Her brown hair hung in fat curls that spilled over her shoulders and down her slender back. Her small nose was slightly upturned and there was a trace of sunny redness across her cheeks and the bridge of her nose. Three days into the summer festival of Zeegendorf and she had been out in the sun more than usual. Selling her violets and daisies for coppers and silvers until her basket was empty and the small pouch she carried on her hip was heavy with coins.
			

			
				The only flowers Millicent had left were the wildflowers woven into the wreath that crowned her head. It was the common sign of a flower girl. It also marked her as a maiden, though in truth she had ventured beneath the sheets with a handful of boys in the last few months. She had discovered the pleasures of the flesh and picking flowers and singing in the choir would never hold quite the same appeal.
			

			
				With her basket empty, Millicent was free to take a break from selling flowers. She flirted with a fat old baker and he gave her a sweet roll and a cup of cider. She thanked him with a kiss on his scruffy cheek, his eyes bulging with fantasies of what he might do to the slender girl. But he could only watch from behind his counter as Millicent stole away from the crowds of the summer festival. There was not a quiet place to be found on the streets, the squares, or parks of Zeegendorf. Even the alleys were filled with drunks passed out in the shade and the street whores tending to their customers.
			

			
				Millicent wanted to be alone. She wanted quiet. There was only one place for it with these crowds: the drainage canal that fed into the sewers. It was mostly empty in the middle of summer. Millicent crept down to the stone-lined canal and followed it to the shade of a bridge. Somewhere beneath that bridge, in the cool darkness, the sewer gurgled with the city’s water. 
			

			
				Millicent wrinkled her nose. It smelled worse than she’d thought. She took her wreath from her head and pressed the flowers to her nose, breathing their fresh scent. A band began to play the Call to Arms of the Pauper King, a song much-loved in Tarol. The crowd cheered and Millicent munched on her sweet roll and took the letter from Kristov out from her pocket. She unfolded the letter and once more admired the handsome squire’s neat handwriting and his purple prose. 
			

			
				“Oh, to feast my kisses upon your supple neck. For my hand to find that sweetest flower between your thighs.” The warmth built between Millicent’s legs as she read on. “To taste the peaks of your milk white breasts, with tongue and lips and fevered fingers. To taste the nectar of your flower. To feel your petals part beneath my spear.”
			

			
				She pictured Kristov with his hank of golden hair and the slight whisp of a beard at the end of his chin. He was young and handsome. Destined to be a knight. Landed and sure to be rich. A real man. Worthy of being her husband. Oh, she would give him whatever he desired. With relish. 
			

			
				The sound of the band died away to applause. Someone began to speak on the streets above and it was almost silent down by the canal. Millicent heard a strange, faint scratching nearby. A series of squeaks. Rodent-like, but oddly intentional. Was it a man making a mockery of her?
			

			
				“Who is there?” she called, peering into the darkness under the bridge.
			

			
				“Please,” called a faint voice. “Please… I can’t… help… help me…”
			

			
				Millicent had to strain to hear each word. It sounded like a woman or a child calling out from the darkness beneath the bridge. She put aside the letter and her floral wreath.
			

			
				“Hello? Where are you?”
			

			
				“Here,” said the voice. “Close. Help… help me… please.”
			

			
				She saw movement in the darkness. A woman’s shape. Dark hair and pale features. Eyes wide and worried. Millicent stood and approached.
			

			
				“Come out,” she called. “Come out so I can see you.”
			

			
				“I cannot,” moaned the woman, hidden mostly by the shadows. “Please. Help me. I cannot come out.”
			

			
				“Why not?” wondered Millicent, but her fear was being replaced by concern and even curiosity. The woman seemed beautiful. Even well-bred. What was she doing under the bridge leading into the sewer? 
			

			
				“Stuck,” said the woman. “Caught. My dress is caught.”
			

			
				“Oh, dear,” said Millicent. “Let me help you then, milady.”
			

			
				Millicent walked to the edge of the shadows. She saw more movement. The woman’s face appeared much deeper in the darkness, as though she had moved away. She was smiling.
			

			
				“Where are you going?” called Millicent. The young flower girl took a step into the shadows, following the woman. 
			

			
				She heard the scratching on both side. Felt the small hands grasp her arms. Claws tear at he dress, pulling her down. Red eyes gleamed in the darkness. There were things there. Inhuman things. They were hunched, covered in dark fur. Their tails were long and pink. Their claws were sharp. Their whiskers and noses twitched with excitement. They squeaked and chattered in a language Millicent could not understand.
			

			
				The flower girl tried to scream, but a clawed hand was already over her mouth. Their claws tearing at her dress, exposing her pale body to the dank air. Whiskers tickling against her. Fingers caressing and pinching her bare body. Millicent was so terrified that she barely fought as the ratkin dragged her into the sewer. 
			

			
				The Black Queen watched as the ratkin began to take their pleasure. Squeaking and thrusting. Moving with such bestial lust. The girls frightened moans soon became soft cries of pleasure. The Black Queen listened and watched. She smiled as she played with her tattered skirt. There was madness in her red-rimmed eyes. Pockmarks visible on her once immaculate cheeks.
			

			
				“Soon he will come,” she whispered, her teeth stained and her lips cracked. “The Plague Lord will come.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Innocent Errands and Guilty Wizards
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Three more days?” Faylana shook her head in disbelief. “Even the willow flower celebration in the Golden Wood is only four days from beginning to end. How do you humans make so much merry that it can last six days?”
			

			
				“A lot of booze,” laughed the butcher. Several of his customers chorused their agreement. The bald bastard wet his lips and stared down the corseted front of the comely elf’s dress. “Puts a right blush in a lady’s cheeks. Makes a man want to take her to bed.”
			

			
				“I’d take her to bed sober as a cleric,” muttered one of the customers. 
			

			
				“Will there be anything else?” asked the butcher, continuing to ogle the knife-eared blonde’s creamy mounds straining her corset. 
			

			
				“Um, no, that will be all,” she said. 
			

			
				The beautiful elf hardly noticed the man’s lecherous gaze, but she could feel a certain twinge between her shapely thighs and she knew she had to get out of the butcher’s shop before she behaved foolishly. After the rather difficult adventure to the fishing village, Faylana had sworn to herself to avoid situations that might cause her to embarrass herself or Caldric with her behavior. 
			

			
				It had not been easy. The festival presented a seemingly endless number of opportunities for her to find pleasure. Even the crowded tavern where they were staying was little refuge. Men approached her day and night, wherever she went, seeking her affections in manners ranging from the subtle and elegant to the decidedly crude.
			

			
				Fortunately, the butcher and his customers were well enough behaved to keep their hands to themselves and their comments to muttering. The butcher finished weighing and wrapping the meat and tied a string around the parcel. He passed it over the counter to Faylana and she slipped the hefty package into her bag. The meat was not for her or even Caldric. 
			

			
				It was for Borto.
			

			
				She had come upon the idea when she noticed Borto’s expansive cupboard of reagents was stocked with unusual elven spices. She could season and rub the beef just like her mother would prepare the first elk after the winter’s hunt. She would not endure any further experiments. She would not be helping him with his potions. She was going to cook him a nice meal and then pay him in gold for the spell book he had long promised.
			

			
				Getting to Borto’s workshop was easier said than done. The crowds for the summer festival had not relented in the slightest. In the afternoon warmth, men lounged drunkenly along the roads, jeering at passing women. A passing elf earned twice as many jeers.
			

			
				“Shake your fine ass, elf!” 
			

			
				“Show us your hangers, knife ears!” 
			

			
				Avoiding more drunks meant passing through a concert on a public square. Hundreds of folk were dancing and Faylana became caught up in the whirling dance. A man picked her up and turned her around. She twisted out of his grasp, trying to laugh off his attempt to grope her before moving on from the square. She was sweaty and tired and the meat was dripping through the paper by the time she made it to Borto. A parade was marching past his door and she had to pound as hard as she could stand to get him to answer. 
			

			
				The diminutive wizard with the long white beard and gazed up at her from beneath his huge bushy eyebrows. 
			

			
				“Faylana? What are you doing out there?” He stepped back from the door. “Come in! Come inside. Gods, what an awful racket! Day and night with this horrid festival. Come in, my dear. And what is that you have? Finally done away with your gristle-brained man and decided to bring me his best parts for reagents?”
			

			
				“What?” She went pale at the thought. “N-no, Caldric is fine. He’s back at the tavern. I…”
			

			
				“Only joking, my lovely assistant,” said Borto, resting a hand on her rump and guiding her through the cluttered room and over to his study. He gave her ass a good squeeze before plopping down in his creaky chair. He pushed his floppy wizard’s hat out of his eyes and looked Faylana up and down, admiring her long legs, ample curves, and big, innocent eyes. He stroked his beard thoughtfully. His cock began to stiffen. “Ahem. Now then, have you come to do some more learning? Shall we practice our spells, my dear?”
			

			
				“No learning today.” She hefted her parcel of beef. “I’ve come to cook you this with some of those elven herbs.”
			

			
				“Perhaps we should work up an appetite with some study first,” he suggested, stroking her hip and eyeing a gap between her blouse and her trousers that exposed a slender strip of her toned midriff. 
			

			
				“No,” she said, gently pushing his hand away. “I am going to make you a meal and then you are going to give me the spell book that I have been earning.”
			

			
				“Ah, the tome,” he said, his smile fading. “Yes, promises were made. I suppose, well, there is some value still to be paid off. Perhaps if you assisted me with…”
			

			
				“No.” Faylana’s eyes fairly blazed with certainty. “I have coin to pay the rest. It can’t be much anyway. And I know you have been taking advantage of my, well, my affection for you as a friend, Borto.”
			

			
				“A friend? You are pupil. An assistant. Now then, I have a new groping vines spell that I wanted to--”
			

			
				“Shhhhhh,” she said, pressing a finger to his lips. “Relax. I am going to make you a fine supper. You fetch my spell book, alright?”
			

			
				“Very well,” sighed the wizard.
			

			
				Faylana went to the laboratory and kitchen to begin preparing the steak and soon the entirety of Borto’s home was filled with the rich scent of grilling meat and savory elven herbs. The wizard retrieved Faylana’s spell book and trundled into the laboratory with it. 
			

			
				Borto caught a good look at her bottom as she bent over the oven to marinade the roasting vegetables. So plush. So heart-shaped. It was easy for the wizard to picture her naked, for he had seen her in the buff on several occasions. That delicate golden hair covering her pink folds. The pink divot of her anus. Those creamy cheeks. Those lovely plentiful tits. Oh, how he had dreamed of sucking them and sliding his cock into her. But he had scarcely plucked her flower.
			

			
				“Here is your spell book,” said Borto. “I’ve transcribed all of the spells we practiced, as promised. Ah, however, my handwriting can be a bit difficult to, ah, to read, so perhaps you should…”
			

			
				“Stay the night? Sleep over?” She glanced over her shoulder. “Take off all my clothes and let you fondle me again?”
			

			
				“In the name of education, yes,” said Borto, stroking his beard.
			

			
				“Not today,” laughed Faylana. “Now go and sit down. Your supper will be ready soon.”
			

			
				Muttering to himself, Borto trundled out. He was bitter about missing out on more fun with the lovely elf. He forgot his annoyance when Faylana emerged from the laboratory with a steaming platter of food. There were elven steak pies with sweet carrots. Roasted potatoes and an elf pudding made with syrret berries. The dried berries were expensive and found only in the Golden Wood. But Borto did not complain about her wasting the syrret berries when he tasted how she had plumped them back to life with warm cream. Every dish exceeded his highest expectations.
			

			
				He gorged on two portions and sat back in his chair, belching and wiping juice from his beard. He rested his hands on the stuffed drum of his belly and looked over at Faylana. She was lost in her book, practicing finger positioning as she read each spell.
			

			
				“Keep in mind that those are only simple spells,” said Borto.
			

			
				“Hmm?” Faylana did not even look up as she curled her fingers and mouthed the words of another spell. Violet magic began to crackle between her fingertips.
			

			
				“You’ll want to continue your studies,” said Borto, lighting his pipe and puffing several times to get it going properly. “I can provide you with a more advanced tome when you are ready. I would be happy to teach you. In a friendly way, of course.”
			

			
				“Oh, that reminds me,” said Faylana, snapping the book shut and stuffing it into her bag. “I wanted to return this to you.”
			

			
				She tossed the pouch to Borto. His eyes bulged as he realized what it was and cradled it tenderly in his hands.
			

			
				“Oh, goodness,” he cried. “That was a lucky one. But you should keep it.”
			

			
				He opened the bag to see a reasonable duplicate of his cock and balls nestled in the pouch. This was linked by magic to his own cock and balls. A fact he had enjoyed on more than one occasion when Faylana put it to good use.
			

			
				“No, no,” she said. “I have turned over a new frond. Caldric is all the man I can handle and I have no time for distractions.”
			

			
				Borto did not believe her for a moment, but he thought it impolite to disagree with the beautiful elf. He was confident that given time he would find some other excuse to tease her panties off and have some more fun with Faylana. 
			

			
				“Right, right, of course. Well then, thank you for the supper, Faylana.” He groaned as he stood up from his chair. “Most delicious! And the elven seasoning made the dish. I hope you will consider my offer about the advanced spell book.”
			

			
				“I will consider it,” she said and leaned down to give Borto a kiss on his cheek. “But now I really must go. Caldric is waiting for me to return.”
			

			
				Faylana was proud of herself. She’d done as she planned and avoided the usual traps that Borto might have used to ensnare her. She made her way through the festival crowds, oblivious to all the hungry gazes and the dirty jeering from drunks. She didn’t even notice more than one man brushing up against her with lust and she shook off the one who groped at her breast like he was trying to push his way past her in line.
			

			
				Everything was fine with Faylana until she walked right into him.
			

			
				Taller than Caldric. His body rippled with muscles. His face was more masculine than any human, with a more prominent brow and a square jaw. His features were touched by the savagery of his heritage. She nearly bounced off his unmoving strength and would have fallen if he hadn’t caught her with a powerful hand on her wrist. She gazed up into his dark eyes. His smile revealed the vestiges of tusks.
			

			
				“Ruvar,” she said with a gasp.
			

			
				The half-orc engaged to marry Caldric’s sister. The half-orc who had taught Faylana much about desire. And pleasure.
			

			
				“Why Faylana, how good it is to see you again.” His deep voice seemed loud despite the noise of the crowd surrounding them. “You are looking fair and fit. Where are you heading in such a rush?”
			

			
				“On my way…” Her voice cracked as she remembered the feel of Ruvar’s hands on her shapely body. His huge cock plundering her clutching cunt. Driving orgasm after orgasm deep into her quaking core. Her lips pinched into a line and she said, “I was on my way back to the inn. I’m staying there with Caldric.”
			

			
				“Ah, that’s wonderful,” said Ruvar. “Is it far? I was just on my way to have a drink myself. Care to join me? I hear tell you and Caldric and your friends got up to quite an adventure in that fishing village. Word of that is all over the city.”
			

			
				“Y-yes,” she said. “I mean, yes, we had quite an adventure. But I cannot go with you for a drink. I have to get back to Caldric.”
			

			
				She looked at Ruvar’s hand still holding her forearm. 
			

			
				“You don’t feel it?” Ruvar growled. He pulled her closer. Her breasts heaving in her bodice. Her flat tummy brushing against the bulge of his cock. “The need swells when I see you again, my sweet elf. I will keep you only long enough to have our pleasure. To satisfy the urges that the humans cannot. Come. A friend owns a shop near here. We can use the back room to tame our desires.”
			

			
				“Tame them?” Faylana smiled nervously. She twisted her hand out of his grasp. If he had wished to trap her, she did not doubt he had the strength. But Ruvar let her go. She backed away from him a step. People in the crowd around them were beginning to pay attention to their encounter. A half-orc was rare and an elf was almost never seen in a city the size of Zeegendorf. Faylana glanced around her and then back at Ruvar. “Not today, I’m sorry. Not ever. I must… I must remain faithful to Caldric.”
			

			
				“That’s fine,” said Ruvar. “At least permit me to…”
			

			
				She was already running from him. She had to get away from the handsome orc before her lust won out. She imagined him pressing her against the wall in a shop’s back room. Sliding his cock into her. Squeezing her tits with his strong hands. 
			

			
				Faylana was focused on getting away from him, running down alleyways and pushing past a parading troupe of acrobats. She was close. Almost back to the tavern. Just two streets over and she would be back with Caldric. No more temptation. No more men trying to bend her to their will. Just her loving companion. 
			

			
				She stole down a narrow alleyway between a steamy laundry and a smith gusting with black smoke. She emerged from the hot alley and almost tripped and fell into a drainage canal. Strong hands gripped her and pulled her back from the stone walls and trickling water. Whoever had grabbed her was incredibly powerful. He lifted her off her feet, pivoted, and set her safely back down again with ease.
			

			
				“Ruvar… that was…” 
			

			
				The words died on Faylana’s lips. The man towering over her was a half-orc. One much larger than Caldric or Ruvar. His massively muscular chest was bare but for a worn vest and she could see scars all over his body, from his bald head to his lower abdomen. His tusks were prominent and the numerous scars on his face added to his savagery. An empty heavy scabbard hung from his hip.
			

			
				“No way over the canal there, elf,” he said, smoke from the smithy gusting behind him. “Got to be more careful.”
			

			
				“Y-you’re an orc too?” stammered Faylana, awed by the sheer size of the brute.
			

			
				“Part human,” he said, flexing the huge slabs of his muscles as if to prove that it was a minor, insignificant part. “And what do you mean too? You know many orcs?”
			

			
				“One,” she said. 
			

			
				“What are you called?” 
			

			
				“Faylana,” she whispered, her heart pounding in her chest as she gazed up into the orc’s red eyes. “W-what’s your name?” 
			

			
				“That’s Straka Blackheart,” snickered a man appearing beside the hulking half-orc. He was small and had a ratlike appearance with a tangle of greasy hair and a yellow doublet decorated in a goose pattern. “Straka is the champion of the arena. You ever seen him fight? Undefeated. Seventy-seven wins. Five of them by killing.”
			

			
				“That’s… that’s awful,” gasped Faylana. 
			

			
				“Quiet, Jules,” growled the orc. “Don’t scare the pretty elf.”
			

			
				“I’m not scared,” said Faylana, drawing herself up and holding her satchel against her chest. “My… my man is just through the alley. Staying at the Silver Cup.”
			

			
				“Silver Cup, eh?” Straka rumbled with amusement. “Fancy boy. Lots of gold. Bet not as much as a champion like me. I get whatever I want, sweetling. Whether I gotta buy it or just take it for my own.”
			

			
				“W-what do you want?” stammered Faylana.
			

			
				“You know what he wants!” cackled Jules, winking lewdly at her. “Better give it up to him, elfy.”
			

			
				A part of her wanted it too. Wanted to know what sort of cock this huge half-orc had down his trousers. What sort of lover he would be. But the very fact that this thought entered her mind filled Faylana with a surprising rush of anger.
			

			
				No! This brute would not have his way with her!
			

			
				“Stay back!” cried Faylana, raising one hand and positioning her fingers into a spellcasting posture. The first power words of a spell were already forming on her lips. Straka smiled cruelly. He lashed out with blinding speed, grabbed a handful of Faylana’s bodice, and pulled. The ripping sound seemed to echo down the alley as her entire bodice tore open and her plump tits bounced free. His hands were on her in an instant. Squeezing and shaping her soft flesh. Plucking at her nipples. Faylana cried out, pain and pleasure shooting to her core.
			

			
				“You’re begging for it,” laughed Straka, leaning down to run his tongue across her nipples.
			

			
				The warmth of his tongue sent another tremor through her body. He lifted his gaze to look into her eyes. She saw the lust burning there. She knew what would happen next. What her body wanted. Only one way remained to stop it.
			

			
				She unleashed her spell.
			

			
				 
			

			
				A Roll and a Sip at the Silver Cup
			

			
				 
			

			
				Simona Trueheart’s eyes blazed with anger. The beautiful, redheaded paladin was suffering from a fit of righteous guilt. She stood barefoot, but in her trousers and the torso wrapping she wore beneath her breastplate. Her bare arms tensed. She gripped her warhammer, Fiendbreaker, in two hands and blue vapour emanated from the hammer’s head like steam from frost.
			

			
				“Keep your distance, demon,” she murmured. “I meant what I said. I will send you back to the pit.”
			

			
				“Really? Is that what you want? You came all the way to the room I share with Tavek, burst in unannounced, and threaten to banish me with your silly hammer?”
			

			
				Quynn lounged on the inn’s double-wide bed, one leg over the side and her head propped up on the pillows. The blouse she had chosen barely contained the immense swell of her breasts, heaving and threatening to burst the topmost button. She allowed her little horns to curl from her head and her eyes began to sparkle with her demonic heritage. She rarely revealed her true nature to mortals, but she so enjoyed teasing Simona. 
			

			
				Simona’s hammer began to glow blue and steam even more copiously. The beautiful paladin growled with frustration. She’d had a plan when she burst into the room. An ultimatum. A threat. A warning. It was all slipping away as she gazed at Quynn.
			

			
				“You think this a joke? I am a Sister of the Order of the Silver Chalice! I have devoted my life to the goddess! I will die in combat before I permit you to defile my oath to the goddess.”
			

			
				“Oh, but I think you already have,” purred Quynn, stretching out from the bed and reaching for Simona. “Face it, Simmycakes, you’re sullied by your desire. And I know exactly what you desire.”
			

			
				Quynn knew she was testing the limits of Simona’s restraint, but she couldn’t help blowing the paladin a kiss. Simona’s eyes widened with anger. She howled in frustration, swung the hammer, and smashed the dressing table beside the wardrobe. The furniture exploded into a hundred fragments and the basin of water was dashed against the wall. The head of the hammer left a fist-sized indentation in the plastered brick of the wall. 
			

			
				“My, my,” purred Quynn, rising slowly from the bed. Her blouse did not even cover her midriff. Her loose pajama pants hung low on her hips. She sauntered towards the furious paladin. “I might almost thing you’ve lost control, Simona. That your, mmmm, passions, have gotten the better of you.”
			

			
				“Damn you, demon,” growled Simona through clenched teeth.
			

			
				“Half-demon,” said Quynn.
			

			
				Simona stared as Quynn bit her lower lip. Those luscious lips were so soft. So enticing. They curled into a bewitching smile. The hammer slipped from Simona’s grasp and thumped to the floor.
			

			
				“I could have killed you,” said Simona, suddenly feeling very exhausted. She held a hand to her forehead, feeling the fever of religious ecstasy lifting from her. “I cannot be near you, Quynn.”
			

			
				“And yet you cannot be apart from me, it would seem,” said Quynn, dusting off plaster from Simona’s bare shoulder. She brushed a lock of scarlet hair from the warrior nun’s face. “I have something for you, if you’d like it. Would you like it?”
			

			
				She took Simona’s hand. Kissed it. Held it against her breasts so that Simona could feel the warmth of her overflowing mounds and the powerful beat of her demonic heart. Quynn locked eyes with Simona and moved the paladin’s hand down over her flat abdomen and to the bulge in her loose trousers. 
			

			
				“Goddess,” whispered Simona. Her body seemed to grow hotter as Quynn made her feel the unholy bulge. Touch it and know its thick hose and rounded tip. Not even fully aroused, but stirring as she was made to caress it. 
			

			
				“Look at me, Simona,” said Quynn, beginning to unbutton her blouse and free her plump breasts. Simona obeyed her and stared in awe of the sublime as the demoness revealed her brazen beauty to the paladin. Quynn’s clothing seemed to fall away like dry leaves from an autumn tree, exposing her immaculate pale flesh and the pink of her nipples. 
			

			
				Simona’s gaze was drawn lower, to the stiffening cock that was somehow obscene and delicately feminine. There was the slightest trace of chestnut colored pubic hair around the cock’s root to match the chestnut hair upon Quynn’s head. The demoness had chosen that color for the day. She thought it might beguile the paladin. Remind Simona of spankings from some handsome sister superior at the abbey.
			

			
				It worked. Quynn’s hair color and even style reminded Simona of Sister Ilura Vixley, a comely but rather sadistic sister superior who liked to torment naughty girls with drips of hot wax and silk lashes. Girls giggled about her perverse punishments, always secretly enjoyed by the girl to be punished and, they suspected, the sister superior. Simona, being a most resolute and well-behaved sister, had only rarely been punished by Sister Vixley, but she vividly recalled all three times.
			

			
				“Mmmmm,” she whimpered, her powers and resolve useless in the face of Quynn’s temptation. “How easily I fall… to sin.”
			

			
				“Be grateful, paladin,” purred Quynn, stroking Simona’s cheek, “that you have met a demoness that means you no harm.”
			

			
				“No harm? To desire a demoness? To know a lust-filled heart? To…” 
			

			
				Simona stopped herself shot of speaking the other l-word, but it passed between the two women with a look. Quynn’s smile widened to a grin as she moved in for a kiss. The moment Quynn’s lips met Simona’s, the paladin’s holy anger melted away. The warmth of their embrace could have set fire to the room. Their bodies pressed tightly together. 
			

			
				Quynn drove Simona back against the wall, her breasts pressing to Quynn’s wrapped bosom. The heat of her body stoking Simona’s fires. Her demonic fingers loosened the laces of Simona’s trousers. Glided into her underwear. Touched the soft heat of Simona’s cunt. 
			

			
				Simona sucked in a breath against Quynn’s lips. Her fingers moved down Quynn’s slender abdomen to the obscenity of the cock that jutted from the succubus. Encircled her hardness. Stroked it. So wrong. So unholy. So wonderfully warm and throbbing with need.
			

			
				“Goddess, forgive me,” gasped Simona against the lips of the demoness.
			

			
				“I’m sure she’ll be fine with it,” whispered Quynn.
			

			
				But Simona was listening to Quynn’s words. Her mind was filled with fantasies and unwholesome desires. She pushed back against Quynn, just enough to lower herself to her knees as if she were about to pray to her goddess. But instead of offering prayers, Simona worshipped with her hands and her tongue. She praised Quynn’s cock. She celebrated it and engulfed it in her eager mouth.
			

			
				“Oh my,” laughed Quynn, caught by surprise. She steadied herself with one hand on the wall. Simona was bobbing and slurping most urgently. Quynn felt her pleasure rise by the moment. Her teasing had worked only too well.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Simona, touching herself as she sucked. Forgetting all propriety, all rules and oaths she had sworn, and submitting eagerly to the blasphemy of pleasuring this demon cock with the same mouth she used to sing hymns. She was wanton in her sin. Not just suckling Quynn, but stroking her and licking her purpling crown. Tonguing her dainty demon bollocks.
			

			
				“Enough,” gasped Quynn, lacing her fingers into Simona’s hair. “You must stop! Ah! Simona, it feels too good!”
			

			
				Simona looked up. Her eyes pleading. Her mouth vibrating with need. Her tongue beneath the head of Quynn’s cock as the half-succubus fully exploded into the paladin’s mouth. Quynn’s cock jerked and spurted salty-sweet cum and Simona, without a moment’s thought, swallowed each eruption. The paladin sucked and sucked until the half-demoness was panting and barely able to stand. Finally, Quynn lifted Simona to her feet. 
			

			
				Growling, grinning, Quynn practically threw the girl onto the bed. 
			

			
				“I would believe you are part succubus yourself!” laughed Quynn. “But I assure you, for all your enthusiasm, you are merely an amateur! Allow me to demonstrate!”
			

			
				Quynn bent Simona’s knees back to her chest. Quynn kissed her and then moved lower, soon kneeling at the bedside as Simona’s pert bottom hung slightly over the edge. Her red-thatched cunt glistening. Her delicate anus clenched.  Quynn admired the fairly steaming mound of Simona’s cunt. The half-succubus’s fingers and tongue were skilled in the art of pleasuring man and woman and Simona was a moaning canvas for Quynn’s next masterpiece. Simona’s cries of ecstasy could be heard all over the second floor of the inn.
			

			
				“Did you hear something?” asked Tavek, casting his eyes upward as he sat in the busy tavern on the first floor of the Silver Cup.
			

			
				“Is that damned bard back?” Caldric glanced over his shoulder, but saw no sign of the silver-tongued rogue that had written a ballad about Faylana’s breasts the night before. He grunted with relief. “It was nothing, I’m sure. Just sap in the fire.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm,” said Tavek, unconvinced. “What was I saying?”
			

			
				“You were talking about the paladin,” said Caldric, motioning to the tavern wench for another round of their watered-down ale. Caldric could not help but notice that since returning to Zeegendorf, Simona had become one of Tavek’s favorite subjects of conversation. The bearded dwarf had gone from gentle mockery of the beautiful young warrior woman to outright loathing.
			

			
				“Right,” said Tavek, stroking his beard. “I caught that fire-haired wench nuzzling Quynn’s neck last night. Right there in the hallway. Like two star-crossed lovers out for a boat ride, only where anybody could see them.”
			

			
				“Anybody meaning you,” said Caldric, holding his mug up to be refilled by the waitress. 
			

			
				“Right, well, the stink of sex is about them, Caldric. You saw them, giggling and kissing right in front of all of us. I’m not joking. That pious business is just an act. Simona Trueheart is a whore and she’s after my woman.”
			

			
				“The paladin is trying to seduce your half-succubus girlfriend?” Caldric was amused. “And here I was thinking I had problems with jealousy. We were celebrating and drunk. Men fight to let off steam. Women, you know, tickle each other and kiss.”
			

			
				Tavek raised an eyebrow and gave Caldric a dubious look. 
			

			
				“It’s nothing, believe me,” said Caldric. “They’re just friends. Trust me, I have a nose for these things.”
			

			
				“Uhhh huh,” said Tavek, his doubt only growing. 
			

			
				“Don’t bring it up,” growled Caldric, his mood darkening instantly. Faylana had become a sore subject between the two friends. Her infidelity was no longer much of a secret. Tavek suspected it was extensive and almost constant, which made his friend quite the cuckold to tolerate her cheating. But Tavek was too good a friend to judge Caldric. It did make him sometimes regret that he and Faylana had never…
			

			
				“What’s that faraway look in your eye!?” demanded Caldric.
			

			
				“Eh, nothing,” said Tavek, snapping out of his fantasy. “Where is your fairer half anyway?”
			

			
				“She went to pick up her spell book from Borto,” said Caldric. “She has changed her ways, Tavek. And you know which ways I mean.”
			

			
				“Aye,” said Tavek, hiding his amusement in a sip of ale. 
			

			
				“And what about your fairer half?” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Upstairs getting changed,” said Tavek. “She wants to go to the festival again. She likes to look at dresses and lacy things. Memorizes them and then, poof, puts them on without needin’ to buy anything.”
			

			
				“That’ll save you some coin,” laughed Caldric. 
			

			
				There was a loud thump and a faint sound that resembled a woman screaming from above their heads. A few of the patrons of the tavern paused in their conversations and looked up with concern. A trickle of dust fell from the ceiling onto some unlucky man’s dinner of mashed turnips and ham.
			

			
				“Yessss! Ohhhhh, by the abyss, it’s so deep!”
			

			
				Simona’s feet were in the air. Her thighs parted. Quynn between them, her cock plunging into the tightness of Simona’s near-virginal cunt. Quynn’s plush bottom rose and fell with her heated rhythm. Her cock was straining. Her tits draped against the bandage like wrap still covering Simona’s perky breasts. 
			

			
				They’d moved through several positions and Simona had been wracked by several orgasms, but they had returned to the simplest and most natural position. Their lips close together. Their bodies united in pleasure. Simona leaned up and kissed Quynn. Their lips parting. Their tongues meeting. Quynn’s cock continuing its relentless thrusting inside the paladin’s delicate quim.
			

			
				Quynn was grateful for the bollock-draining sucking the paladin had given her. It allowed Quynn to hold back, restraining her own orgasm and inflicting another upon the quaking cunt of the beautiful warrior nun. Simona arched, her thighs gripping tightly against Quynn. Her cunt clutching and squeezing Quynn’s cock. The tension peaked. Receded. Simona collapsed back onto the bed. Dazed with pleasure. Smiling like a fool.
			

			
				Simona’s smile and her pleasure-heavy eyes were intoxicating to Quynn. The succubus was not sure why she felt such things. She never had with man or woman before. Pleasure was a game. A way to feed if that peculiar hunger came upon her. But this… this was different. She savored it. Felt it in her heart as she kissed Simona and used her tongue to explore Simona’s panting mouth. 
			

			
				Quynn tasted a little of Simona’s essence. Just the slightest sip of the paladin’s soul. So rich! So full of life and goodness! It crackled through Quynn’s body and satisfied her in ways no orgasm could. She felt the sudden urge to drink more. To suck at Simona’s lips and swallow great gulps of her life’s essence.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” gasped Simona, reminding the half-succubus of her purpose. She resumed her hard thrusting, pounding her cock into the paladin’s yielding quim. 
			

			
				“Shall I cum with you this time?” moaned Quynn, kissing Simona’s neck. Sucking at her earlobe.
			

			
				“Yesssss! Oh, please!” Simona clawed at her back. Squeezed Quynn’s thrusting cock with her slick inner walls. “Spill your seed inside me. Let me feel it! Feel your pleasure!”
			

			
				Such words were anathema to everything Simona had been brought up believing, yet they flew instinctually from her lips in the throes of pleasure. She craved Quynn’s climax. She craved it more than she even craved another for herself.
			

			
				The bed shook with their rutting. The small room filled with the sounds of their interlocking pleasure. Wailing and thumping reaching a crescendo as their bodies tensed, united in ecstasy. Quynn’s demonic cock spurted into the depths of Simona’s cunt, defiling her and claiming her innocence completely. They spent an eternity together in that otherworldly moment. Demoness and paladin, joined in sin.
			

			
				After, they lay together, their bodies damp with sweat. Flushed. Slicked in places with cum. Smiling and seeming to glow.
			

			
				“Be truthful with me, Simona Trueheart,” said Quynn, using her fingertip to draw the outline of a heart against Simona’s gently heaving breasts. “You are falling in love with me.”
			

			
				“The way a sinner falls into the pit,” said Simona, smiling from the afterglow of their mutual pleasure.
			

			
				“No jest. Be truthful,” insisted Quynn.
			

			
				Simona’s smile faded. She knitted her brow and looked away from Quynn. “The truth? I am afraid, Quynn. The deeper my feelings become for you, the more I despise myself. That cannot continue.”
			

			
				“Can’t stop either,” said Quynn, leaning over and kissing Simona’s breasts. Squeezing them together so that Simona’s nipples were almost touching and then flicking her tongue between them. 
			

			
				“Ah, stop that,” cried Simona. “You’re not helping.”
			

			
				“Never said I would,” she chuckled and began to suck at Simona’s pert breasts.
			

			
				She began to move atop Simona again. Began to caress her with the intention of discovering new secrets and pleasures with the beautiful paladin. 
			

			
				That was when the shouting started outside.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Pride and Extreme Prejudice
			

			
				 
			

			
				“What do you mean you were attacked?” shouted Caldric, his nostrils flaring and his muscles straining with the intensity of his anger. “Who did this to you? Your dress is in ribbons!”
			

			
				Faylana had never seen Caldric so angry. She knew he wasn’t angry with her, but the way he was looking at her as she tried to hold her ripped bodice in place was scaring her. It was also drawing a crowd. Tavek was watching and so were the patrons filtering out of the Silver Cup. Simona and Quynn appeared, looking a bit tousled.
			

			
				“Everything okay?” asked Simona. 
			

			
				“Some man attacked her in an alleyway,” said Caldric. 
			

			
				“He was a half-orc,” said Faylana softly. 
			

			
				“It wasn’t Ruvar, was it?” Caldric clenched his jaw, remembering what Faylana had once told him about his future brother-in-law.
			

			
				“N-no,” she said. “No. He was much bigger. All muscles. There was this awful little man with him that said his name was… hmmm… Straka?”
			

			
				Caldric’s eyes widened. Several of the patrons of the tavern began to murmur. One ventured, “You don’t mean Straka Blackheart, do you? Why, he’s the reigning champion of Zeegendorf’s Battle Arena. He’s undefeated. He’s even killed several of his opponents. They say he doesn’t have a shred of mercy in him.”
			

			
				Several others murmured agreement. Caldric glanced back at them and the furious expression on his face quieted the crowd.
			

			
				“I don’t care if he’s King Ulbrecht! I’ll smash his face!”
			

			
				“He lives in the arena compound!” shouted someone. 
			

			
				Caldric grabbed Faylana by her bicep and started to move her away from the tavern. She twisted her arm free of his gasp and glared at him.
			

			
				“Caldric Stonehands!” she shouted, stomping her foot on the cobblestones. “Pull the plugs from your ears! I do not want this! I will not have you rushing off to defend my honor! I blasted him with a spell and sent his creepy friend scurrying away. I escaped. They did me no harm other than a ripped dress. Leave it there, my love.”
			

			
				Caldric lowered his voice so only she could hear him.
			

			
				“He meant to rape you,” he said.
			

			
				“It was just a misunderstanding,” she replied. “Just a…not what you said.”
			

			
				“I can allow a lot to slide, Faylana, but not this. I have to confront him.”
			

			
				“Please don’t do this,” said Faylana, fighting back tears. “I don’t want violence. Don’t want… oh, Caldric, he was so very big.”
			

			
				“Caldric is right,” said Quynn, stepping forward and providing Caldric with unexpected support. She put a hand on the big warrior’s shoulder. “Champion of the arena or not, Caldric is right to defend your honor. If he doesn’t, Straka might think he can do it again to you or some other poor girl.”
			

			
				Caldric nodded his thanks to Quynn. Tavek, seeing a chance to get on Quynn’s good side, rushed to add his voice. 
			

			
				“No arena fighter can beat a real warrior like you,” said the dwarf. “Give him what he deserves.”
			

			
				“I will,” said Caldric, drawing himself up as the crowd began to chant in his favor.
			

			
				“This is foolishness,” said Simona, raising her hammer. “Let me speak with this orc. He won’t dare lay a hand on a sister of the Order of the Silver Chalice. I will teach him to respect the sanctity and choice of every woman.”
			

			
				“This isn’t your problem, Simona,” growled Caldric. 
			

			
				She meant to say more, but the white-hot anger in Caldric’s eyes punctured her self-righteousness. She nodded to him and stepped back. Caldric and his friends, along with several curious patrons from the Silver Cup, marched through the crowded streets and to the arena. 
			

			
				The amphitheatre was two-tiered and could seat more than 4,000 people. It towered over the surrounding neighborhood. It had been built a century before and showed its age beneath the fresh coat of white paint for the summer festival. Garlands hung from its arches and banners advertised a grand series of matches for the final day of the festival. 
			

			
				Murals celebrated several fighters, including Straka foremost among them. The painting depicted the half-orc as more of a full-blooded orc, with huge tusks and muscles far more pronounced than any human. He loomed over the other gladiators, tall as a temple steeple, like a giant with blood dripping from his jagged-bladed sword. 
			

			
				“I hope that’s not all to scale,” said Tavek.
			

			
				Caldric wasn’t listening. He stalked past the darkened ticket counter and over to the private quarters where the full-time gladiators lived. The door was behind an iron cage and the cage was locked. Caldric grabbed it and shook it in its hinges. 
			

			
				“Come out!” he shouted. “Come out here, Straka!”
			

			
				He banged on the gate and shook it until the inner door opened. An old, bald-headed man peered out at them. 
			

			
				“Go away,” he said.
			

			
				“Straka!” snarled Caldric. “I demand to see the brute! He attacked this woman!”
			

			
				The old man blinked and leaned to peer through the gate past Caldric. Faylana looked miserable. Caldric had given her his cloak, but she still had to hold an arm across her chest to keep her torn bodice from falling open. 
			

			
				“An elf, eh?” The old man grinned. “Well, Straka is back there, but he don’t want to be disturbed.”
			

			
				“Open the gate,” purred Quynn, sauntering closer. “Pleeeeease?”
			

			
				She leaned her tits against the the gate, the soft mounds overflowing her hastily donned blouse and squeezing between the bars. The old man’s eyes widened. He licked his lips and nodded, unlocking the gate and opening it with a creak of hinges. 
			

			
				“He’s in the arena warmin’ up,” said the old timer.
			

			
				Caldric rushed past him. The others followed. 
			

			
				Quynn lingered. Planted a deep kiss on the old man’s lips. He was caught by surprise by the toe-curling ecstasy of her soft lips. Her fingers stroked his chest. Her breasts mashed against him. He was stunned by the exquisite, almost orgasmic sucking of his life force into her predatory mouth. 
			

			
				The man quivered. His cock twitched and shot his oily seed into his trousers. He gave a whimper and his eyes rolled back into his head as he passed out from the intensity of the kiss. Quynn watched him slide gently down the wall to crumple at her feet. She wiped her lips with her fingers. His essence was dry, almost flavorless. Like the hard tack eaten by sailors.
			

			
				It was certainly nothing compared to the succulent morsel she’d taken from Simona.
			

			
				Not far away, Caldric reached the end of the hallway through the quarters beneath the arena and emerged into the dusty sunlight. The emptiness of the amphitheatre filled him with a moment of awe. Then his attention focused on the enormous half-orc swinging three clubs bundled together. A short, greasy looking man was practicing with his crossbow nearby, shooting bolts into a target behind the hulking orc. 
			

			
				“Straka!” shouted Caldric. “Straka Blackheart! Brigand! Rapist!”
			

			
				“What do you call me?” The orc growled and stalked over. 
			

			
				Caldric was not used to feeling small, but Straka stood more than a head taller than him. The orc’s muscles bulged and rippled beneath Straka’s scarred, pale green skin. His tusks were white against his dark lips. His beady eyes glowered.
			

			
				“I said you’re a brigand and a rapist! I demand justice!” 
			

			
				Straka stared for a moment longer and then began to make a choking sound. The orc’s massive chest shook. The choking became laughter. Straka threw back his head, roaring with amusement. 
			

			
				It was more than Caldric could take. He swung his fist at Straka’s lantern jaw. The blow would have flattened any man. It connected with Straka’s chin and barely turned the orc’s face. It did, however, stop Straka’s laughter. The orc’s attention snapped back to Caldric. He bared his sharp teeth. A few drops of blood stained Straka’s lower lip.
			

			
				“Fight me,” said Caldric. “Fight me or I’ll hit you again.”
			

			
				Straka’s angry snarl became a smile. This enraged Caldric even more. He cocked back his fist to his the orc again.
			

			
				“Careful now,” said Jules, standing behind and to the side of Straka. Caldric spared the greasy little man a glance. Jules was aiming his crossbow at Caldric’s chest. Jules grinned and said, “He won’t fight ya, but I’ll use you for target practice.
			

			
				Straka finally looked beyond the human trying to pick a fight and noticed the dwarf and the women with him. One of them was familiar to Strake. The lovely, fair-haired elf. His huge cock stirred at the sight of her, still wearing her torn bodice.
			

			
				“She’s your wife, is she?” said Straka. “Did not know she was married.”
			

			
				Caldric was surprised by the orc’s words. Not apologetic exactly, but seemingly regretful. 
			

			
				“She’s not my… she’s not married. She’s my lover.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm?” The orc looked back at the human. “You don’t claim her then. What about it, elf? Do you love this man?”
			

			
				“Y-yes,” said Faylana, remembering the hungry look in the orc’s eyes when he’d tried to grab her.
			

			
				“Hmmmmmm.” There was a note of amused contempt in Straka’s wordless reply. 
			

			
				Faylana flushed with embarrassment, though she was not sure why the orc’s response embarrassed her. It clearly infuriated Caldric.
			

			
				“Wed or not, I love her, and you tried to have your way with her,” shouted Caldric. “I demand you fight me. Or are you a coward, hiding behind this weasel’s crossbow?”
			

			
				“I fight for gold,” said Straka.
			

			
				Caldric was furious. He tore the leather pouch containing his remaining coins from their last adventure and he tossed it to the ground at Straka’s feet.
			

			
				“300 zeks, give or take,” said Caldric. 
			

			
				“Not enough,” said Straka. “Not even close. But I’ll take her.”
			

			
				He pointed a finger at Faylana. 
			

			
				“Me? No!” cried Faylana, backing away.
			

			
				“Not a chance,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Only for the night,” said Straka. “And only if I win. I’ll treat her well. Don’t worry about that. Maybe worry that I’ll treat her so well she won’t want to go home to you. I’ll run my tongue over every bit of that elf flesh of hers. I’ll stir her up. With my cock. Do you hear me, human? I’ll fuck her so she never forgets it. Even years from now, when you’re an old man and she’s still, well, an elf, she’ll be dreamin’ of Straka and how he fucked her like you never could.”
			

			
				The orc’s words drove a spear through Caldric’s heart. It wasn’t that he thought every word was true, it was that some part of him, some long-buried part that seemed to be coming to the surface more and more, wanted it to be true. Wanted Faylana to be ravished by Straka. To feel an orc’s huge cock plundering her perfect pink pussy.
			

			
				“This is madness,” said Faylana. “You come here to protect me, Caldric, and then you consider his offer?”
			

			
				“Not considering it!” snapped Caldric, coming out of his reverie. His cock was stiffening in his trousers. He tried to ignore it. “I won’t do it, Straka. Not at that price.”
			

			
				“Then you won’t have your fight,” said Straka, shrugging. He winked at Faylana and wandered away to resume his practice with the clubs.
			

			
				“I can’t let this go,” said Caldric, staring at his rejected coin purse spilling out onto the arena floor. 
			

			
				“Mate, I think you should,” said Tavek. “Did you see the size of ‘im? A colossus. Muscles as big as tree trunks and fists the size of hams. I wouldn’t last—”
			

			
				“You wouldn’t,” agreed Quynn, stepping past Tavek to address Caldric. “But Caldric could beat him. Isn’t that right, Caldric?”
			

			
				Caldric looked up from the coins and into Quynn’s eyes. He didn’t remember them being so beautiful. Sparkling quite so much. Filling him with confidence. With the need for revenge.
			

			
				“That’s… that’s right,” he said. “I’ve taken down bigger foes than this orc.”
			

			
				“Like what?” scoffed Tavek.
			

			
				“Don’t,” warned Faylana.
			

			
				It was too late. Caldric’s mind had only needed a little push from Quynn’s power. He stalked over to Straka and shouted, “Very well, orc! We fight it out. If I win, you apologize in the town square tomorrow. Apologize, admit you were beaten, and pay me the wager in gold.”
			

			
				“And when I win? What do I get?” 
			

			
				Straka swung the three clubs with enough force to break a man in half. Caldric didn’t flinch. He was possessed with confidence. Fearless.
			

			
				“The gold and a night with Faylana,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Faylana, is it?” Straka looked past Caldric as if he weren’t there and grinned at Faylana. “Faylana, I look forward to getting to know you better. I will beat your man and then I will show you pleasures you cannot even imagine.”
			

			
				“When do we fight?” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Before sundown. Here. You can bring your friends if you’d like, but no one else. I don’t like ambushes.”
			

			
				“Then it’s settled,” said Caldric, offering the orc his hand to shake.
			

			
				Straka, amused by the gesture, gingerly shook Caldric’s hand. Caldric didn’t mind the orc’s arrogance. He was confident that he would triumph over the brute.
			

			
				Everything seemed perfectly settled to Caldric right up until they emerged from the arena and Faylana pulled him aside. Her blue eyes were burning with anger he had never seen before. Her fingers twisted in his tunic. She pushed Caldric into a secluded alcove just off the ticket taker’s counters of the arena. 
			

			
				“You fool!” she cried. “What have you done, Caldric?”
			

			
				Tavek and Simona, embarrassed for them both, continued to the tavern. Quynn pretended to follow with them, but then doubled back to watch Faylana and Caldric arguing. She was not disappointed in the show.
			

			
				“I had to do it!” protested Caldric. “He attacked you!”
			

			
				“And I defended myself!” Faylana fumed. “It was done. Was your pride wounded because you did not protect me? Or is it… is it something else?”
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				Faylana lowered her voice before answering him. Her words would have been inaudible to Quynn if the half-succubus were merely human. But her unholy heritage granted her the ability to see in darkness or hear at greater distances. She heard all too well what Faylana had to say to Caldric.
			

			
				“I know what you like, Caldric,” murmured Faylana. “Do not pretend it is not so. I have seen you watching before. Seen you enjoying it. You wish to see me with that awful brute. Perhaps I should have just yielded to his desires there in the street.”
			

			
				Caldric was gobsmacked. As much for the truth that Faylana had finally recognized as for her willingness to confront him with it.
			

			
				Of course, he denied it all.
			

			
				“Absolutely not! What? Nonsense, Faylana! I love you—”
			

			
				“I did not deny that,” she said. “I love you too, Caldric. But there were times before when you seemed to…”
			

			
				“Those times are past. Mistakes. You said they would not happen again and I would never wish to subject you to such a thing,” he said. “I want you, my sweet. My angel. My beautiful elf. I do not want any other man to have you. I will beat this brute and teach him a lesson.”
			

			
				He pulled her closer. She looked up at him, her eyes full of emotion.
			

			
				“You will? You promise?” she whispered. 
			

			
				“I promise you,” he said and embraced her tightly. In the quiet of the alcove, Caldric pressed his lips to hers. She answered him, relieved by his promise and excited by the hunger in his kiss. His strong hands slipped under her borrowed cloak and caressed her plentiful curves.
			

			
				Faylana forgot her misgivings in Caldric’s powerful arms. Her lips yielded to his and her body was warmed and tempted by his brazen touch. He fondled her breasts right there in almost plain sight of the street. He bared her tits and kissed them. She cried out against his shoulder, clinging to him as he sucked at her sensitive buds. As he kissed them, he thrust his fingers into her trousers. He knew his way to the hot furrow of her quim. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh, Caldric,” she gasped as his fingertip brushed her clit. “Right here? Now?”
			

			
				“Aye, my love, I cannot wait,” he said. “Do you feel it? Feel my need.”
			

			
				He took her hand and placed it upon his cock, straining in his trousers with such vigor that she could feel the entire shape of it through his leathers. She gasped as he plunged his fingers into her slick cunt. As his lips returned to hers. She untied the laces of his trousers. Reached her hand into his underwear and grasped the fat hose of his cock. Fully engorged. The head oily beneath her thumb. 
			

			
				Breathlessly kissing him, she worked her hand on his cock and finally answered, “Oh, I feel it. You’re so hard, my love.” 
			

			
				“And you are so wet,” he replied, his words hot against her lips and his fingers pumping into Faylana’s clutching cove.
			

			
				Such an alignment of desire and opportunity could lead in only one direction. With crowds passing by only a few paces away, Faylana turned away from him in the tight space and lowered her trousers beneath the firm peach of her bottom. She bared herself to Caldric and held his cock in her hand, stroking him and rubbing his tip against her pert buttocks and the backs of her creamy thighs. 
			

			
				“Take me, my love,” she moaned, arching her back and presenting the swollen folds of her cunt. “All day at this damned festival I have been vexed by men who desired me, but I kept myself for you. My sweet warrior. My handsome protector. Make me yours, Caldric.”
			

			
				Caldric held her shapely hip with one hand and rested the other on his shoulder. He didn’t need to spare a hand for his cock. Faylana was stroking him against her soft folds.
			

			
				He thrust his cock home. Her heated channel surrendered to his hardness and he was enveloped by her hot elf cunt down to his root. He drove Faylana’s body against the wall, thrusting into her with immediate abandon. It felt too good. He needed her too badly. 
			

			
				“Goddess of the vale,” she cried, her soft tits swinging and colliding with the stone archway. One foot and one leg out of the concealing shadow of their alcove. Caldric fucked her without relent, his cock plunging to her core and back out again. His muscular hips collided with her plush bottom and his heavy bollocks swung a steady rhythm against her clit.
			

			
				They were fortunate that a band of pipers passed them just then for Faylana began to cry with pleasure. Her quaking ecstasy formed around Caldric thrusting cock. It was a storm of pleasure, rippling up from her core and crackling from her clit. She pushed back against him. He grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head up and kissing her neck and shoulder from behind. 
			

			
				“Yes, my love! Fuuuuuck!” Caldric cried out with pleasure against her neck, pounding into her with his full weight. Her velvet quim clutched at him and drove him over the edge. Faylana was still cumming as Caldric buried his cock deep and erupted into her trembling cunt. The hot rush of his seed slicked his cock and overflowed Faylana’s tight cunt. Milky cum dripped from her folds and down Caldric’s bollocks as his strokes slowed. His cock, still hard, twitched out the last of his seed.
			

			
				For a few glorious seconds, locked together in the afterglow, Caldric and Faylana shared an intimacy that only true love brings. It was only as there were cheers that they recalled they were steps from the festival crowd and many onlookers had watched them embracing in the alcove. A stern-faced guard was approaching. 
			

			
				“Quickly now, my love,” said Caldric, helping Faylana drape his cloak over her body. He stuffed his cock into his trousers and fumbled with the laces. 
			

			
				“Alright there,” shouted the city guard. “What are you on about back here? Out with you!”
			

			
				Caldric and Faylana laughed and fled hand in hand. The guard shouted and chased after them, but the crowd of cheering onlookers helped them to escape by slowing the guard’s progress. Caldric received several slaps on the back and words of encouragement. Faylana more than one passing squeeze of her bottom as they fled back to the Silver Cup.  
			

			
				Faylana giggled most of the way to the inn, but dark clouds came over Caldric’s mood. He remembered the fight. He remembered, with a nervous glance at Faylana, the terrible stakes of his wager with the gladiator.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Honorable Fool
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric brandished the ironwood club that had been chosen for the fight by Straka. He preferred any sort of sword to this blunt weapon, but Straka had told him, “I would rather not be forced to kill you.”
			

			
				Caldric grimaced and strode forth from the challenger’s tunnel and into the arena. There was no fanfare. No roaring crowd. Just a ring of torches and a few friends watching from the stands behind him. Tavek, Quynn, Simona, and some old drunk named Krevan that tagged along to watch the fight. 
			

			
				Faylana stood in the middle of the arena, as had been agreed beforehand, dressed in a plain white gown. The evening breeze caught her hair and tugged the white fabric taut against the mounds of Faylana’s breasts. Only Jules, the crossbow-wielding cutpurse, watched from the stands above the champion’s tunnel. 
			

			
				Faylana’s blue eyes wire wide with fear. She met Caldric’s gaze and that fear infected him. He began to doubt the wisdom of his decision to challenge Straka. He glanced back up at the stands. Quynn was keenly focused on him. She smiled. Her otherworldly violet-tinged eyes sparkled. 
			

			
				Caldric felt a surge of confidence and bravado. He thumped his club against his chest. Where was the champion of the arena? Where was that savage scoundrel? 
			

			
				“Where are you, Straka?” bellowed Caldric. His words echoed from the empty seats of the amphitheatre.
			

			
				The door to the champion’s tunnel swung open with such force that the heavy door cracked loudly against the inner wall of the amphitheatre. Straka came roaring out, his face daubed with red paint and his muscles seeming even bigger than before. Rippling and bestial. Savage. He bared his white teeth in a smile that fully revealed the size of his tusks. Caldric fought back panic as he imagined Straka easily bashing aside his club and tearing out his throat with a bite of those tusks.
			

			
				“You are a fool, human!” shouted Straka. “But I will not gloat over you when I have your woman. I will leave and enjoy her.”
			

			
				Straka laughed. Faylana cringed in despair. Shackled to the post at the center of the arena, she could not go far from either man as they circled closer to one another.
			

			
				“You’ll be telling all of Zeegendorf how you were taught some manners by Caldric Stonehands!” shouted Caldric, swinging his club. This prompted a reassuring cheer from his comrades in the stands. 
			

			
				“You teach him, Caldric!” cried Faylana.
			

			
				“Give him a good bludgeoning!” shouted Tavek, leaping atop his seat.
			

			
				Straka grimaced. He was accustomed to the stands being full of men and women cheering for him. Hearing even a tiny bit of enthusiasm for his opponent was finally the thing that unleashed the true anger of the hulking orc gladiator.
			

			
				“The only lesson today is for you,” growled the orc. 
			

			
				He launched himself with speed that defied his immense size. He swung his club in a perfect arc to connect with the chest of his opponent. He could almost imagine the ribs breaking and his foe crumpling. 
			

			
				But Caldric was ready for such a move. He had been told it was coming by Krevan, the old drunk from the Silver Cup. Krevan was an avid fan of the arena fights every month and twice in summer. He had seen Straka win dozens of times and told Caldric that every match opened with an immediate, headlong charge from the massive orc.
			

			
				With Straka barreling towards him in what seemed like slow motion, Caldric could still hear Kravan’s words ringing in his head. “Catches ‘em off-guard most times. Even when it don’t, he’s right there on top of whoever he is fighting. Not much chance against an orc that size. Not unless you can do something right away.”
			

			
				Doing something right away was what Caldric had planned. As the blow from Straka came towards his chest, Caldric ducked, rolled aside, and drove the head of his club into Straka’s side. Straka’s swing went far wide and before the orc realized what was happening he felt a blow jam into his ribs. Pain shot through his muscle and into his bone and Straka was staggered. Caldric struck again, the flat of the club across the rippling back muscles of the orc.
			

			
				This blow did nothing to Straka. He barely even registered it as he turned to confront the human. 
			

			
				Straka glared with anger and lashed out with his fist, punching the incoming club aside. With his other hand, Straka swung his own club. The blow landed with such force that Caldric flew five or six paces across the dusty floor of the amphitheatre. His club was just out of reach.
			

			
				“Better than most,” said Straka and he spit into the dirt, rolling his shoulder as he stalked towards Caldric. “Now yield before I beat you into submission.”
			

			
				Caldric pushed himself up on his hands and knees. He had only a moment to think. He looked from the approaching orc to Faylana, standing tied to that pillar, her eyes wide with fear for his life. 
			

			
				“Never,” said Caldric, forcing himself back onto his feet. 
			

			
				He grabbed his club and brought it around just in time to meet Straka’s next swing. The force of the blow shook through Caldric’s arms and vibrated his brain. He shook it off. Tried to dodge the orc’s next swing and ended up with a bad blow to the arm. It didn’t feel broken, but skin had torn open and blood was dripping down his forearm and from his fingers. Straka swung again and Caldric blocked it one-handed and countered with a kick. His boot thumped into Straka’s tree trunk of a left leg.
			

			
				Another swing of clubs. Another crack of the two weapons meeting. This time, Straka punched with his hand guard and busted Caldric’s lips. Caldric responded with a swing and twist of his club, entangling both weapons and losing them both in the sand.
			

			
				“That’s alright,” laughed Straka. “I’ll beat you into a paste with my fists.”
			

			
				He flexed his huge fingers and curled them into fists that seemed as big as Caldric’s head. One swing caught Caldric in the chest. Another in the chin. Blood gushed from Caldric’s mouth. He swung. Missed. Reeled. Straka swung again and again, pummeling Caldric. Staggering him. Driving him to a knee. But Caldric stood up again and took another swing. His left eye was swelling shut. His shirt was soaked with blood. His guard was failing. His counters were becoming pitifully weak.
			

			
				“Give it up before I have to do some permanent damage,” said Straka, cocking back his fist for another hammer blow to Caldric’s face.
			

			
				Caldric spit blood. Tried to bring up his guard.
			

			
				“I’ll never—”
			

			
				“He yields!” cried Faylana. “Caldric yields!”
			

			
				Straka’s swing stopped with his fist barely a finger’s width from Caldric’s nose. Caldric protested. Staggered back. Fell to his knees. Blood dripped from his chin. He met Faylana’s gaze. Shame burned in his face. 
			

			
				“I didn’t yield,” he muttered. 
			

			
				No one heard him. Faylana wasn’t even looking at him. She was staring at Straka as the huge orc laughed and triumphantly scooped her into his arms. Caldric saw her white gown swing through the air as the orc flung Faylana over his shoulder and departed from the arena. 
			

			
				“No,” groaned Caldric, wiping blood on the back of his hand. 
			

			
				“Easy there, lad,” said Tavek, helping Caldric up as he tried to stand. “It’s over. You lost this one.”
			

			
				“Can’t lose it,” said Caldric. 
			

			
				“But you did. And we were all rooting for you,” said Quynn, who seemed more interested in where Straka was taking Faylana. 
			

			
				Simona brushed past her, shooting the succubus a dirty look before climbing down into the arena. The paladin began to tend to Caldric’s wounds. Numerous, but minor. A lot bruised and bloodied, but nothing broken. 
			

			
				“You were a fool to challenge him,” murmured Simona. “But I know you didn’t do it all on your own. I saw that look from Quynn. She put you up to it somehow.”
			

			
				“No,” protested Caldric. “No, it was me. I was the fool. I thought I could beat him. Now she is... she…”
			

			
				Caldric stared at the yawning blackness of the champion’s tunnel. He felt like he should run down the tunnel and stop what might already be occurring in the champion’s bedchamber.
			

			
				“Best not to think about it, old friend,” said Tavek. “Let’s get back to the Silver Cup. A few pints will do you well. And whatever happens now is going to happen.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Undefeated in the Arena
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was almost worse to Faylana that Straka did not throw her down on his bed and claim her immediately. That would have been in keeping with what she expected from a barbican like him. Instead, he set her down on her feet in his spartan quarters and began to undress. She watched as he removed his blood-smeared tunic and took down his tight trousers. She suppressed a gasp as he removed his underclothes and revealed his massive, untrimmed cock that dangled between his legs.
			

			
				More akin to a mule than a man, it was a slightly darker shade of green than the rest of him. Hairless and huge. She felt dizzy just looking at it.
			

			
				“They always get that look when they see it,” he chuckled. “Don’t worry. It won’t hurt.”
			

			
				“You’re a monster,” she said.
			

			
				“It’s what I’m used to hearing,” he laughed. “Go on, elfy. Say your piece. Just don’t try no more of those spells. Didn’t much like that earlier. We all agreed you were mine if I won. Right?”
			

			
				“I agreed,” she reluctantly admitted. 
			

			
				“Mmmm.” Straka’s lips curled into a smile. He sauntered past her and into a private lavatory complete with a tub full of steaming water. Faylana found she could not look away as the huge orc lowered his sculpted, scarred body into the bath. He groaned as his chiseled abdomen and huge cock sunk beneath the surface. He leaned his neck back against the rim of the tub. “Always need a bath after a fight. Jules knows to have one ready for me.”
			

			
				“The rat with the crossbow?” 
			

			
				“Mmmm,” said Straka, picking up a washcloth hung over the side of the tub. “Come here now, elf. Wash me.”
			

			
				Reluctantly, but also curiously, Faylana joined Straka at the tub. She stole a glance of his huge body stretched out under the soapy water. He slid higher so his chest broke the surface. Straka handed her the washcloth. Almost without thinking, she began to wash his chest and shoulders. He groaned with satisfaction and relaxed against the side of the tub. Faylana traced every muscle that bulged from his neck, shoulders, and chest. His upper arms. His abdomen.
			

			
				She found that her excitement was building. She had to fight not to hurry her hand closer to his still partly flaccid maleness. As her touch drew closer and closer, she pressed her breasts against the rim of the tub, not realizing that the water there soaked her white gown and made it nearly transparent. 
			

			
				Straka was watching all this with one eye open. 
			

			
				“You’re getting close,” he murmured, watching her hand descend with the washcloth towards his cock. He shifted and lifted his hips so the tip of his cock broke the water’s surface. The green head of his cock still partly covered by his foreskin. “Go ahead, elf. Wash me. Feel it in your hand.”
			

			
				“Y-yes,” said Faylana. “Only because I agreed.”
			

			
				The soft washcloth wrapped her fingers as she grasped his maleness. Still not fully engorged. Her caress spreading lather down his shaft as it swelled beneath her fingers. The foreskin rolled back naturally. The crown fully revealed. Huge. It sent pangs through her cunt and to her core. She trembled, her breathing becoming heavier as she worked the washcloth down under the water to fondle and massage his huge bollocks. Her focus was intense. Her eyes wide and taking in every detail as she marveled at its size.
			

			
				“So much bigger than your man’s, isn’t it?” rumbled Straka’s voice, reminding her that she was not alone with his huge cock.
			

			
				Faylana considered lying to Straka. Defending Caldric’s manhood. But she knew she could not. Straka’s was much bigger. In fact, she could not imagine any human having a cock this size.
			

			
				“Yes, it is bigger,” she softly said, working the washcloth up the shaft, over the crown, and back down again.
			

			
				“Bigger than any you have had before,” said Straka, caressing her neck. As she washed him, he worked his fingers under one side of her gown to pull it down from her shoulder. He grunted, “The other side too.”
			

			
				Faylana knew what he wanted to see. The attention of men seemed to gravitate to her chest. Why should this orc be any different? She slid the gown from her other shoulder and felt the waterlogged fabric separate from the plump mounds of her breasts. Her tits felt cool as the water on them met the air. The gown slipped lower still. Down to her waist. She leaned her breasts across the rim of the tub, squeezing them with her body’s weight. 
			

			
				Straka grinned. His hand was upon her tits in a moment. Though not rough, he was not shy about touching them and squeezing them. Playing with her sensitive nipples as she continued to wash his cock. In fact, his maleness jutted up from the water like the mast of some ship sunk in the shallows.
			

			
				“Don’t fight your desire,” said Straka, lifting her face towards him with a finger under her chin. “Pleasure me, elf. Pleasure my cock with these beautiful elf tits.”
			

			
				There was no thought of Caldric in her mind as Faylana rose higher on her knees, letting her dangling breasts drag against Straka’s cock. She abandoned the washcloth and let both of her hands grasp his huge hardness. The weight of her tits draped across his cockhead. Bounced with each stroke. Soap slicking her fingers. 
			

			
				“Good,” grunted the orc, shifting and pushing cock against her breasts. Between them. It felt only natural to press her mounds together around him. To gasp his name softly as she captured him in that incredibly soft valley. Squeezing so gently around him. Slipping and sliding on his length. His cockhead and some of his length poking up from between her mounds. She moved faster, panting with effort, her hair trailing into the water as she worked her breasts around his cock.
			

			
				“Like this? Is this what you desired?” She asked him.
			

			
				“For a start,” grunted Straka. “Fear not, elf. I will… hmmmmm… keep you entertained all night long.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhh!” cried Faylana, her cunt trembling at the thought. 
			

			
				This made Straka laughed. He cradled her head, urging her chin down until he felt her tongue upon the head of his cock. Her tongue and soft lips greeted his cock each time it thrust between her tits. Faster and faster. So soft and warm. 
			

			
				“Yes,” groaned Straka. “Just like that. Show me how you pleasure an orc.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” she moaned, her lips stretching against the crown of his cock. Precum upon her tongue. His cock straining. His balls tightening. Shaft throbbing between her tits. 
			

			
				With a sudden jerk, her mouth was filled with the taste of him. The hot, thick spurts of his seed crossed her tongue and she swallowed. Again and again, she swallowed, even as his seed was dripping from her chin and overflowing her mouth. 
			

			
				She did not relent, squeezing tightly with her breasts from both sides of his cock. Wanking him and stroking him until he grunted and relaxed back into the water. His cock slid from her cleavage so that only the tip was still poking out of the water. Cum smeared her breasts and dripped from her chin. The thickness of it lingered in her throat and the weight of it sat like guilt in her belly.
			

			
				“Goddess,” she murmured, out of breath from her efforts.
			

			
				“Rest,” said Straka. “Clean yourself. Then undress and wait for me in the bed. I will show you what it means to be fucked by a champion.”
			

			
				Faylana’s cunt ached with need. She cleaned her breasts and her face with the washcloth and departed for the bed, her gown slipping from her shapely hips as she walked. Straka watched her firm, round buttocks as she went and grinned with satisfaction. Her back was turned to him and he could not see the smile upon her face.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Need to Know
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Enough,” growled Caldric, tossing the damp cloth from his lacerated brow. “Only time will mend me. Now leave me, Simona. Leave me, all of you.”
			

			
				Caldric sat upon his bed, his knees pulled up to his chest and his face a mass of bruises and cuts from his fight with Straka. For as bad as he looked, he felt worse. He was guilty for forcing the situation, angry at himself and at Straka. And he was perplexed by Simona’s words about Quynn. Had she really manipulated him? To what end? Simply to see him lose?
			

			
				“It’s good that you are angry.” 
			

			
				Caldric started. He had thought himself alone, but while the others have left him, Quynn had lingered beside his bed. He did not remember her changing into tight black trousers and a black corset, her hair black and braided into a tight tail down her slender back. She was beautiful, but that beauty disturbed him more than anything.
			

			
				“What do you want, demoness?” he demanded.
			

			
				“Now you sound like Simona,” she laughed and sat upon the edge of his bed. “Caldric, don’t be cross with me. I wanted you to win tonight. I did, truly. I cannot stand brutes like Straka, so I cheered you on.”
			

			
				“You did more than cheer me on,” he said. “That sparkle in your eye…”
			

			
				She met his gaze. Her eyes sparkled again. Filled him with confidence once more. Stoked his anger. Teased his desire so that it stiffened in his trousers. But his desire was not for Quynn. Not for Faylana even. It was that urge he repressed. The one he denied.
			

			
				He wanted to see what the orc was doing to Faylana. 
			

			
				“You have to know, don’t you?” said Quynn, taking his hand. She kissed his fingers and a thrill went through him. His cock twitched. “You want to see them together. To see her… being taken by the orc.” 
			

			
				“Yes, damn you,” he muttered. 
			

			
				“Admitting what you want is the first step towards having it,” she purred. “Straka will not be expecting us to go back to the arena. Let us go, Caldric. Go and watch him with your lover.”
			

			
				She pulled him to his feet. Pulled a cloak on over his blood-flecked tunic and helped him into his trousers. He hated himself for letting her goad him into this, but he could not deny that she was right. He wanted to see it for himself. He tried to tell himself it was just to be sure Faylana was not mistreated, but that wasn’t it at all. In fact, a part of him wanted to see her mistreated. At least a little. To see her being savagely fucked like he never fucked her.
			

			
				“I’ll go,” said Caldric. “But not a word of this to anyone else. And you stay here.”
			

			
				“Not on your life,” purred Quynn. “I’m going with you. But I’ll keep your secret, Caldric. It’s more fun that way.”
			

			
				Caldric could not see that her smile was mocking him for a secret that was already known by most of his companions. He started towards the door, but Quynn pulled him back.
			

			
				“Not that way. I don’t want Simona to see us leave. We’ll go out through the window.” She opened the hinged pains and helped Caldric out into the cool night air on the rooftop. The Silver Cup was packed and a few in the street below called out to them as they climbed down. Caldric dropped past smoky windows lit with lanterns and light from the tavern’s hearth. He could hear the music of a bard and almost make out words that he imagined mocked him.
			

			
				Caldric and Quynn set off like two thieves in the streets. The festival continued into the night, though it became much bawdier. Drunks and whores took over. Lewd dancers enticed men to pleasure wagons and young couples paid good coin to get a glimpse of a caged gertling inside a tent. Couples and even threesomes fucked by the banks of the river, moving in shadows and moonlight and scrambling away half-dressed when a guard approached with a lantern.  
			

			
				Caldric winced as they scaled a fence and dropped down a narrow alleyway. Quynn moved with the grace of a cat, seeming almost to float over obstacles as Caldric limped along behind her. At last, they reached the arena once more. Quynn opened the gate with a set of picks and they crept inside.
			

			
				They didn’t make it far before they heard a soft click from nearby and a familiar rasping voice.
			

			
				“What do we have here? Back for another round, are you?” Jules stepped out of the shadows with his crossbow in hand. Caldric reached for his sword, but he hadn’t brought it. Jules warned, “Now, now, loser. One more move like that and I’ll put a bolt through your heart.”
			

			
				“No, you won’t,” said Quynn, stepping between Caldric and Jules. She whispered to Caldric, “Go. I’ll handle him.”
			

			
				She pressed closer to Jules, the crossbow aimed at her creamy decolletage as she smiled sweetly at the sleazy cutpurse. Caldric watched a moment longer as Quynn stroked Jules’s shoulders and began to whisper to him. Her hand crept lower, pushing the crossbow aside as she reached for the man’s belt. 
			

			
				Caldric turned away from the sight. He did not know what Quynn intended, but he would not stand there and watch her with this lecherous creep. He continued down the tunnel, towards the quarters of the gladiators, now mostly empty. He heard a sound echoing into the hall. A soft, rhythmic thumping punctuated with the delicate cries of a woman. 
			

			
				Faylana! There can be no doubt!
			

			
				Caldric’s hands tightened into fists. The saliva dried up in his mouth. His cock stiffened in his trousers as he crept closer and closer, hearing the unmistakable sounds of rough sex and furniture being pushed to the limit. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, goddesss!” cried Faylana. “It’s so big! It’s going to tear me in half!”
			

			
				“You can take it,” rumbled the deep voice of Straka.
			

			
				Caldric reached the doorframe. His heart was pounding like cannon shots in his chest as he leaned against the frame and pushed on the door. It opened just enough for him to see inside. By the candlelight, his worst fears and guiltiest fantasies were revealed in a lurid, nightmare scene of lust. Faylana was on her hands and knees on the gladiator’s bed, her fingers twisted in the sheets and her back arched. Her plush tits dangled pendulously beneath her ribcage, swinging to-and-fro and slapping against her as the hulking orc, seemingly five times her size, plowed his massive cock into her pussy. 
			

			
				Oh, but it was massive! Caldric’s cock throbbed at the sight of the orc’s huge member, stretching Faylana on each inward thrust and gripping by her taut cuntlips on each backward stroke. The half-orc’s muscled rippled. His big hands held Faylana by her slender waist as he pulled her back and slammed his cock into her again. And again. And again. Huge bollocks swinging. Pale green buttocks clenching. 
			

			
				“It’s what you wanted,” purred Quynn, appearing at Caldric’s side. Her words might as well have been a tongue in Caldric’s ear. She whispered, “It’s what she deserves.”
			

			
				Quynn’s hand slid into Caldric’s trousers. Her fingers encircled his hard cock. She chuckled as she felt the copious precum already oozing out and smearing inside Caldric’s underwear. She began to stroke him and Caldric, paralyzed by the sight of the woman he loved being fucked by the man who had beaten him, did not resist her.
			

			
				With her other hand, the succubus opened her own trousers and let Caldric see the delicate cock she used to pleasure Simona. She stood hip-to-hip with him, stroking him with one hand and herself with the other, their cocks close as they both watched through the cracked door.
			

			
				“You’re being too rough,” cried Faylana. “It hurts!”
			

			
				“Does it really? Should I stop?” The orc slowed and then stopped his strokes.
			

			
				“Nooo,” moaned Faylana, looking back at him.
			

			
				“I knew it,” laughed Straka. “You sluts are all the same. Pretend to be afraid of me, when you’re really addicted to me. And once you’ve been fucked by this orc cock, you will never want human cock again.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh,” whimpered Faylana, her head dropping to the bed, but her ass still raised as Straka resumed fucking her. Hard flesh slapped against soft flesh. Faylana’s juicy cunt engulfed Straka’s plunging cock with a lewd sound. Straka smacked her bottom with his hand. He grabbed her head and pushed it down into the pillows as he fucked harder and harder.
			

			
				Caldric had never imagined treating Faylana like that. It filled him with anger, but only half as much anger as the sound of desperate pleasure Faylana was making. However much that orc’s rough treatment and huge cock was hurting her, the pleasure was greater. She moaned and gasped and panted like an animal as the orc rutted into her creamy ass and stuffed his cock into her gold-thatched cunt.
			

			
				“Look at them,” whispered Quynn, stroking their cocks faster. “Like a demon and an angel. Don’t you see it?”
			

			
				“Y-yes,” Caldric confessed, glancing down as he felt Quynn’s cock brush against his. 
			

			
				“Oh, sorry about that,” she chuckled and nibbled at his earlobe. “Wouldn’t want you to feel less than manly, mmmmm, because you rubbed against my, mmmmm, cock.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh,” Caldric groaned, thrusting through her fingers, heedless of rubbing his cock against hers.
			

			
				His miserable excitement only increased as Straka suddenly pulled his cock from Faylana’s depths, smacking it against her buttocks and rubbing it into her crack. He flipped her over. Slapped his cock against her flat tummy. Her tits. Grabbed a handful of her hair and forced her to lift her head and lick his filthy cock. 
			

			
				“Oh, gods,” groaned Caldric. “He’s cruel.”
			

			
				“It feels good to be used like that,” whispered Quynn. “When a man knows what he wants and he takes it from you.”
			

			
				They both watched, pleasured by Quynn’s fingers, as Faylana licked and kissed Straka’s massive cock. After a moment, he grunted, dragging his cock back down over her tits as he moved between her thighs. Pushed them wide. Thrust into her to the hilt. He leaned over her, kissing her savagely as he fucked her. Faster and faster, their rhythm matched by Quynn’s fingers.
			

			
				“That’s it,” whispered Quynn. “Don’t hold back. Cum with them. Cum with me.”
			

			
				“Ohhhh, yes,” gasped Caldric. “Oh, yes… it’s… it’s horrible. I hate it. I hate… you, Quynn.”
			

			
				“No, you love it all,” she whispered, tonguing his ear. Pumping her hand on his cock. Biting his neck playfully as he watched Faylana getting brutally fucked and kissing the orc in return. 
			

			
				The orc’s strokes were becoming more intense by the moment. His body pinning Faylana down and driving her into the bed. Caldric could barely see her under the orc, but he heard her gasp, “Not inside me.”
			

			
				That sent a jolt through him. She was being sensible. Would Straka listen? Would he drench Faylana in his seed or would he fill her potentially fertile elf womb with his load?
			

			
				Caldric realized he was excited by either prospect. On the edge of pleasure, his cock weeping in Quynn’s practiced hand, he was too far gone to care about the consequences. He just wanted to see what would happen next.
			

			
				“He’s close,” whispered Quynn. “Look at the tension in his shoulders and arms. The way he drives into her with such ragged vehemence.” 
			

			
				“I am going to cum,” grunted Caldric.
			

			
				“I know you are,” giggled Quynn as she pumped both of her hands faster.. “With him. With them both. We’ll all cum together.”
			

			
				He saw that it was going to happen. He could feel it in his tightening balls and his straining cock. It struck Caldric that there was something otherworldly in that convergence. That Quynn was playing him like an instrument, pleasuring him as a part of some obscure erotic ritual. It did not lessen his pleasure. He surrendered to what was happening. Gave in to the sight of his beloved Faylana being defiled by the orc. By the succubus stroking his cock. Rubbing it against her own cock. Smearing their precum together. Thrusting through her hand just as he thrust through her hand. 
			

			
				“Ahhhhhh! I can’t take it!” Faylana wailed, her legs parted wide as Straka pulled out. She furiously pleasured herself with her fingers, sitting up as he aimed his cock at her. He exploded in great gushes of seed against her tits, her abdomen, and the delicate cusp of her cunt.
			

			
				Caldric felt the rush and racing pulsation of his cock. His pleasure peaked and he erupted in hot streams of cum onto the door frame, the floor, and in spurts that lashed across the head of Quynn’s cock. The succubus exploded too. Drenching Caldric’s cock in hot streamers of her spunk. Faylana seemed to outlast everyone, bucking her hips and fucking herself with her fingers as Straka’s cock began to droop in his grasp. As her pleasure receded, she scooped up cum with a finger and licked it clean.
			

			
				“Good girl,” said Straka. “You’re learning. But I’m not done with you yet.”
			

			
				“Gods,” muttered Caldric as he watched Faylana lean over and plant a kiss on the orc’s cock. He had seen enough. His guilt and self-loathing overwhelmed any arousal. He staggered back from the door and Quynn used her hand to tuck his cock into his trousers. Caldric pulled away from Quynn. He fled for the Silver Cup.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Observed and Pressed
			

			
				 
			

			
				Straka was washing his cock with a damp cloth from the basin beside the bed when he heard the scuff of boots outside. It was a faint but unmistakable echo down the arena’s tunnel. He assumed it would be Jules, lurking in the arena or perhaps trying to steal a glimpse of the champion with his new plaything. The thought that fool would dare intrude on his celebration filled him with battle fury. He tossed the cloth onto Faylana’s legs. 
			

			
				“Clean yourself,” he growled. “I will return.”
			

			
				He waited only long enough to be sure she was obeying him before he stepped out into the tunnel outside the champion’s quarters. The barracks used by the lesser fighters was empty and the doors were locked. Straka strode naked down the tunnel, all rippling muscles and swinging cock, his body like a statue come to life. 
			

			
				He stalked to the end of the tunnel, where the moonlight intruded into the tunnel in a hard semicircle of bright silvery light. He stepped from dark to light, the shadows playing across his stony face and his scarred, chiseled body. How often had he walked this tunnel and out onto that field to the hot sun and the adulation of thousands? A hundred times? Two hundred? Always victorious even if he found a close fight.
			

			
				There was no audience and no foe beneath the moonlight. There was a footprint in the dust. Something wet on the ground. Spit? Drool? Straka did not want to touch it.
			

			
				“Scum,” growled the fighter, searching again for Jules or perhaps one of the other gladiators hiding somewhere in the stands. Or would that stupid human fighter have come back to rescue his elf? He grinned at that thought. Straka would have climbed into the seats and hunted the intruder down, but for the lovely elf cleaning herself in his bed. He shouted, “Not wasting my time with you! I will break your fingers if I catch you here!”
			

			
				He waited a moment longer, as if someone might rise from their hiding spot and challenge him. No one did. If the intruder was still there they were too much of a coward to fight.
			

			
				Straka growled and stalked back to his quarters. Faylana was sitting up on the edge of the bed when he returned. Uncovered and flushed. Red marks on her hips where he had held her with his strong hands while he fucked her. 
			

			
				“Who was it?” she asked.
			

			
				“Maybe that fool man of yours. Whoever it was, I scared them away. Now,” he reached down and hefted the fat hose of his cock, “you must wake the serpent. I am not done with you yet.”
			

			
				Faylana was exhausted from being fucked by the huge gladiator rougher than she had thought possible. Yet as she gazed upon his enormous cock, she felt another distinct pang of desire in her well-plundered cove. This was the cock of a champion. It dwarfed Caldric and any other man she had been with. Even Ruvar could not compare. Straka had beaten Caldric and Faylana owed the champion whatever he desired. 
			

			
				“You have me all night,” she said softly, sliding off the bed and onto her hands and knees. 
			

			
				Straka chuckled as the pretty elf crawled to him. He had tamed many women in this room, but this elf was fast becoming his favorite. Her heart-shaped bottom swung back and forth with each crawling step. Her fat tits jiggled beneath her ribcage. She arched her back and stretched out for his cock. Her initial shyness was gone. Her reluctance battered away by several rounds of hard fucking. Straka smiled as her gentle hands took hold of his cock, seeming so small against the green-tinged shaft. 
			

			
				“You will never feel the same after tonight,” he grunted as she began to wank him with both hands. “No man will ever satisfy you like I have given you satisfaction. You will crave me and yearn for me.”
			

			
				“Oh, Straka, I believe it,” admitted Faylana. She watched his cock stiffen. Leaned forward and smothered his shaft between the softness of her breasts. Wanking him with her squeezing breasts made it easy for her to dance her tongue against his tip. Swelling. Leaking out that salty-sweet pre. She looked up at him with lidded eyes, tasting his pre with her flicking tongue. Ride her tits around his shaft. Reaching beneath his cock to fondle his fat stones dangling in his sack.
			

			
				The gladiator rumbled with pleasure. Faylana felt it beneath her tongue and against her chest. She pressed a kiss to the fat head of his cock and let her lips stretch and open around him. She engulfed the fat crown of his cock, sucking and licking as she went. No longer angry with the gladiator, but eager for more of the rough love he promised.
			

			
				Straka would never admit it to the elf, but she was surprising him. As eager as a dockside tavern whore, but gentle as a farm girl come to the city for the festival. And so beautiful. Those eyes gazing up at him. Those soft lips stretched and sliding over his cock. Sucking softly. 
			

			
				“Gods,” he groaned. Lurched forward. Thrust between her tits. Erupted with sudden force into the elf’s sucking mouth.
			

			
				His cum pumped against her throat in a hot torrent and she swallowed. He spurted again and again and she sucked without hesitation, draining his stones until they were twitching against his root. He staggered back, his cock leaving her lips and cum dribbling down her chin. 
			

			
				Faylana crawled closer. Licked her chin clean. Licked his cock. Nuzzled against his bollocks.
			

			
				“Fuck me, please, Straka,” she moaned.
			

			
				He was caught breathless for a moment, his cock still overly sensitive as the elf slut tried to get it back into her mouth. He pushed her away, laughing.
			

			
				“On the bed then,” he said, his smile brutal. His half-tusks showing. “Your man will regret that you asked for another round. You’ll never be cured of wanting this cock.”
			

			
				He stroked his length slowly, keeping it from retreating. Watching her move.
			

			
				She crawled to the bed, that ass now facing him. Luscious and inviting. Her cunt glistening wetly through the golden down of her hair. The marks of his hands still lingering on her white flesh as pink smudges. She climbed into the bed, rolling over amid the rumpled sheets. She parted her thighs to him. Smiled seductively. Touched herself with practiced fingers. 
			

			
				Straka had seen that look before in dozens of women back for more. They knew his cock. They knew they needed it. Oh, yes, he’d tamed this elf. She thought she knew what he had in store for her. The time had come to really give it to her.
			

			
				Faylana moaned as her fingers rubbed insistently at her clit. Sent another quiver of pleasure into her core. The gladiator stood over her, brutal and handsome in his brutality. All those muscles. All those scars. That half-tusked smile and notched ears. That huge cock, already hard again and dripping with the remnants of his last orgasm. She could still taste it on her tongue. Feel its heaviness in her stomach.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” she gasped again, parting her creamy thighs wider for him.
			

			
				Not wide enough. Straka snarled as he fell upon her, taking hold of her supple legs beneath her knees and bending them back towards her head. She gasped as he contorted her body beneath him. He thrust his fat cock against the lips of her cunt. His heavy bollocks swung against her ass with a thump. 
			

			
				“What are you doing!?” cried Faylana.
			

			
				“Fucking you,” he growled. “This is how orcs mate. This is how I was made in my mother’s belly.”
			

			
				He drew back his hips, caught the fat head of his cock against the slick lips of Faylana’s cunt, and thrust forward. She cried out as the half-orc buried the full length of his cock inside her in a single stroke. 
			

			
				Even after the rough fucking before, this left her breathless. His cockhead pressed against her womb. His bollocks squeezed against her anus. She was completely filled by him and pinned beneath his weight resting on his hips. His muscular body held her in that contorted position. Feet in the air above him. Her body nothing but a cushion for his thrusts. A warm, wet hole for his huge cock. Thrusting into her. Pounding into her. Deeper than ever before. 
			

			
				“Yessssssss,” she cried, gasping for air with each thrust. The bed shook with his strokes. Their flesh collided with slaps. Her plentiful nectar was stirred to such a degree that it smeared white against the greenish shaft of his cock. She glimpsed it each time he drew back, a greased green piston, before slamming it home again. 
			

			
				Her breasts were squeezed into tight mounds by her contortion. Her hips aching from bearing each impact. The pleasure was disorienting. Her mouth hung open in a wordless cry of pleasure. He fucked faster. Deeper. 
			

			
				Faylana’s climax tightened in her core, surging into a toe-curling ecstasy. The spasms of her release beat through her depths to the tempo of Straka’s thrusting cock. The drum of his tightening stones against her ass. The lewd wetness of her cunt beneath his bestial strokes. If this was how Straka was conceived, would he conceive a child with her? Even though it was not her month of conception? 
			

			
				The thought only heightened the peak of Faylana’s ecstasy. That his balls would soon twitch and pour his hot seed into her depths. That his half-orc sperm would defy the timing of elven estrus and find some way to the egg within her. That she would bear his mighty son.
			

			
				“Cum,” gasped Faylana. “Cum inside me, Straka. Please. Mate me.”
			

			
				The gladiator had heard the pleading words before. Women tamed by an orc’s cock craved to bear his children. It was only natural that this elf would succumb as easily as all those curious wives and nubile young fanatics that came to visit him after a fight. 
			

			
				“And you will raise my son well?” He grinned and his strokes intensified as his pleasure built. “To be a warrior?”
			

			
				“Yesssss,” she gasped, throwing her arms around his muscular neck. Her cunt gripping him. Rippling with aftershocks of her climax.
			

			
				Straka bellowed with savage pleasure. His lips pulled back and his half-tusks seemed almost to grow with the set of his clenched jaw. He hilted. His cock throbbed. Drew back. Hilted again and erupted with an intense spurt of cum deep into Faylana’s trembling cunt. He savored each thrust, drawing back and thrusting in again in natural rhythm to the gushes of his seed into the elf’s pussy. 
			

			
				He slowed. He bore flattened atop her with his full weight. Grasped a breast and roughly squeezed as he kissed her as though he owned her. His cock twitched and spurted still, though its flow was greatly diminished. Cum trickled out of her pussy, down his bollocks and the seam of Faylana’s ass. Dripping like warm candle wax down her contorted back and onto the bed beneath her. 
			

			
				“Good slut,” he grunted and kissed her passionately. Faylana whimpered beneath the onslaught of his mouth. Her tongue against his. Her gasps lost beneath his rasping grunts. 
			

			
				Had she been bred by the gladiator? Was her future claimed by his mighty half-orc sperm?
			

			
				If it is to be, then I will accept this fate, she thought as Straka continued to kiss her and roughly fondle her breasts. Caldric will have no choice but to accept as well. May he forgive me for what I have done.
			

			
				“You sluts are all the same,” laughed Straka, grinding his hips against her. “But you are the prettiest slut I’ve had, elf. I think I will fuck you a few more times. Now, turn over.”
			

			
				He drew his cock from Faylana’s pussy with a filthy wet sound. She felt it thump against her belly. Smear cum across her creamy skin. She rolled beneath him. His cock against her ass. His kiss upon her shoulder and neck. She raised her hips and her ass cradled his shaft. She rocked and rubbed herself against him. 
			

			
				“Eager for more,” laughed Straka. Sucking at her neck. Letting her feel the prick of his tusks. His breath hot and stirring more lust deep within her.
			

			
				Faylana couldn’t stop no matter how guilty she felt. She knew she would fuck the huge gladiator until the sun rose over the tiled roofs of Zeegendorf.  
			

			
				 
			

			
				A Game of Cuckolds
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Oh, don’t mope,” said Quynn, one foot up on the tavern’s table as she sipped at her ale. “You’re no fun when all you can do is hate yourself for enjoying, mmmmm, what you enjoy. And don’t worry, Caldric. Your secret is safe with me.”
			

			
				“Borto knows too,” said Caldric through gritted teeth. He threw back a great gulp of ale to calm his anger. 
			

			
				“That addled old wizard couldn’t tell someone what you liked if he tried.” Quynn dropped her boot from the table with a thump. She leaned in, towards Caldric, her voice lower and her plump tits straining at her corseted blouse. “But me? I’m an expert at keeping secrets. I’ll lend you my ear if you’ve anything else you need to admit. Secret craving. Unholy desires. I’ve heard it all.”
			

			
				“No, nothing like that,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Right, right,” said Quynn, leaning back in her chair and folding her hands behind her head. “You just get a bit stiff in the shorts watching your girlfriend being fucked senseless by the biggest gladiator in the city. Want to be wanked off by a girl with a cock. Perfectly normal stuff.”
			

			
				Caldric’s ears reddened. He gave Quynn a menacing growl. “Didn’t ask you to go with me or do… what you did.”
			

			
				“But you didn’t stop me either,” she said, looking at the hand she had used on Caldric’s cock like she might spot a drop of his seed between her fingers. Caldric glared at her like he either intended to fight her or fuck her. Quynn’s lips curled into a mischievous smile. It was exactly the reaction she wanted.
			

			
				Caldric could sense her gloating. She’d pushed him into doing what he had done. Perhaps it was more his fault than hers, but she deserved a measure of the blame. He was not going to be tempted by her to further stupidity.
			

			
				“Enough from you, demon,” said Caldric. “Leave me to my drink and my misery. You’ve done enough for one night.”
			

			
				Quynn smirked. She had pushed Caldric as far as she dared. Eventually, the poor fool would understand that she had done him a favor by encouraging his desires. Better to suffer the agony of being a cuckold than to desire it and never seek it out. She climbed the steps to the inn above the tavern in search of fresh amusement.
			

			
				Caldric remained in the crowded tavern for as long as he could stand. He was nearly broke and without Faylana. Miserable and with more than a bit of a self-pity, he gulped down the last ale he could afford and climbed the stairs to retire. The small room at the inn seemed large and empty without Faylana’s presence. The bed was too big. Too cold. He did not bother to light a fire in the fireplace. He pulled the blanket over his head and sought sleep.
			

			
				Only a few doors away, Tavek awaited Quynn’s return from whatever strange mission had taken her away from him once again. Though they shared a room, it was increasingly clear to him that she had little interest in being with him. He swigged the last of the brandy he’d bought at the festival and felt the alcohol burn its way to his belly.
			

			
				“That damn temptress,” he muttered. “She’d rather wrap her legs around that paladin than spend the night with me.”
			

			
				It was true, he’d seen her cavorting enough with Simona to be jealous. At first the thought had excited him. After all, what man or dwarf did not dream of squeezing between two beautiful women under the covers? But that was not meant to be with Simona. That redheaded maiden had no interest in Tavek or any other man. She seemed to hate Quynn for her demonic heritage, but that only made her passion burn hotter.
			

			
				“Let them have each other,” muttered Tavek, rolling off the bed and to his feet. He pulled on a moth-eaten sweater he’d been meaning to replace and shuffled out of the room. Down to the tavern. The hour was quite late and the revelry of the festival had died down to drunken muttering interrupted by the occasional explosion of laughter or fighting. 
			

			
				Tavek grabbed the skirt of a passing waitress. “Still pouring?” 
			

			
				“Until sunup,” she said. “Then you’re best back to your room or Guster will throw you out with the drunks.”
			

			
				Tavek nodded. Stroked his beard. The waitress pointed him to a table by the hearth and promised to bring him over an ale.
			

			
				“And something stronger as well,” he shouted as she bustled away. Tavek settled in by the fire for a good lonely drunk. He was relieved that no one seemed to pay him much mind. The ongoing festival meant all sorts were in town and a dwarf was hardly likely to attract special attention. Still, he kept one hand on his weapon in case anyone decided to harass him. 
			

			
				The waitress brought out an ale and a tall serving of brandy. He’d been at the Silver Cup long enough for the staff to know his tastes. He knew this waitress. Was it Lola or Una? The one who wasn’t Guster’s daughter. Lola. He slid an extra coin over to her and gulped down some of the brandy. 
			

			
				“Thank you kindly,” she said, her smile revealing a missing tooth. “Where’s your big friend?”
			

			
				“The girl?”
			

			
				“No, the tall one,” she said. “With the elf girlfriend.”
			

			
				“Ah, Caldric, well… he’s had a bad idea.” 
			

			
				“Looked it when he left with the other,” said Lola. “She looked like your girl but with dark hair. Saw ‘em as I was coming to the tavern for the night. Then they came back later and he looked even worse off. Had a few drinks and went straight up to bed. She weren’t with him when they went to bed though. I expect you know that, being you and her are together. Well, anyway, they must’ve gone to the festival. I went myself. To the festival with Rab Radden, I did. Big strapping man. Works…”
			

			
				Lola saw that Tavek was no longer paying attention to her. She rolled her eyes and walked away.
			

			
				Tavek was staring into the fire. Trying to figure out why Caldric had allowed himself to be cuckolded yet again and coming up with the answer that it had something to do with Quynn. Were they having an affair or was she playing at something else? Tavek had shared Quynn with Caldric once, when they’d first met her and she’d gone by a different name. 
			

			
				“The bastard,” said Tavek, swigging the rest of his brandy. He pictured them together. Jealousy and drink were an explosive concoction. “The bitch. She can’t stay away from any man. She’s worse than Faylana. Oh, poor Faylana.”
			

			
				He moved on to his ale. Sadness took the place of the sharper burn of anger. He almost wept for himself and for Faylana. That pure beauty. Standing there in the arena. Prisoner to her lover’s strange desires.
			

			
				When he felt a hand upon his shoulder and turned to see her standing there in the tavern, he thought it was a dream. Her blue eyes welled with emotion. She smiled with sweet pity. She wrapped her arms around him and squeezed his tear-stained face against her bosom. She was still wearing the white gown she’d been wearing in the arena. 
			

			
				“Oh, Faylana, what has become of us?” He said, finally lifting his face from the soft cushion of her breasts. He wiped his tears and laughed.
			

			
				“I have let Caldric down,” she said, sitting beside him. “I found great pleasure in the arms of another. I… I gave myself with Straka.”
			

			
				“Did you?” Tavek nudged her. “Hardly your fault, Faylana. The poor fool brought it on himself. He wanted a fight and he lost it. But Quynn was…”
			

			
				“What about Quynn?”
			

			
				Tavek shook his head. He didn’t want to accuse her of something without knowing what it was. 
			

			
				“Is that why you’re so sad?” asked Faylana. “Did you have a fight with her?”
			

			
				“Aye,” said Tavek. Then he shook his head again. Rubbed his eyes. Laughed. “No. Not exactly, lass. Just fed up is all. And deep in drink. Was thinking maybe I’d be better off somewhere else for a while. Set out on my own, at least to get things straight in my head.”
			

			
				“Leave the group?” 
			

			
				“Group?” Tavek looked around the tavern. It was nearly dawn and the last drunks were being run out or up to their rooms. Lola gave Tavek an exasperated glance but left him alone. He turned back to Faylana. “We’re no group. Look at us. Fraying at the edges. Couldn’t run fast enough away from each other once we had some gold in our pockets. Quynn would rather spend time with that paladin than me. And Caldric doesn’t need me.”
			

			
				“Maybe I need you,” said Faylana, taking his hand.
			

			
				“A sweet thought, but you know it’s not true,” said Tavek, squeezing her hand and lifting it to his face to kiss her fingers. “I’m just the comic relief, right? The funny dwarf. Just Caldric’s friend. You’d never… ah… but I’m drunk, Faylana. Don’t listen to me.”
			

			
				“I am listening to you,” she said and draped her arm around him. “I went upstairs and Caldric was asleep in bed. I couldn’t bear to climb into bed next to him. I was relieved when I saw you here, Tavek. You’ve always been sweet to me.”
			

			
				He blinked and saw her with new eyes by the firelight. The soft curve of her body just visible beneath the simple white gown. Her nipples were erect beneath it. Little buds rising under the soft material. He remembered first meeting her, that day in a different tavern. Thinking he might have a chance with her, but of course Caldric had taken her. 
			

			
				“I’ll always be sweet to you,” he said. “My bed is empty upstairs. If you’d like to go have a rest, I can stay down here. Or…”
			

			
				“Tavek, what are you suggesting?” she said, a hand against her chest as if she were scandalized.
			

			
				Maybe it was the booze. Maybe it was both of them getting back at someone. Faylana did not fight her sudden urge and neither did Tavek. In fact, they were giddy with it as they fell laughing into his room and collapsed together on his rumpled bed. They made noise as if they wanted to be caught in the act.
			

			
				Faylana shamelessly undressed and Tavek stared in wonder at the fair-haired beauty of the elf he had admired for so long. His friendship with Caldric was far from his mind as he took in the sight of her large breasts and pink nipples. The slenderness of her waist and the wide curves of her hips. She was red in places, as if roughly handled by the half-orc Straka. She did not smell of the orc though. She had bathed herself and was as sweet as ever as she climbed into the bed with him.
			

			
				Tavek did not question her decision to be with him. He let the alcohol answer his fears and hugged against her naked body. He kissed her and moaned her name against her breasts. He licked them and sucked them, drawing her nipples into his mouth in turn and suckling like a hungry tot. She giggled at the tickling sensation of his beard. His hand was between her thighs, seeking out the heat of her cove. 
			

			
				“Tavek,” she gasped. “Ohhhh…”
			

			
				He knew how to touch a woman. He went between her thighs and put his fingers and tongue to use. The small room was filled with the song of her pleasure. Those creamy thighs seemed to engulf him. Her scent, fresh and hot with her lust, filled his nose. He sucked at her cunt. He tasted her and drank her. Pushed her legs back more and tasted the pink rim of her ass. 
			

			
				“Oohhhhh! You’re licking me there!” she cried as his tongue caressed her delicate knot.
			

			
				He took his cock out as he licked her dainty hole and her steaming cunt. He stroked himself and felt his pre dripping through his fingers. She came for him, moaning and calling out, “Tavek! Yesss! Tavek!!” 
			

			
				Her fingers in his hair. Her body quaking with pleasure.
			

			
				He climbed atop her and entered her. So hot and wet after his tongue. Loosened by the orc, perhaps, but still able to clench tightly around his dwarven cock. He grabbed her tits more roughly than he meant, but she seemed to like it. Seemed to enjoy his small hands against her body. Squeezing her and toying with her naked beauty.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” she cried, her feet in the air above them as he rutted wantonly into her dripping cunt.
			

			
				For a glorious moment, pleasure rushed through him and all was right in the world. He saw the beautiful elf beneath him, her golden hair spread out around her head. A smile on her face. Her eyes heavy with pleasure. Her hands caressing his arms.
			

			
				With a final surge of pleasure, Tavek came deep inside Faylana. His seed jetted against her orc-battered womb. His bollocks twitched and emptied into the hot cove of his best friend’s girl. His cock was still twitching inside Faylana as Tavek was overcome with guilt.
			

			
				“No,” he moaned. Collapsed atop her. Rolled beside her, looking up in disbelief at what he had done.
			

			
				“Tavek, it’s alright,” she said. “After Straka… Caldric…”
			

			
				“Don’t speak of any of it,” said Tavek. “It’s not your fault, lass. It’s mine. I took advantage of your situation with…”
			

			
				“Quiet,” she insisted and kissed his words away. “You’ve done nothing wrong.”
			

			
				He wished he could believe her. This act of betrayal was a gift though. It gave Tavek the final push he needed to leave. 
			

			
				“I have a friend, Ser Lucan,” he said. “A landed man. I cleaned his stables when I was a boy. He was always kind to me. Offered to let me be his squire, but I was too young to understand what that could mean for me. Now I think I’ll take him up on his offer.”
			

			
				“You mean it?” Faylana looked at him sadly.
			

			
				“It’s best,” he said and kissed her forehead. “Don’t look sad. Not for a moment. I’m sure we’ll meet again.”
			

			
				“Caldric will miss you. He’ll be heartbroken.”
			

			
				“Aye,” sighed Tavek. “Better that than…”
			

			
				He gestured to himself and to her. She frowned, but nodded. They shared a last embrace and Faylana rose from the bed and began to dress. Tavek found that he could not even take pleasure in seeing her naked. He looked away. Stared into the dying embers of the fire.
			

			
				“Farewell, Tavek,” said Faylana. “Safe journeys. Shall I tell Quynn anything?”
			

			
				“She won’t even notice I’m gone,” said Tavek. He heard Faylana leave and close the door behind her. He sighed again and began to gather his things to depart.
			

			
				A few doors away, Faylana unlocked the door to the room she shared with Caldric and crept back inside. There was morning light through the curtains. It made her feel tired and sad. Caldric snorted. Stirred. She slipped into bed behind him and pressed her body against his.
			

			
				“I’m glad you’re back,” he murmured.
			

			
				She hugged tighter against him, her mind a swirl of emotions, but one truth coming to the surface.
			

			
				“I love you,” she whispered.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Unhappy Endings
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Enough with the theatrics,” said Quynn. “Could we perhaps have this conversation somewhere that is not swarming with flies?”
			

			
				She swatted away a fat horsefly buzzing around her head. Simona spared Quynn an annoyed glance as she tightened a strap on her saddle.
			

			
				“We have nothing more to say,” replied the paladin, placing her holy book and other religious items into her new saddlebags. The first thing Simona did after waking up in bed with Quynn was to don her armor, recently repaired and refurbished. She had already bought the horse the day before, but she needed the armor to protect her for a fight like this. She needed to feel like a proper paladin to confront a demoness.
			

			
				“You love me. Oh, do not pretend it isn’t so.” Quynn’s magic had made her platinum-haired and she dressed like a peasant maiden. Her bust seemed more ample than ever despite the supposed modesty of her shapeless gown.
			

			
				“I pretend nothing, unlike you,” said Simona. “You transform your appearance at a whim. You goad me with your looks. Your whispers. And you use your magic for evil, Simona.”
			

			
				“Well, I’m half-demon,” said Quynn. “So it’s more half-evil.”
			

			
				“There is no such thing,” said Simona. “What you did to Caldric and what you are doing to me is not—”
			

			
				“No!” Quynn’s outrage was real. “I would never use my power on you like that. To trick you. To--”
			

			
				“Do you feed from me when we blaspheme together?” Simona prodded a fingertip into Quynn’s chest. She felt the yielding breast beneath the gown and quickly withdrew her touch.
			

			
				“I do you no harm,” said Quynn.
			

			
				“You do me the worst harm imaginable! You harm my very soul!” Simona stared at Quynn, exasperated by the beautiful demoness and her unwillingness to understand. “I took a vow of chastity when I joined the sisterhood. I serve Ulyana with my entire life. To defile that life with the corrupting pleasures of a demoness is… well, there is hardly a greater sin.”
			

			
				“Hardly a greater sin? Please. I can think of a few. Great sins. Amazing sins.” Quynn’s demonic nature threatened to reveal itself, such was her anger. Her eyes sparkled and she felt the itching of her horns threatening to emerge. She took a deep breath and steadied herself before continuing. “I have been with more men and women than you can imagine. Enjoyed them all, Simona Trueheart. But I do not give my true self for pleasure or for hunger. I love you.”
			

			
				“That only makes it worse,” said Simona.
			

			
				“I love you, damn it! Do you not hear me? I have been hated and desired by turns my entire life, but I have never felt love. I feel it in your arms!” 
			

			
				Simona almost broke. She loved the succubus too, but it was a false love, made of lies and deceit. It was temporary madness. The paladin drew herself up and rested a hand on the saddle of her white charger. 
			

			
				“I must return to the abbey and report the news of the Plague Lord’s escape,” said Simona. “Regardless of my feelings for you, it is my duty and it is overdue. I have grave concerns about what he might do.”
			

			
				A thousand retorts came to Quynn’s lips. She needed to touch the paladin. To let her know that her feelings were true. Quynn reached for Simona but pulled her hands back without touching the blessed armor. The hammer on Simona’s hip glowed faintly blue.
			

			
				“I need you,” said Quynn softly.
			

			
				“You have deceived yourself then,” said Simona. Her gaze was unwavering. “You saved me from being defiled by the goblin and for that I am grateful. I repay you now, by leaving. If I remained, one of us or both of us would suffer terribly.”
			

			
				“I would rather suffer with you than not suffer alone,” cried Quynn, once again reaching out for Simona and drawing her hands back from the prickling sensation of the armor. She felt completely disarmed. Naked in a way she had never been before. But revealing the depth of her affection for Simona only seemed to strengthen the paladin’s resolve. 
			

			
				Simona took the horse’s reins and walked the white charger out of the stable. The streets were too crowded for horseback. She would wait until she left the city. Quynn followed her as she walked into the crowd. Simona could sense her presence. Feel it in the way her hammer vibrated on her hip. One block from the stable. Two. 
			

			
				“Simona!” called Quynn.
			

			
				Simona did not look back. The hammer stopped vibrating as the distance grew from Quynn. The paladin walked on. Only when she was certain the succubus was no longer following her did Simona stop, lean her head against the horse’s flank, and let the tears drop from her eyes. She whispered a prayer for strength to Ulyana and gathered her wits again before continuing.
			

			
				The crowds forced Simona and her horse onto side streets and then narrow alleys away from the populous parts of the city and to Zeegendorf’s grimy industrial district. Coal smoke darkened the air over forges. The mills and textile factories worked regardless of the season or celebration. Simona found herself walking beside men and women with pale faces and dreary, soot-stained clothing. They barely even glanced in her direction, taking her for one of the armored mill enforcers. These men did watch Simona and their hard eyes and crossbows kept her from straying into any factory yards. 
			

			
				“Got to be a gate out of this city,” she muttered, half-lost in the winding spaces between factory walls. She emerged from between two mills and into a paved area overlooking a drainage canal. There was a narrow bridge across the canal. On the other side was an ugly field of waste from the mills. Mounds of ash and scrap that loomed like small hills. Behind these, though, Simona could make out the outer wall of the city. She was relieved. She could find a way out by following the wall. 
			

			
				She approached the canal, passing a derelict freight wagon. She was startled to realize dead oxen were still attached to the wagon, their corpses reduced to rat-gnawed skeletons and desiccated fur. She made the sign of the chalice with her hands to ward off evil. Her horse stomped and fought at the reins. 
			

			
				“Easy, girl,” she said, stroking its nose. “We just have to get across that bridge and through there and we’ll be out of this godsforsaken part of the city.”
			

			
				The horse seemed rather unconvinced, but it obeyed her calm tone and steady tugging on its reins. As they approached the bridge, Simona heard something that sent a chill up her spine.
			

			
				“Help me,” the voice called, soft and distant, from somewhere beneath the bridge. It was unmistakable feminine. It repeated, “Help me, please.”
			

			
				“Did you fall? Hello? Are you there? Are you hurt?” Simona dropped her horse’s reins and crouched down beside the bridge. “Can you come to the edge here? I might be able to pull you up.”
			

			
				Simona could just make out movement in the shadows under the bridge. The voice called out again, “I can’t move. Please, help me. Please!”
			

			
				There was a fearful urgency to the voice. Though her instincts screamed a warning, Simona knew she would be abandoning her duty to ignore such pleas for help. She began to climb down the angled side of the canal. It was steeper than it looked and she lost her footing and fell heavily to the bottom. Her boots splashed in the meager stream. Her armor clanked against the stone embankment.
			

			
				“Help, please!” called the woman from the shadows beneath the bridge.
			

			
				“I’m coming,” said Simona, steadying herself. She lifted her holy hammer and strode into the darkness. For an instant, she saw a woman’s face. Beautiful, but afflicted. Lips cracked. Eyes wild. Hair matted and filthy.
			

			
				Then she saw the others, all around the woman. The claws and gnashing oversized teeth. Brown and gray fur. Red eyes. Long pink tails.
			

			
				She swung the hammer once as the ratkin fell upon her. There was a screech of pain from the wounded creature as it was flung aside. Its brethren surged past it, grabbing hold of Simona, tearing at her armor and clothing, and dragging her down into the darkness. 
			

			
				By the time Morbus Skorn stood over her, she had been stripped naked. The ratkin had scratched her pale flesh and fondled her naked body, but they had not violated her. The Plague Lord gazed down at Simona’s struggle. Her muscles stood out sharply beneath her scarred skin. Her pert breasts quivered with each twist of her hips as she fought to break free of the ratkin. Then she saw the Plague Lord standing over her and she screamed with fury.
			

			
				“Oh, Simona, how good to see you again,” he cackled, twirling a filthy handkerchief in one hand. “I see you’ve met my new friends. Rats. Not as obedient as the undead, but when their purposes align so well with mine, we are natural allies. How are you feeling? A cup of tea perhaps? A tongue kiss?”
			

			
				He flapped his purple tongue at her and laughed. 
			

			
				“I will incinerate you,” snarled Simona. “I will seal you into a consecrated casket, pour in holy oil, and set it ablaze!”
			

			
				“It’s good to know you’ve been thinking so much about me,” he tittered. “Oh, but I’ve been thinking about you too, Simona. We’re going to have so much fun together.”
			

			
				He crouched down beside her and ran a yellow-nailed finger over her cheek, down to her breast. He flicked her right nipple and she whine with pain. 
			

			
				“You know, you ruined my chances to bring back my dragon. I loved him so. A very good boy. But I think you’ll repay me.”
			

			
				“Never,” said Simona. “Kill me if you wish. Torture me. It won’t matter. I won’t help you.”
			

			
				“Oh, you’d rather turn into a breeding slave for the rats? Yuck! You should see what they do to girls.” He drummed his fingers on his chin. “No, that would be a waste of a perfectly good maiden!”
			

			
				Morbus Skorn leapt to his feet again and began dancing merrily around her. The Black Queen appeared behind him and Simona recognized the haunted, poxy face she had seen in the darkness. The mad queen clapped her hands and hummed a children’s song to accompany the Plague Lord’s dancing.
			

			
				“You see, my little poppet, I think you will help me bring someone else back from the dead. Someone even more important to me.” He pantomimed a beating heart. “Someone I love.”
			

			
				“No,” whispered Simona, her limbs going slack and horror chilling her body. “She’s safe. She’s… you can’t touch her. You would have to…”
			

			
				“Yes, I would have to attack the abbey!” The Plague Lord cackled with demented glee. “How else will I break into the sacred catacombs beneath it and retrieve the bones of your sister?”
			

			
				“You fiend!” cried Simona.
			

			
				“Yes, I am! I’m the absolute worst! And your sister will be married to a fiend! What does that make her? Fiend wife? Fiend Queen? Oooh, I like that one! I’m going to have a Fiend Queen! I’m going to have a Fiend Queen!” 
			

			
				The Plague Lord grabbed the Black Queen by her hands and danced and whirled through the shadows with her. He stopped and pushed her away. She yelped with surprise and fell among the squeaking ratkin. Morbus Skorn turned back to Simona, his bloodshot eyes crazed. 
			

			
				“The best part, my delicious little demon lover, is that you are going to help me resurrect your sister so she can become my undead bride. Horrible, isn’t it? Really, how twisted am I?”
			

			
				Simona’s screams echoed into the darkness.
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				A Horse with No Rider
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Pious bitch,” muttered Quynn. “You can’t trust a goddess humper.”
			

			
				She clenched her fists and drove a punch into a haybale with enough force to knock it halfway across the barn. The horses stomped and whinnied with worry in their stalls. 
			

			
				It wasn’t that the paladin had chosen her stuck-up sisters over Quynn. She could understand, if not condone, the piety. Quynn had lost lovers to oaths of service, ridiculous totems, and even honoring dead relatives in her long career as a temptress. She was only a half-succubus after all. Her powers were limited. The loss wasn’t what was making her furious.
			

			
				It was that she cared at all. As she had watched Simona leave, Quynn had felt a great hollowness within her chest. A void that had never yawned open inside her. She had admitted her feelings to Simona. Her true feelings. And she’d been rejected.
			

			
				“So this is what love feels like?” Quynn snorted derisively. “I was a fool to ever think it was for me. I eat love. Devour pleasure. Why would I think I could make more than a meal of that paladin?”
			

			
				She kicked a wooden bucket across the barn. She swore in that moment that she would never love again. She would fuck for pleasure. For food. But never for love. She had her dwarf to keep her company. A roster of men she could feast upon with infidelities to match Caldric’s elf girl.
			

			
				“The next man who walks through that door,” she said, looking to the door to the barn. Rain had begun falling on the cobbled street outside. The smell of smoke was in the air.
			

			
				“Miss? Everything alright?” 
			

			
				As if on cue, the man appeared behind her. He must have come from the adjoining inn to have appeared unannounced. He was fair-haired and shorter than Quynn. Scrawny, with a workman’s shirt that wasn’t properly buttoned. He was a full-grown man, but barely, judging by the spotty cheeks and the tiny scruff of hair on his chin. A stableboy. Fresh and innocent. 
			

			
				Just what Quynn needed to get the bad taste of Simona out of her mouth. A snack to start the day. She put a flicker of her power into her appearance. Her red hair became lustrous. Her tears wicked away. Her eyes became clear and her cheeks flushed coquettishly. She batted long lashes at the stableboy as she turned to face him. Her cloak was barely a veil over her bodice and skirt. Her breasts swelled as if with a deep breath but did not dimmish in their prominence as Quynn exhaled. 
			

			
				She could practically taste his gaze as it roved over her body. He grew flustered and his eyes widened. 
			

			
				“H-heard some clattering about in here,” stammered the stableboy. “Thought a h-h-horse might’ve broke loose. Are y-y-y-ou alright, miss?”
			

			
				“Call me Quynn,” she said, offering him a dainty hand.
			

			
				“Best not take it,” he said, wiping grimy hands on a rag. “My name is Timovy. Most folk call me Tim.” 
			

			
				“Timovy? How adorable.” She glided closer to him, her body aching with hunger. Her pupils narrowing like a cat focusing on the movement of its prey. She could see by the straining of his cock in his trousers that there was no need for seduction with the stableboy. She had trapped him the moment he made eye contact with her. She circled around him. Teased a fingertip under his collar. “Actually, Timovy, I’m glad you are here. I need your help with something.”
			

			
				“My help? Oh, um, I’d be happy to help.” He smiled guilelessly as she circled back around. She admired his fair hair and the fullness of his lips. The way he only dared to glance for a moment at her heaving bosom.
			

			
				“Yes, over here,” she said, taking his hand and leading him towards the empty stall. “I need you right now, Timovy.”
			

			
				The floor of the stall was covered in fresh straw. A fine bed for young Timovy to sprawl like a newborn deer still without its balance. Quynn knelt over him and smiled hungrily and with a violet twinkle in her eyes. She could feel the lust pulsating from his body as she shucked off his trousers and revealed the tight white underwear he wore beneath. 
			

			
				Timovy was afraid. She was so aggressive. So forceful. But so beautiful. He could not look away from her milk white skin or the way it flushed with desire in all the right places. Her stiff nipples. The softness and warmth of her. The sweet smell of flowers and spice as she caressed his legs.
			

			
				“Miss… I don’t think we should… here, I mean. This ain’t… ohhhhh… what are you doing? OhhhhhhHHH!”
			

			
				His objections ended the moment she had his underwear beneath his cock and her ruby lips wrapped around his long, slender cock. He sucked in a breath, sitting up to watch as she began to slurp and bob wantonly on his prick. Her spit soaked the shaft and she gripped him close to his root. Felt his bollocks tightening after only a few seconds. The sweet trickle of his precum as she swirled her tongue around his tip.
			

			
				“Miss!” Poor Timovy squirmed in the straw as Quynn sucked him. Her hot mouth and hollowed cheeks drew at his straining young cock like she meant it to suck it off his body. Her ruby lips gliding over him. Her tongue driving him mad. “Miss! I can’t hold it in!”
			

			
				She was impressed he managed to warn her. She gazed up at him, not stopping for a moment. Her eyes heavy and hypnotic with lust. Her moan of encouragement vibrated down his cock to his stones, tight against the base of his shaft. With a hoarse, hopeless cry of pleasure, Timovy exploded into Quynn’s mouth.
			

			
				The succubus moaned around him and drank his seed. As she sucked him, his cock throbbed against her tongue, and each spurt of his salty cream released with it a morsel of his essence. Not much. She wasn’t a full succubus and not out to kill the lad. 
			

			
				Timovy felt it just as Quynn tasted it. A deeper intensity to his pleasure. A guilty, but exquisite throbbing in his abdomen as the beautiful redheaded woman drank his seed. When she finally popped her lips free of his cock, she gave him a satisfied smile. 
			

			
				“You’re delicious,” she giggled. “Oh, but you’re still hard.”
			

			
				“Still… hard?” He lifted his head to look and indeed his long cock was still standing at attention. Glistening with smears of his cum and her saliva. 
			

			
				Keeping a man hard after a single orgasm was a simple task for a half-succubus. A few well-timed licks beneath the head of the cock. Steady pressure and stimulation driving him through his recovery period. Men were so easily handled. Not like temperamental and beautiful paladins.
			

			
				“Yes, and you’ve stirred me up, Timovy,” purred Quynn, climbing astride him. “Stirred me up so badly, I can barely contain myself.”
			

			
				At those last words, she caused the laces of her bodice to burst open and her heavy breasts to practically fall into the stableboy’s face. She leaned into him, pressing her plump tits into his face. She felt his soft lips and the scruff on his chin. He moaned hotly into her cleavage. She rubbed her breasts back and forth against him.
			

			
				“Ohhhh!” she cried, straddling his hips, and dragging the hot mound of her cunt against his cock. “You’re such a naughty boy, Timovy! I think you want to go again! Don’t you want to fuck me?”
			

			
				The poor stableboy stammered out a series of consonant and vowels that never quite formed a word. He was being smothered by Quynn’s bust anyway and he gave up trying to speak when he felt one of her stiff nipples brush across his lips. It was so much easier to just suck her breast. 
			

			
				Quynn let out a delighted laugh as she felt the stableboy latch to her nipple and begin sucking as if he might draw a mouthful of milk. No sweet cream for the boy, but a hot cunt soon devoured his hard cock. He whimpered under her tits as she rocked and rode upon his manhood. Her perfect, steamy cove massaging his cock with all the skill of her demonic heritage. It was not long before she felt his cries of pleasure vibrating against her breasts and his cock swelling inside her. She did not relent and rode his hard cock as it exploded deep inside her, feeding his seed and bits of his soul into that hellishly pleasurable cunt. 
			

			
				Quynn rocked back, riding high above him as he moaned and whimpered with aftershocks of his ecstasy. Her plush tits bounced with each ride up and down upon his cock. Her inner muscles squeezed him and kept him hard. 
			

			
				I could drain him dry, she thought, smiling sweetly down at the helpless stableboy. It was a rare thing, usually reserved for the most horrible villains like that goblin chief or that man some years back that had beat his wife and daughters. This stableboy had only tried to help her. It would be evil to kill him with pleasure. 
			

			
				Perhaps I am evil, thought Quynn. Strangely, for a demon, she had never considered the possibility much before. She had been told she was evil, certainly, but her actions had always been born of self-interest. So why had she tormented Caldric and led him to a hopeless battle in the arena? Why had she lost the one good thing in her life?
			

			
				“Because I am a demoness,” she cried, riding harder atop Timovy’s cock, approaching an orgasm of her own. Timovy was helpless beneath her clenching thighs. His cock straining again. His chest rising and falling desperately as his features became sunken. He was as fragile as a baby bird fallen from a tree. Completely at Quynn’s mercy.
			

			
				On the brink of ecstasy, knowing that she would consume his soul with the force of her orgasm, Quynn took one last look down into the stableboy’s face. His mouth was opening and closing wordlessly. His eyes wide and afraid. His cock beginning to throb again and pulse out cum inside her. 
			

			
				At the moment of Quynn’s decision, a horse thundered into the barn. The half-succubus gasped and stood from Timovy’s trembling manhood. The stableboy’s cock wilted almost immediately and color returned to his face. 
			

			
				“Simona?” said Quynn, no longer concerned with the stableboy.
			

			
				She could feel cum dripping down her thighs, but she was more interested in the sound of the horse stomping its hooves and snorting excitedly. She summoned clothing back to her body and picked up her cloak. She strode out of the stall, expecting to find that Simona had reconsidered. That the paladin had returned.
			

			
				The paladin’s borrowed horse had returned. The paladin had not. The beast was snorting and its fur was damp with sweat. Froth churned around the bit in its mouth. Quynn approached cautiously, for the beast was clearly agitated. It pranced and stomped its hooves, its eyes rolling wildly. There were bloody scratches along one flank and it favored one leg that was clearly wounded.
			

			
				She could smell the evil clinging to the beast. It was still wearing its saddle and Simona’s meager bags. Her holy book was still wrapped in velvet and tucked into a saddlebag. Something terrible had attacked the horse and, by extension, had attacked Simona. The paladin was in danger.
			

			
				Timovy limped out of the stall, trying to properly button up his shirt. 
			

			
				“Tend to the horse,” said Quynn.
			

			
				“Y-yes, miss,” said the stableboy, taking the horse’s reins and inspecting the wounds on his flank. He stroked the snorting beast to try to calm its fears. “Shhhhhh. Shhhh. What happened to you, girl? Those are nasty. I’ll fetch some ointment. Did you see what done this, miss?”
			

			
				Quynn was gone before the boy finished talking. She followed the trail of blood on the cobblestones, pushing through the early morning crowds and making her way through the city. Quynn could almost sense Simona, alive but in danger, moving away from Quynn faster than Quynn could catch up to her. She shoved people out of her way and had to use her demonic magic to stop a guard from barring her path. Once she reached the mills and forges, she was able to run between them without stopping. Leaping over debris that might block her way. Practically flying.
			

			
				Quynn was so intent on reaching Simona that she forgot herself. Vestigial wings pushed under her bodice, hidden only by her cloak. Horns curled from her forehead and wove between locks of her red hair. The tiny wedge of her tail poked up over her skirt. And her eyes blazed with demonic magic, heightening her senses, and increasing her ferocious speed.
			

			
				Simona was long gone when Quynn reached the spot where she had been taken. But not without a trace. There, beneath a bridge, down in a stone-walled canal, discarded among scraps of cloth and waterlogged leaves, was the glowing hammer Fiendbreaker.
			

			
				Quynn’s lips curled back and the head of the hammer began to glow a faint and unearthly shade of blue. The half-succubus loathed the weapon. It was made to destroy her. To batter apart the immortal fabric of Quynn’s demonic soul. It was also Simona’s most prized possession. One she would not part with unless completely at the mercy of some foe.
			

			
				Quynn’s fingers encircled the handle of the hammer and she lifted it from the leaves. Its glow became fearsome, casting crazed shadows over the inner walls of the canal. The hammer hungered to destroy the hand that held it. Quynn’s love for Simona and her anger at her abduction radiated up the handle and into the hammer’s head.
			

			
				The weapon was not sentient, not like the Thinking Blades of the Lost Elves, but the ancient holy wrath that dwelt within it had achieved something like a soul. This holy presence sensed Quynn’s purpose. It tasted the righteousness of her cause. The weapon calmed despite Quynn’s demonic nature. The light dimmed.
			

			
				It was then, as gloom returned to the hollow beneath the bridge, that Quynn smelled the foul stench of the undead. It was the stink of necromancy. She knew it could belong to only one man. That giggling freak, the Plague Lord, had come to Zeegendorf. And he had taken Simona.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Riding to Doom
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, quit sulking. You have every reason to be in a good mood. In two days you will be reunited with your sisters.” 
			

			
				Morbus Skorn wheezed and smiled a blackened smile. The half-rotten necromancer’s eyes were rimmed with black and one of his eyeballs kept rolling out of alignment with the other. 
			

			
				“We can have a grand celebration! All those lovely maidens waiting to cut loose. My furry friends will show them a good time!”
			

			
				Simona did her best not to betray any emotion. She did not want to provoke the Plague Lord’s interest. Before the journey began, the stoic paladin had endured being stripped by the ratkin and fondled by the Plague Lord. She’d kept quiet and he had grown bored with her. He had her dressed in a filthy bridal gown that Simona presumed he had looted from a grave.
			

			
				“Why so serious?” said the Plague Lord. “Two days is a long time. Two days to get to know each other. To get over our mutual animosity. I mean, really, we both have a lot to hate about each other. You ritualistically imprisoned me in rotting flesh for all of eternity and tried to banish me to hell. Not nice. I had the whole thing with your sister. Well intentioned. Reckless love, you might say. Leana was a good girl, mind you. Very beautiful. Much more… giving.”
			

			
				He reached a black-nailed hand across the carriage and pushed up the tattered hem of Simona’s bridal gown. She shuddered at the feeling of his cold fingers on her ripped stocking. Moving up her thigh. He squeezed and she gasped and looked away from him. Out the window. 
			

			
				The carriage rocked from side to side with the motion of the half-starved team of horses drawing them along the rain-swept road. The carriage’s window glass was fogged with steam and half-covered with a dripping scarlet fringe. The wet, furry backs of ratkin glistened in the flashes of lightning as the storm worsened. They teemed around the carriage, their unholy chattering half-heard above the creaking wheels and clopping hooves.
			

			
				“Come on, lovely,” rasps the Plague Lord. “A little kiss. A little tongue. A little pokey-pokey.”
			

			
				He leaned towards her, flapping his tongue at her lasciviously. She lashed out, her fist connecting with his chin and severing his black tongue. It fell onto her dress, smearing rotting ichor down her skirt as it rolled to the floor of the carriage and continued to flop about like a fish on land. The Plague Lord scooped it up.
			

			
				“Oot iice,” he grimaced. He shoved the wriggling tongue back into his mouth with a wet slurp. The severed appendage knit back onto the stump and he opened the window to spit out a gob of congealed black blood. His eyes blazed with unholy anger as he spoke. “When the abbey is in my hands and your sisters are defiled and filled with the seed of the rats, I will make you kneel before me. You will beg me to perform the ritual. To resurrect and wed your sister. Perhaps I’ll marry you both.”
			

			
				He stroked her red hair. She jerked away from him and grimaced at his loathsome stench.
			

			
				“I will never beg you for a thing,” said Simona. “You are refuse. An unliving blight. I would sooner feed you into a chamber pot and set it afire.”
			

			
				“Such a filthy tongue on you,” he laughed, reaching for her face like he was trying to grab her tongue.
			

			
				Simona clenched her jaw and cringed away from his touch, which put her face-to-face with the Black Queen on the seat beside her. The once-beautiful woman was still as shapely as before, but her skin had become pallid, her cheeks sunken, and her lips chapped. The Black queen’s hair was stringy and tangled. Her eyes bloodshot. Her smile revealed stained teeth.
			

			
				“Don’t be cruel to master. He will be ever so nice to you.” The Black Queen’s childish, singsong voice made Simona’s skin crawl. The broken woman caressed Simona’s arm and shoulder. Played with the laces of Simona’s bridal bodice. “He will stroke you. Kiss you. Love you. Give you so much pleasure. His cock is so special. It will make you see the truth.”
			

			
				“Wanna see it?” asked the Plague Lord, reaching for the bulge in his filthy trousers.
			

			
				“Have a closer look,” cooed the Black Queen, suddenly grabbing Simona’s head and pushing it closer to the Plague Lord’s crotch.
			

			
				The Plague Lord snarled and swatted the Black Queen’s hands away from Simona. He grabbed a handful of the Black Queen’s dark hair instead. 
			

			
				“No! She must be willing for the ritual to work,” he growled. He turned his attention back to Simona. “Don’t worry, my lovely maiden. Lots of cum in these bollocks. I’ll save some for you.” 
			

			
				He pulled the Black Queen’s head down to his lap. She moaned happily, fishing his wriggling, dripping, loathsome black cock out of his trousers. She began to lick it and smear her lips with his oozing filth. Simona suppressed a gag and looked away.
			

			
				“Thaaaaat’s right,” chuckled the Plague Lord, cradling the Black Queen’s head as she began to bob it up and down. “Give it a good suck. She likes to watch.”
			

			
				“It’s vile,” spit Simona. 
			

			
				“Don’t be jealous! We’ll stop a farmhouse at nightfall. The ratkins can have their fun. You know, slaughter the menfolk, enslave the women. You can have a turn with my cock then.”
			

			
				“Never,” said Simona, her stomach tightening from the sound alone as she averted her gaze from the blowjob the Black Queen was giving to the Plague Lord.
			

			
				She felt like she might be sick or might pass out as she endured the twisted fever dream of lust and depravity. She imagined her body defiled by the Plague Lord. Her skin crawling with sores. Her eyes bloodshot and crazed like the Black Queen’s. Simona knew that there was little hope she would ever escape.
			

			
				“Oh, are you going to cry?” laughed the Plague Lord. “Look upon me, paladin. See your future. Watch me cum in her mouth.”
			

			
				Simona refused to obey his foul words. She heard the gurgling moans of the Black Queen gulping down the Plague Lord’s putrid cum. The slosh of the woman’s fingers in her cunt. The wheezing grunts of the Plague Lord’s pleasure. She could not escape such sounds. 
			

			
				So she prayed to Ulyana for strength and sought peace in her whispered prayers. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Enlisting Help
			

			
				 
			

			
				“No, I don’t think so,” said Borto. His eyes bulged and he wet his lips. He was doing his resolute best not to stare at Quynn’s overloaded bodice. Pressed to the frame of the door to his wizard’s tower. “I am busy with the festival. And one can never truly trust a creature like you. No offense.”
			

			
				“This isn’t about me, you stupid old man,” growled the half-succubus. “Simona is in danger!”
			

			
				“Because she tangled up with you,” said Borto. “No. I’ll not aid you. If what you said is true, I’m sure the paladin had good reason to flee back to her order. Assisting you in tracking her down again would only thwart her—”
			

			
				Borto refusing to help her was infuriating. She had gone to him first for his scrying magic, but also because she was certain he would agree to assister her with one look at her jiggling tits. She’d even plumped them up a bit for his benefit. To no avail. He wasn’t even letting her into his tower. 
			

			
				She couldn’t take it. She lunged for him and grabbed a handful of his robe. His oversized wizard’s hat fell off his head and he cried out as she pulled him against the chained door. 
			

			
				“Help me find her, Borto, or I swear to the hells—”
			

			
				“Send the elf,” he cried, trying to get free. “If you can send her here to persuade me, I will scry whoever you want. I want the elf. You want the paladin. It’s a neat trade.”
			

			
				“Faylana? You’ll help me if I send her here to, what, give you pleasure?”
			

			
				“Y-yes,” said Borto. “Yes, that would do nicely. Or you could have her help in my experiments again. She ended our arrangement and we were having a splendid time together. I would like to renew that bargain, if possible.”
			

			
				“Whatever,” said Quynn, releasing wizard’s robe. “I will speak with her. But mark my words, wizard: I will remember that when I asked you for your aid, you turned it into a transaction.”
			

			
				“Life is a series of transactions,” laughed the wizard. “Good luck, Quynn. I will be waiting for Faylana to pay me a visit, but do not make me wait too long. I am to perform feats of magic for the crowds tonight and I will not miss out on that gold.”
			

			
				He shut the door in Quynn’s face just before she spoke a demonic curse so vile that a small patch of the wooden door blackened and bubbled. How was she going to convince Faylana to go back to this wizard and solicit his aid? She stepped back from the door and a reveler wearing a paper mâché donkey head bumped into her and nearly knocked her to the ground. 
			

			
				“Watch where you’re going or I’ll shove that damned mask up your arse!” shouted Quynn. She pushed the man back into the constant chaotic parade of fools through the streets. 
			

			
				Her anger abated quickly. The mask had triggered something in Quynn. Something that caused a wicked smile to spread on her face. Masks could be useful for more than just a celebration. She stepped away from Borto’s door with a whirl of her cloak.
			

			
				Not far from Borto’s door, Caldric and Faylana were having a rather quiet breakfast together in the Silver Cup. It was their last morning that would begin at the tavern after Caldric had squandered his money on a foolish bet. Faylana still had some coins left, but she had given most of her money to Borto to buy her spellbook. They would soon have to seek out other employment. Perhaps a new adventure. 
			

			
				Faylana sat across from her handsome lover, her gaze focused on the pears and gruel served for breakfast as she pondered how to talk to Caldric. She adored him, but she could still feel Straka Blackheart’s huge cock inside her. Huge. Powerful. Indomitable. She had also had an unexpected encounter with Tavek, Caldric’s best friend, and the guilt of that fleeting pleasure weighed more heavily on her than even her feelings for the gladiator.
			

			
				She finally met Caldric’s eyes and smiled nervously. Caldric was picking at his own breakfast and wondering how to broach the subject of the gladiator who had bedded Faylana. It was all Caldric’s fault and he wanted her to understand that he wasn’t mad at her. That he was to blame. But he didn’t want to bring the subject up.
			

			
				He looked at her and smiled. Gods, she was beautiful. She was every man’s dream with her golden blonde hair, delicate elfin features, and ample curves. She caught him staring and smiled back.
			

			
				“Something on your mind?” she asked.
			

			
				“Hmmm? Oh, no.” Caldric flushed. “Just thinking about how much I love you.”
			

			
				Faylana blushed in reply. Swept a lock of hair behind one long, pointed ear. 
			

			
				“I love you as well, Caldric.” She reached across the table and took his nearest hand. It was big and strong. “About what happened with the gladiator. My love, I place no blame—”
			

			
				“I deserve all of it,” he blurted.
			

			
				“What’s that?” she asked, surprised by his forceful outburst. 
			

			
				“It’s just that, well, you are blameless, Faylana,” he said. “I was selfish and deluded by that damned temptress, Quynn. I would never—”
			

			
				“Morning!” Tavek, their dwarf companion, interrupted the pair. 
			

			
				He was dressed oddly in a night shirt and seemed shaggier than usual. Caldric smiled at him. Faylana seemed surprised by Tavek’s interruption.
			

			
				“What are you doing here? I thought you’d gone!”
			

			
				“Gone?” Tavek shook his head. “Ah, not yet.”
			

			
				“Yes, last night,” said Faylana. Her blush seemed to deepen. “We, um, talked and you said you intended to be come a squire to Ser Lucan.”
			

			
				“That pompous prick!” Caldric burst out laughing. “Barely fit to be a knight. He’d be more likely to keep you as a pet or a jester, Tavek. You’d do well to stay away from him.”
			

			
				“Oh, uh, well, I had considered leaving, but you see, there is a problem.” Tavek scratched his head. His friends waited for him to explain. “I had all my things packed up, you know, but then Quynn came in crying. She was distraught. She said that Simona had been abducted by the Plague Lord.”
			

			
				“What!?” Faylana and Caldric reacted simultaneously.
			

			
				“Yes,” said Tavek. “Quynn went looking for Simona. She found the paladin’s horse and then her hammer abandoned under a bridge. Signs of a ratkin ambush and the rotten scent of the Plague Lord.”
			

			
				“What can we do to help?” asked Caldric.
			

			
				“We need some muscle,” said Tavek. “How about that gladiator?”
			

			
				Caldric and Faylana exchanged a meaningful glance.
			

			
				“Um, well, I suppose I could speak with him,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“Yes, you should,” said Caldric, obviously holding a growl of anger from his voice. “We’ll want the strongest man we can find.”
			

			
				“My love…” Faylana reached for Caldric’s hand to reassure him. He pulled his hand away and turned to Tavek.
			

			
				“I’ll deal with Borto,” said the fighter. “I might be able to persuade him to help.”
			

			
				“Ah, don’t worry about Borto,” said Tavek, scratching at his beard. “I can manage with him. Caldric, you just worry about getting ready for a fight. Get any provisions or equipment you think we may need.”
			

			
				“Yeah?” Caldric shook his head. “Never thought of you as a leader, Tavek, but I like it. Good to see you taking charge.”
			

			
				Caldric clapped his fried on the shoulder and nearly knocked the stocky dwarf over. He was surprised by how light Tavek felt. Or maybe the dwarf had just been off balance and caught unaware. Caldric helped to steady him and Tavek nodded his thanks.
			

			
				“We’ll meet back at the barn,” said Tavek. “I’ll know if we need to travel far.”
			

			
				He trundled out of the tavern before Caldric or Faylana could ask him anything else. 
			

			
				“Well, um, I will go speak with Straka,” said Faylana, unable to meet Caldric’s gaze. 
			

			
				“Yeah, right, you do that,” said Caldric, his face burning with shame. The name of Straka Blackheart had been quick to find her tongue. He almost suspected that she relished the chance to seek out the gladiator again. He could not help but picture her as he had seen her only the night before: in the arms of Straka.
			

			
				Caldric’s jaw clenched. His cock stirred.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Bargain with the Wizard
			

			
				 
			

			
				Borto gingerly dropped three granules of dried hydra bile into a steaming beaker containing his brewing dreamwalk potion. The concoction hissed as the granules met the bubbling blue liquid and produced puffs of pink smoke and a distinctive opalescent swirl in the potion. He began to stir with a glass rod, mixing the swirl into the liquid. Yes, the smell was right. But missing something. What was that other ingredient? 
			

			
				“Cockerel’s comb,” he said, snapping his fingers. He reached for the jar containing the desiccated combs. Shook one out into his hand and placed it into the mortar. There was a knock at the door before he could pick up the pestle to grind down the ingredient.
			

			
				He pulled on his floppy hat and trundled across his workshop and out to the small storefront he used for selling potions and scrolls.
			

			
				“It had better not be that damned succubus again,” he grumped as he flipped the locks on the door. The sounds of revelry burst into he room as crowds paraded past in the street. He found the noise irritating, but his annoyance was banished when he saw the shapely, fair-haired elf standing in his doorway.
			

			
				“Hello, Borto.”
			

			
				“Faylana! You’ve come back! I always knew you would! Please, come in! Come in!” He stepped back and brought her into his abode. “My, you are looking as lovely as ever. A new outfit?”
			

			
				She glanced down at the green lace that fringed the cups of her bodice and cradled her creamy elf tits. Borto stared at those pale mounds, wondering what he might need to say to free them of their lacy prison. He felt his cock twitch in his robes as she sauntered past, her shapely hips and peachy bottom outlined almost lewdly in her tight tan trousers. 
			

			
				“Did Quynn send you, my dear?” He asked, continuing through his workshop and into his living quarters. She followed him, standing beside him as he began to prepare a pot of tea.
			

			
				“Yes, that’s right,” said Faylana. “She informed me that you had to be persuaded to do the right thing and help find Simona. She said you needed me to do the persuading.”
			

			
				“It’s not so much a matter of doing the right thing, my sweet assistant.” Borto took Faylana’s hands and kissed them. “It’s that I have missed you so dearly even though it has only been a day. I thought I would get along fine without you, but it has been unbearable without your help around my study. Selling my magic for the amusement of the crowd. For coins tossed into my hat. It’s degrading. But enough of such talk, you are here with me, now.”
			

			
				“Yes,” she said, smiling sweetly as he once more kissed her hands. “What would you like me to do, Borto?”
			

			
				“Did you bring your spellbook?” he asked.
			

			
				“Um, no, I left it at the tavern. Why?”
			

			
				“No matter, no matter,” said Borto. “I was going to teach you a new spell. Instead, ah, let me show you something. I’ve been working on it as a bit of a gift. Maybe I will sell them on the last day of the festival. I call them a widow’s spade.”
			

			
				He ducked back into his study and returned with a small red box of pressed paper. He flipped open the tab on the top and showed Faylana the contents. It looked like a marionette of lacquered wood construction. Unpainted, but oiled and glistening with smooth varnish. He took it from the box and demonstrated that it was a slightly drooping articulated phallus made of seven distinct segments of smooth wood. It ended in a widened base atop a quartet of slender wooden legs. 
			

			
				Borto set it legs-first upon the seat of a chair and took out a small vial of amber oil. He carefully anointed the bell-shaped topmost segment of the phallus in the oil. The marionette began to shiver and shake. It stood erect and the legs staggered beneath it before seeming to find their footing.
			

			
				“It’s alive!” exclaimed Faylana, watching with wide-eyed fascination. 
			

			
				“Only a simulacrum of life,” said Borto, tucking the vial away. “The oil imbues it temporarily with the spirit of a lust sprite. Do you see that? How it twitches and bends toward you as if pulled by some ethereal string? Its instinct drive it to desire your pleasure. A fine gift for a lonely woman, don’t you think?”
			

			
				“And you want me to try that out?” asked Faylana, lifting an eyebrow.
			

			
				“Yes, well, I have no wife or assistant to test it upon,” he said. “But I assure you it will be enjoyed. You will have to undress, of course.”
			

			
				“Of course,” said Faylana. “And then you’ll help Simona?”
			

			
				“Yes, yes,” he said impatiently. “Yes. Just take your clothes off now, alright? It has been far too long since I’ve, ah, been helped.”
			

			
				“Maybe you’re right,” giggled Faylana, turning and suddenly pressing her chest against him at almost face-level to the short wizard. “Caldric would be very cross with me if he knew. So not a word to him.”
			

			
				“My lips are sealed,” said Borto, staring down his nose as Faylana’s chest pressed against his long beard. The way those creamy orbs heaved in her bodice was almost hypnotic. The smell of her, spicier somehow, like cinnamon, but still so lovely and sweet. “Ah! Faylana!”
			

			
				He could not resist himself. He reached up and grabbed her breasts with both hands. The comely elf cried out in surprise as Borto squeezed and shaped her tits wantonly. As he pressed his nose into her cleavage, snorting and sniffing. Kissing the tops of her breasts. Fingers curling into her bodice and pulling downward. Downward. Until the laces parted and those lovely breasts burst free. 
			

			
				“Borto! You’re so bad!” Faylana squealed with amusement. 
			

			
				Borto had never been so overcome with desire. He was a madman, kissing her tits and running his tongue over them. Sucking at those pale pink nipples. Moaning around them as he pressed Faylana back towards the chair.
			

			
				The animated wooden cock curled towards her. Rubbed against the seat of her pants. Bumped and burrowed against the seam between her legs.
			

			
				“Kiss me,” panted Borto. “Oh, my lovely Faylana, kiss me! I’m sorry! Gods, but kiss me! Kiss a man starved for affection!”
			

			
				He had never revealed his desire to her so brazenly. There had always been the element of trickery in their encounters or at least they had both played at her merely being his innocent assistant. 
			

			
				“If you’re going to be a good boy and help, I’ll do a lot more than give you a kiss,” said Faylana and she pressed her lips to the half-witted old wizard’s. 
			

			
				He was in heaven, groping her big, soft elven tits with his hands as he forcefully thrust his tongue into the sweet cove of her mouth. The pleasure of that kiss was toe-curlingly intense. She was so enthusiastic! So eager to give him what he wanted! Her lips seemed to suck at his and her tongue curled in reply to his every thrust.
			

			
				Why hadn’t he simply told her of his desires before? All the subterfuge seemed like wasted time, particularly as she began to wriggle her trousers down. 
			

			
				She managed to just get the waist of her trousers under the creamy peach of her bottom when the marionette on the chair practically leaped at her. Its wooden phallus found the velvet folds of her gold-thatched cunt and began to burrow and squirm into that hot passage.
			

			
				“Ahhhhh!” cried Faylana against Borto’s kiss. “Your little penis golem is… it’s… aaaHH!” 
			

			
				She pressed back, nearly sitting on the thing as it began vigorously sliding in and out of her tight cunt. There was not much weight behind the thrusts of the marionette, but it still moved with such vigor that it managed to wriggle deep inside her with each stroke. 
			

			
				“It’s working!” cried Borto, seeing the look of pleasure on Faylana’s face. “Ah! I knew it! Is it satisfying you, my sweet?”
			

			
				“OoooOOOoooh yes,” cried Faylana, bouncing atop the marionette. Her practiced motions fed the cock in and out of her steamy cunt. She rode the chair, her hips and thighs working. Her ass tensing with each downward stroke. The marionette made a soft clacking sound with each thrust, wood beating against wood and vibrating into Faylana’s core. 
			

			
				Borto could see the pleasure written across her face. He knew his magical creation was working. But the old wizard had other matters pressing on him. He gathered up the hem of his robe over his skinny and disturbingly pale legs and exposed his stiff red cock with its thick gray beard and his low-hanging bollocks with wisps of gray hair furring his sack. Faylana moaned at the sight of his bare cock, seeming to delight in seeing it as much as she delighted in the wooden phallus plundering her elven quim.
			

			
				“Oooh, Borto, bring that over here,” she laughed. “I need a taste!”
			

			
				She folded in his astride the chair, leaning her upper body forward at a seemingly perilous angle, her tits dangling beneath her slender torso as she offered her glistening lips to Borto. She grasped his cock in one hand and began giggling and licking the head of his straining cock. As she did this, she continued to work her hips as she rode the thrusting cock-shaped puppet upon the seat of the chair.
			

			
				“My dear, you are too good to me,” moaned Borot, standing on his tiptoes and rubbing his cock against her soft lips and teasing tongue. He could hardly believe the turn in Faylana’s character. She had always teased him with her luscious beauty. She had even become enthusiastic when he unleashed his magic upon her. 
			

			
				But she had never been so wantonly slutty, tonguing his prick without even being asked. Seemingly transformed into a true whore. Kissing the crown of his cock. Slurping him softly into that warm, suckling mouth. Laughing around him as she bounced her bottom on the chair, her fluttering cunt leaving glistening smears down the lacquered shaft of the miniature golem.
			

			
				Faylana’s gliding lips and sucking mouth made Borto forget his curiosity over Faylana’s lewd transformation. He grasped her silky blonde hair in one hand and began to gently fuck her mouth. She took his cock with ease. His tip teased her throat and the incorrigible elf didn’t even gag. His hairy bollocks slapped rhythmically against her spit wet chin.
			

			
				“Yes, such a good girl,” gasped Borto. “Ohhhh, my sweet elf. This… this experiment is… nearing fruition!”
			

			
				He grabbed her pointed ears. She moaned around his cock as if it hurt a little, but Borto couldn’t stop himself. He used her long ears like handles and fucked her mouth, plunging the head of his cock into the hot, silky grip of her throat. Again and again. To his amazement, she kept sucking without missing a beat. Her blue eyes looked up hungrily at him as he hilted against her soft lips again and again. 
			

			
				“By the gods… you… you are sucking… ohhhhh my potion! My elixir! Drink it down!!” In a hot rush of ecstasy, Borto thrust as deep as he could into Faylana’s mouth. His cock pulsed and jerked and he unleashed in a flood down her gulping throat. Her tongue swirled. Her sucking continued. A vein throbbed in Borto’s temple. He felt dizzy, the rush of pleasure was so intense. His cock, still twitching. Still hard.
			

			
				He found he couldn’t pull his cock from the insatiable elf’s mouth. Her lashes fluttered. She seemed to smile around his cock even as her cheeks hollowed and she kept sucking. 
			

			
				“Faylana… my sweet… sweet assistant,” gasped Borto. “I cannot take it! The pleasure! It is too much!” 
			

			
				He fell back heavily onto his bed, his wet cock sticking straight up and twitching from the gray-thatch of his groin. Faylana’s eyes were still burning with lust. She licked a few pearly drops of spunk from her chin and crawled in a slow circle around the panting wizard. Her movements reminded Borto of a cat. He realized he was the mouse. How had their roles reversed so completely?
			

			
				“You taste good,” she purred. “But you know what I really need, old man?”
			

			
				“W-what’s that?” he stammered, turning his head to follow her as she crawled around him on her hands and knees. 
			

			
				“This,” she said, reaching out suddenly and grabbing hold of Borto’s cock. Her soft hand gave him a surprisingly firm squeeze. He moaned and his heavy eyebrows lifted. “I need it buried in my tight elven ass. How about it, Borto? A chance to fuck this…”
			

			
				She kept one hand wanking his cock as she dropped her head to the bed and lifted her ass high. With her face and tits down on the duvet, she reached her other hand back and spread her ass, exposing and stretching the peachy pink wrinkle of her anus.
			

			
				“Oh gods,” was all Borto could say. He had never imagined Faylana would offer up her ass so eagerly to him. He found that although she had already worn him out, his cock was ready and his mind was eager to have another go. “V-very well. Whatever assistance you need in locating the paladin is yours.”
			

			
				“Perfect,” she giggled. “Now get over here and fuck my ass, Borto!”
			

			
				Borto swore he was dreaming as he grabbed hold of Faylana’s immaculate elf ass and plunged his glistening prink into the pretty pink pucker of her asshole. It yielded against his cock like it had been oiled and he slid into the exquisite passage until his cock was buried inside her. He grabbed her wide hips and began to rut with her ass like a man possessed. She pushed up onto her hands, taking his fucking not just gamely but as wantonly as she sucked him. 
			

			
				“Yessss!” she moaned, tossing her hair and looking back at him over her bouncing bottom. “Fuck me deep, wizard! Pound that elf ring! Oooooooh! I know you want to fill me up with your hot seed! Fuck me, Borto! Ooooh, it feels so good!”
			

			
				Her ass bounced and clapped against him. Her stretched hole devoured each thrust of his cock like she was born to be assfucked. The warmth of her. The squeezing, velvety softness of her ass. It was too much. Borto’s heart pounded in his chest. His breath came in wheezing gasps and his fingers dug into the softness around her hips. 
			

			
				“Yes,” he wheezed. “Yes! Oh, Faylana! Take it! Take it alllllll!”
			

			
				Borto surrendered himself to the molten pleasure Faylana’s ass. She bounced her cheeks against his hips and he thrust forward to meet her each time, a feverish, beastly rut of the sort he hadn’t experienced in years. He leaned into her. His balls tight and fizzing. Her ass squeezing against his surging cock. 
			

			
				With a final, wordless cry, Borto’s cock rushed to ecstasy and erupted in a powerful, pulsating ejaculation. She crooned as he fired his seed into her elven ass. His pleasure so intense that it seemed he was cumming twice at once. Radiating through his body. Making him dizzy.
			

			
				At last, his head spinning, he collapsed behind Faylana. His cock popped from her well-fucked hole and through his blurry vision he saw the cream dripping from her pink pucker. A contented smile spread across his face. She turned, pressing against him, massaging his cum-smeared cock.
			

			
				“No sleeping just yet,” she whispered in his ear. Nibbled at the lobe. “You have to help me find Simona first.”
			

			
				“Find her?” He blinked. “Oh, right. Yes, of course. A simple scrying spell should do the trick.”
			

			
				Easier said than done. Borto heaved himself out of bed and smoothed his robe back into place, but when he began to conjure the scrying spell in a cauldron he found himself drained of magical energy. The energy fizzled around his fingertips and no image formed in the water.
			

			
				“Erm, that is peculiar,” he said. “But not an insurmountable problem. Just a bit, hmmmm, tired after our spirited, well, yes…”
			

			
				His words trailed off as he met Faylana’s gaze. The comely elf was lounging naked on her stomach in the bed, watching him and kicking her legs up idly in the air behind her. 
			

			
				“Just one moment,” he said and shuffled over to his shelf of potions. 
			

			
				Faylana chuckled as she watched the old wizard guzzle a glowing vial of liquid. He muttered softly to himself and closed his eyes, then set the empty vial aside and limped back to the cauldron. His chanting began anew and after a moment a glowing image began to form in the water. Faylana slid off the bed to join him.
			

			
				She suddenly gripped his shoulders with viselike hands. She squeezed her breasts against the back of his head as she leaned over the diminutive wizard for a better look. 
			

			
				“Simona,” she whispered as the image of the paladin took shape. She pushed Borto aside for a better look, her hands grasping the iron rim of the cauldron. 
			

			
				The image resolved into full clarity. Simona was inside a red-upholstered carriage traveling along a road. She looked disheveled, maybe roughly handled, but definitely alive. Someone had stuffed a gag into her mouth that seemed to be a pair of panties bound in place with twine. Voices made ripples on the surface of the water. There were others in the carriage with her. 
			

			
				“I must hear what they are saying,” demanded Faylana. 
			

			
				“Yes, of course,” muttered Borto as he extended the spell and expanded the use of his magical power. But he was at his limit. The words that came through were indistinct. Choppy.
			

			
				Faylana strained to hear them.
			

			
				“Her sister,” she repeated. “Something about the sister superior. The abbey! They’re going to the abbey!”
			

			
				“And they are not alone,” said Borto. “Look out the window of the carriage.”
			

			
				A river of mangy brown and gray fur was visible through the window. Dozens of ratkin. Perhaps hundreds of them. Borto became dizzy as Faylana tried to discern more. He held a hand to his head and the image rippled and disappeared. 
			

			
				“Cannot maintain the spell. I must rest.” Borto sagged against his staff.
			

			
				“Rest then, old man,” said Faylana. “You will be needed.”
			

			
				“For what?” croaked Borto, drunk with fatigue.
			

			
				“To help us save Simona,” she said and marched out of his bedroom without even donning her clothing. Borto hobbled over to his writing desk and collapsed into the chair. He was asleep and snoring in moments.
			

			
				Outside his tower, the crowds continued to celebrate the summer harvest. They danced and chanted. They drank to excess. But they did not seed the elf blonde emerge from Borto’s tower, nor did they see her featured melt and rearrange themselves into a voluptuous redheaded woman in a corseted gown. 
			

			
				Quynn strode purposefully into the crowd. She would do anything to save Simona. That terrible hollow in her chest had to be filled.
			

			
				 
			

			
				A Knight in Tarnished Armor
			

			
				 
			

			
				The war pony was named Francis and had cost Tavek much of the gold he had won from unraveling all that trouble in the fishing village of Kleemenhof. The golden pony with its butter-colored mane looked out of place as it moseyed down the dreary road. Tavek had spent most of the night and all the morning riding southwest to Boar’s Rock. Following the lesser river Wert along the valley formed on one side by the central highlands of Tarol and on the other by the fuzzy green mountains of the Garonvingians. The road ran alongside the river, sometimes crossing to one side or the other, and beneath countless willow trees that had disrupted the cobblestone roadway with their thirsty roots. 
			

			
				The rising sun burned away the morning mists from the river and at least provided some modicum of warmth to the weary dwarf. The first sign of civilization, other than the road, came in the late afternoon, when he spotted the first of several lazily turning water wheels and mills. It was not long after that before he spied Boar’s Rock, the name of the snouted black rock formation that jutted from the mountains. The name was shared by the small squat fortress of black stone sitting atop the rock formation. The village of Bramsch sprawled beneath the fortress like a table set for a feast.
			

			
				Tavek knew the village well. He had come of age in this place. Had his first woman, Shyla, and his first real fight, with Shyla’s brother Kerren. He knew Bramsch’s goat traders and cheesemongers and fletchers. His mouth watered at the thought of its famous butter buns with sourberry jam. It was a quaint village, not entirely unappealing after Zeegendorf, but also not as cheery as it had lived in Tavek’s memory. The peasants regarded him with suspicious eyes set in dirty faces. A guard in chainmail spit as Tavek rode past on his golden pony.
			

			
				“Hey dwarf,” shouted a blonde woman from a balcony. He looked up as she flashed her pendulous breasts, hefting them in both hands. “Come to the Pink Tulip for a bit of ass! Ask for Luciana!” She turned and lifted her skirt, showing off a plump but not entirely uninviting bottom and a glimpse of her shaved cunt.
			

			
				Tavek smiled but did not wave to the woman. He didn’t want to get her hopes up. The way things had ended poorly with Quynn and that damned paladin was one thing, but he was still feeling guilty about betraying his friendship with Caldric. Oh, but Faylana would be in his dreams for years to come. What a lass! He smiled thinking of her. The way she had kissed him. The way her sweet elf cunt had—
			

			
				“Halt!” 
			

			
				Tavek realized he had guided his pony up the winding road towards the lower gatehouse on the approach to Boar’s Rock. The gate was wide open, but his path was barred by a pair of armored guards that had emerged from the gatehouse. 
			

			
				“Whoa, Francis,” said Tavek, pulling his pony’s reins. He called out to the guards, “Well met! I am Tavek Snarlhammer seeking an audience with my old friend Ser Godrick Lucan!”
			

			
				The two guards exchanged a glance. The older and fatter of the two leaned over and whispered to his comrade. They laughed. Tavek bristled at the mockery in their expressions.
			

			
				“A problem?” demanded Tavek.
			

			
				“Oh, no! Proceed to the castle, my lord,” mocked the older man, bowing and gesturing.
			

			
				“Yes, Ser Godrick Lucan will be most pleased to see you,” said the other, affecting a courtly manner and waving an imaginary handkerchief.
			

			
				The guards stood aside and Tavek decided not to leap down and bash their heads. He heeled Francis and clucked his tongue, sending the pony trotting up the mountain road. The two guards broke into a laughing fit, leaning on one another as they watched Tavek ride on.
			

			
				Tavek did his best to put the insult from his mind as he approached the black walls of the castle at Boar’s Rock. The rock formation looked more ominous the closer Tavek rode. Jagged tusks of black stone thrust upward from the natural snout of rock and buttressed the walls of the castle. A boar’s head banner of House Lucan flew above the fortress gate. Tavek could not help but notice the nearly skeletal corpse shackled to the wall, still picked at by ravens trying to get the last bits of flesh.  
			

			
				The guard at the fortress gate waved Tavek through. He was met by a servant in the courtyard and offered a stool to get down from Francis. He jumped and almost toppled into the unexpected patch of mud. There were women doing wash, a farrier working on the horses, and a trio of dirty children fighting with wooden swords. All these people stopped to stare at Tavek. The dwarf. The freak in their midst.
			

			
				Tavek smiled and approached the keep. The door was opened for him by a very tall and very old footman. A man Tavek recognized!
			

			
				“Delmon? Is it you?” He squinted. The man seemed to have aged thirty years in the span of ten.
			

			
				“Tavek.” The old footman broke into a grin. “Is that you? The boy from the stables?”
			

			
				“It is me, Delmon! I’ve come to see Ser Lucan!” 
			

			
				Delmon ushered Tavek into the keep’s foyer, revealing unexpected opulence given the squalor in the courtyard. The castle, though small, was furnished in marble, gold, rich tapestries, and exotic stuffed beasts. They ascended the grand staircase together, passing a dining hall and an empty audience chamber with a wooden throne decorated with antlers.
			

			
				“Oh, good that you have! Not a moment too soon!” Delmon leaned over to whisper, “He has been raising an army. Talking of rebellion. Perhaps you can talk some sense into him. You used to have a way with him.”
			

			
				“That bad, eh? What of Marguerite?” 
			

			
				“She was taken by the white death. Afflicted many in the village as well.” Delmon stopped beside a portrait of the lovely raven-haired wife of Ser Lucan. “She took temperance with her, I’m afraid. Now he has turned to warring, drinking, and women.”
			

			
				“No heir then?” said Tavek. He looked at the dark eyes of Marguerite. He remembered her as barely more than a girl. Winsome and good-humored. She appeared sad in her portrait. 
			

			
				“Afraid not,” said Delmon. “Oh, but he will be buoyed to see you, Tavek. He always had a fondness for you.”
			

			
				They continued up another staircase and down a hall lined with portraits of past lords of House Lucan. The men of the family glowered, some blond and some red-haired, but all porcine and stout in appearance. Double doors at the end of the hall were suddenly flung open and a woman screamed. Something that sounded like pottery smashed. A woman ran through the doors. She shouted and cursed in an accent too thick for Tavek to make out what she was saying. She wore a torn peasant dress held across her ample bosom by one arm, her black curls springing about her shoulders as she rushed past them.
			

			
				“Begone then, witch!” boomed a deep voice that seemed more amused than angry. “Don’t forget your coins!” 
			

			
				Several silver and gold coins flew out into the hall like grapeshot, landing near Tavek and Delmon. The woman scurried to collect them, her torn dress falling open in the process and revealing a glimpse of her massive tits to the dwarf. Nice ones, to his eye. Not saggy like the whore calling out from the balcony.
			

			
				Ser Godrick Lucan strode out into the hall, red-faced, red-haired, red-bearded, and seemingly twice as large as he had been when Tavek had known him. He was a tall man, perhaps even muscular, but hidden under a more than generous layer of fat. His chest was massive barrel that bulged over his belt at his belly. He cinched and buckled the belt, seemed about to shout something, and then saw Tavek and Delmon.
			

			
				“Tavek? Good lord, man! What are you doing here?” Ser Lucan charged past the woman and shoved aside Delmon and scooped Tavek up like a father embracing his prodigal son. Though Tavek was slightly older than Ser Lucan, his small stature made such an embrace possible. He tolerated it from Ser Lucan. He would have bashed most others in the nose. “Oh! You’ve grown! And this beard!”
			

			
				Ser Lucan tugged at Tavek’s beard.
			

			
				“You’ve one as well,” said Tavek, returning the favor twice as hard.
			

			
				“Why you incorrigible bastard!” laughed Ser Lucan, setting Tavek down. The stout noble knight rubbed his red beard. “I’d have most men flogged for that. Aye, but not you, old friend!”
			

			
				“Saw the skeleton on the wall when I come on,” said Tavek. “You’ve taken a dark turn, eh?”
			

			
				“Dark times,” said Ser Lucan. “Come into my study and we’ll talk more. Delmon, fetch us some port. The good stuff, not that hog’s piss you usually pour for guests.”
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” said Delmon, bowing and retreating down the hall.
			

			
				Tavek followed Ser Lucan into his study. It was overstuffed with trophies from hunts, tournaments, and sexual conquests. A huge brassiere dangled from the horns of a gray mountain stag. Several emptied bottles of Istavan brandy from before the fall decorated a shelf alongside the claw of some serpent creature. 
			

			
				“Been slaying dragons?” asked Tavek.
			

			
				“Would if I could find any,” replied Ser Lucan. “Cockatrice. Measly thing. An overgrown rooster, to be honest. Chased it for an hour, but when I finally caught up to it I took its ‘ead off with a single swipe.”
			

			
				Ser Lucan patted a silver great sword displayed in a stand between a pair of bookcases sagging under the weight of a massive collection of blasphemous erotica. Tavek took a slender book from the shelf, paged through it, saw something beyond objectionable, and quickly returned it to the shelf.
			

			
				“Heard there was good hunting for boars in these parts,” said Tavek, then caught Ser Lucan’s eye and laughed.
			

			
				“No boar hunting on these lands, old friend. Not permitted since my grandfather, being the family crest and all.” Ser Lucan sat down heavily in the chair behind his cluttered study desk. “So tell me, dwarf, you bedded any good women lately? Any proper plump maidens? Quivering thighs? Jiggling tits? Eh?”
			

			
				Tavek smiled. When he blinked, he saw Faylana and Quynn. He focused on Quynn to keep his mind off the elf. 
			

			
				“Yeah, there was one,” said Tavek, a bitter not edging into his voice. “She broke my damned heart. Ran off with a paladin. It’s why I’m here, Godrick. She was in my adventuring party—”
			

			
				“Adventuring!?” Ser Lucan hammered his fists on the desk, startling Delmon just as he entered with a bottle of port and two goblets. “That’s the stuff, old friend! I’ve been mustering for war, but none of these lords around here are eager for it. I make offense at court, insult them in letters, dance with their wives, and they refuse to take offense. I’ve near five hundred men under arms. Milling about most days. Wasting my coin.”
			

			
				“That’s a lot of men,” said Tavek. “I suppose you won’t be needing a squire still then?”
			

			
				“Hmmm? Squire? Oh, by Oreth, no. I’ve a dozen lads for that. No, but I could use you, Tavek, as that rarest of things. A comrade. A loyal companion.” He leaned forward. “Doesn’t pay much, but you can stay at the castle, drink and feast with me, and drown in all the cunt you could ever desire.”
			

			
				“What do I have to do?”
			

			
				Ser Lucan shrugged his broad shoulders. 
			

			
				“Start by drinking some of this port. A toast, eh? To renewed friendships.” Ser Lucan raised his silver goblet and the two of them drank the sweet, strong port. “Now then, tell me of your adventuring party. Everything. All of your adventures. I’ll bet that bruiser Caldric was with you.”
			

			
				“Aye,” said Tavek. “He and his elf lover.”
			

			
				“Oh-ho-ho? Bedding an elf!” Ser Lucan leaned so far forward it seemed he might fall from his chair. “Now I will die if you don’t tell me every detail!”
			

			
				Tavek began to tell the long story of his friendship with Caldric and their path of adventure and danger. He struggled not to think of Faylana, to picture what he had done with her, but Ser Lucan badgered him for details about her. By the time they reached the bottom of their bottle of port, it seemed to Tavek that Ser Lucan had all but admitted his deep love for Faylana. A woman that he had never even seen in person.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Negotiations with the Gladiator
			

			
				 
			

			
				Straka’s massive fist pounded into the sandbag dummy, rocking it back on its wooden frame. He drew back his fist and left an impression of his knuckles in the dummy. It only lasted for a moment before he hammered in another punch. 
			

			
				Straka’s punches were more powerful than usual. His wide orcish jaw clenched a little harder. He was picturing Caldric’s face. That pathetic human didn’t deserve a woman like Faylana. Couldn’t even win a simple fight for her love. Any man that would hand over his girl for a night with Straka deserved to lose her.
			

			
				“And he will,” growled the orc, punching the dummy so hard in its head that it tore off and spilled sand across the floor of the gladiator’s training room. The other gladiators turned to look in awe at the hulking half-orc.
			

			
				“What’s wrong, Straka?” asked Jules, the only gladiator bold enough to speak with the champion. “Still thinking about that elf, are ya?”
			

			
				“Careful,” growled Straka, flexing the fingers of his right hand.
			

			
				“Look, if you want to kill her man, I’d be happy to help out.” Jules rubbed the bruise on his face from Caldric. “Or maybe just tie him up and drop him outside of town. Who knows? Maybe the wolves will do the job for us.”
			

			
				“Not killing him,” growled Straka. 
			

			
				The orc walked out of the gym and into the steam baths. Hot air gusted over him as he shed his training gear and stepped naked into one of the tiled baths. The sweltering heat engulfed him as he sat back on the wooden bench. Sweat beaded from his prominent brow. His huge, flaccid cock draped over the wood. He leaned his muscular arms on the back of the chair and closed his eyes. He didn’t want to talk to Jules.
			

			
				The half-orc had bedded dozens of beautiful women as champion of the arena. Perhaps hundreds counting all the whores bought by the promoters to keep him entertained. But not woman had ever compared to Faylana. Her beauty was unmatched, to be sure, but it was also her skill with his cock and her willingness to pleasure it. He saw the moment when that thick orc cock broke her resistance. It had come earlier than he expected. Not a virgin. Not timid. She had begged for his seed and squeezed him with her silken cunt. Bathed his bollocks with her tongue. Rode him like a Kornasi horsewoman. 
			

			
				That pathetic human, Caldric, was not enough for her. She needed an orc cock to satisfy her. An orc to protect her. To keep her. 
			

			
				“She needs me,” he growled. 
			

			
				He almost fell asleep, his mind filled with moments and fantasies of Faylana pressed beneath him on his bed. Her tits splashing with each thrust and her cunt quivering around him. Her beautiful face twisted in ecstasy. Her lips, so soft and sweet, curving into an oval of wordless pleasure. Pleading for more. For his cum.
			

			
				Straka’s cock was stiff as he walked out of the steam bath and toweled off. He wrapped the towel around his waist. It did little to conceal his arousal. Feelings of inadequacy caused the other gladiators to avert their gazes. The virile half-orc was supreme champion and supreme male. He padded barefoot back to his quarters under the arena.
			

			
				The door to Straka’s room was ajar. He tensed. Caldric looking for revenge? Or some guard captain’s fat wife looking to have her cunt plowed by the champion? He pushed open the door and stepped inside, feigning a casual stance, but ready to leap into action.
			

			
				She was there. He smelled her scent lingering at the doorway before he saw her.
			

			
				“Faylana?” he growled. 
			

			
				She rose from the bed a shadow and stepped into the light spilling through the door. Her fair hair was pulled back into an elven braid. Her blue eyes were full of feeling. She did not smile as she pressed her hands against him. Allowed him to sweep her into his powerful arms.
			

			
				“My lovely elf, you have returned to me,” he said and kissed her. She stiffened against him, resisted him for a moment. But he persisted and her lips yielded at last, opening to his thrusting tongue. Meeting him in that hot, intimate mingling of desire. When he finally broke the kiss, she was softly panting, her breasts rising and falling as they squeezed against his muscular body. 
			

			
				“I need you… need your help,” whispered Faylana.
			

			
				“Help?” His lip curled back. “You need my cock. I feel it.”
			

			
				He reached a hand between her thighs and squeezed the soft mound of her groin. There was heat under her trousers. Lust.
			

			
				“Oh! Stop that!” She pushed away from him. Stumbled back into the darkness. 
			

			
				Straka growled and lit a lantern. Shut the door. Advanced on her.
			

			
				“I need your help!” she cried, holding her hands up defensively.
			

			
				He caught her wrists and bound them together in one huge hand. He pulled her nearer by lifting her arms over her head. She was practically dangling from his grasp. He stroked her hip. His hand moved up her body and he palmed her left breast through her blouse. Squeezed it until he felt her nipple stiffen against his palm.
			

			
				“Put me down,” gasped Faylana.
			

			
				Straka ignored her. His thick fingers began to unbutton her blouse.
			

			
				“Tell me then,” he growled. “Tell me why you need my help.”
			

			
				“My friend, our friend, h-h-has been taken,” she said. “The Plague Lord has stolen her away.”
			

			
				Faylana blurted out everything she knew, which did not yet include the details of the Plague Lord’s destination. She was terrified of Straka. Not because she was afraid he might hurt her, though that seemed possible as his bestial lust seemed to be growing by the second. No, she was afraid at how badly she wanted him. How her body ached at his recent caress. How she responded to his every touch. Her cunt throbbed with need as if it remembered the stretching of Straka’s huge cock. 
			

			
				She finished her story, averting her gaze from the orcs huge erection as he drew aside the towel wrapped around his waist. 
			

			
				“You have told me why you need me,” said Straka, releasing Faylana back onto her feet. “Not why I should help. Is there gold in it for me?”
			

			
				“Very little,” said Faylana. “Perhaps a reward when we save her. There is honor too.”
			

			
				“Not good enough,” said Straka and he pulled the last two buttons free on Faylana’s blouse. The fabric hung loosely against her breasts. She looked up at him but did not move as he idly pushed aside the halves of her blouse and exposed her bare breasts. A growl issued from deep within his chest.
			

			
				Faylana trembled beneath his red-eyed gaze. Her pale breasts rose and fell with each excited breath. Her pink nipples were stiff almost to the point of pain. 
			

			
				“I want you,” said Straka. 
			

			
				“Now?” whispered Faylana, her thigh quivering.
			

			
				“Yes,” said Straka, covering her breasts with his huge hands. His touch light, but his hands hard with calluses. “But in the future too. You will be mine while I am with you.”
			

			
				“What do you mean?” She gasped, watching his green-tinted hands squeezing and shaping her breasts. Feeling the roughness against her nipples. 
			

			
				“I mean Caldric does not touch you,” he says. “You belong to me when I am helping.”
			

			
				“I belong to no man,” said Faylana. “I am—”
			

			
				“I am not a man,” growled Straka. “I am an orc. And you will belong to me if you want my help. I will claim you when I please and you will sleep in my bedroll. If this is not good then you do not need Straka’s help.”
			

			
				Faylana found that she could not speak, only nod slowly in agreement with Straka’s harsh terms. She wanted him too badly to deny him. His lips curled into a cruel smile. His red eyes seemed to gleam. She could feel the warm prodding of his cock against her abdomen. Her hands sought his maleness. Found it rigid and bulging. The head oily with his precum. The shaft so warm as she grasped him and began to stroke. 
			

			
				He did not need to tell her. She knew. She knelt before him and began to kiss and lick his massive, superior orc cock. He cradled her head gently, watching her as he breathed loudly through his nostrils. Her wet tongue traced the ridge of his cockhead. Flicked against his slit. Licked down his shaft to his sweat-damp bollocks. She tongued his stoned. Sucked them. Moaned with her hot lips against them as she pumped both hands on his hardness.
			

			
				“Enough!” snapped Straka.
			

			
				Faylana lifted her head from his loins. Her breasts dragged against his cock. She saw the hunger in his eyes. Her mouth was not enough. Not now. Not to seal the bargain.
			

			
				“Oh, Straka,” she gasped, rising to her feet. “Take me.”
			

			
				Straka did not have to be told. He lifted her off her feet with a sweep of his arm and tossed her face-down onto his bed. He flipped her onto her back and then was upon her, his bald head between her legs and his tongue assaulting the sweet folds of her cunt. Faylana wailed with pleasure, her legs over his shoulders and her hips bucking and twisting. He licked her clit. Sucked at her folds. Tongued the hot divot of her anus.
			

			
				When Straka was satisfied that she was trembling with need, he pressed her legs back and climbed atop her. Pinned her feet almost behind her head. Slipped and slithered his cock over her aching cunt.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, be gentle, please,” she moaned.
			

			
				He laughed. Kissed her. Growled against her lips, “Is that what you truly desire? Gentle?”
			

			
				“N-no,” she whispered. 
			

			
				He pressed her feet back behind her head. Smashed a kiss against her yielding lips. Thrust his cock into the hot folds of her cunt. He buried every bit of his hard green cock in her delicate elven cunt. He pulled back until his cock was almost out and then hilted again with a powerful stroke, his balls slapping against her ass. He bore his full weight down upon her, crushing her into the bed with each thrust and driving his massive cock into her tender elven cunt.
			

			
				Faylana felt like Straka’s cock was going to tear her in half and she loved it. Each thrust filling her to the brink and taking her body to its limit. Beating into her. Pummeling her. Tits shaking with each stroke. Her cervix tender from the impact of his cockhead. Her hips and thighs aching with the unnatural position bent beneath Straka’s rutting, powerful body.
			

			
				“Yes! Ohhhhhh! I’m cumming!” she cried as pleasure rippled through her in overlapping waves. Gripping him. Fluttering around his cock. Her mouth hung open. Her eyes were rolling in her head.
			

			
				Straka made her cum, but he was hardly done. The mighty orc withdrew his cock and turned her onto her hands and knees. He pushed her face down into the pillows on his bed and lifted her soft ass up. He smacked it with his cock and rubbed at her winking pink asshole and the swollen folds of her cunt. He rubbed his tip at her slit. Grabbed her hips. Buried his cock back inside her. 
			

			
				This position was not quite as deep as the press, but he could fuck her senseless with the ferocity of each stroke. Fast and savage, balls swinging against her clit and sweat dripping from his straining muscles as he pounded Faylana from behind. Each thrust smacked against her ass and sent her tits swinging. Her face pushed into pillows again and again. Her cunt aching to cum again.
			

			
				“Elf slut is best slut,” he laughed, feeling that cunt grip him again. “Human would be broken already. You want more.”
			

			
				“Yesssss,” she hissed, her fingers twisting in the bedding.
			

			
				Faylana imagined telling Caldric about this deal with the half-orc. Mocking him for it. Being cruel in ways she could never be cruel. But Straka could be cruel. He would be cruel for her. Make Caldric regret what he had permitted. To let his beloved Faylana be fucked by this orc. 
			

			
				She pushed up on her hands and knees and pushed back against him. 
			

			
				“Do it! Fuck me!” she gasped, looking madly over her shoulder at Straka. “Fill me with your seed!”
			

			
				“Such a game slut!” laughed Straka, utterly triumphant. “Very well! You shall have your wish!”
			

			
				Straka grabbed a handful of Faylana’s hair, pulling her back against his cock. He slammed her cunt hard and fast, her tits swinging violently and her ass slapping loudly against his hips. Her body was completely ruled by Straka. Her cunt on the verge of cumming yet again. His cock so huge it felt sure to rip her in half. 
			

			
				Then, with the roar of a warrior slaying his vanquished foe, Straka erupted into her depths. Hot bursts of his seed pumped into her core. Overflowed her stuffed cunt. Dripped down her thighs and onto the bed between her knees. Each thrust released another gush of his cum. Another throb. Another powerful jerk of his massive member.
			

			
				Her womb was painted with potent orc seed. As she collapsed panting onto the bed, Faylana knew that it would not be the last time she experienced such pleasure in the coming days. But she had won a new ally for the battle against the Plague Lord. She was glad to pay the price.
			

			
				Straka kissed her neck. His cock twitched inside her. 
			

			
				“I hope your man knows his place,” he growled and his kissing became hard sucking. 
			

			
				“Ah!” she laughed, twisting her neck against his lips as he marked her supple skin. She squeezed against him, marveling at his size even as he was slowly growing flaccid. 
			

			
				But Straka’s question lingered in her mind. Would Caldric agree to the gladiator’s terms? 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Horns of the Warrior
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric hefted the last crate of supplies onto the wagon he had secured for their journey. Borto sat in the wagon driver’s seat, his feet up as the wizard watched the muscular warrior doing all the hard labor.
			

			
				“Your certain she said she was coming back here?” wondered Caldric, wiping sweat from his brow. “She told me she had to, uh, talk with Straka. Because Tavek said it would be dangerous. I mean, more dangerous than just I could handle alone. So we needed another warrior.”
			

			
				Caldric’s gaze flicked the Borto, but if the wizard understood the significance of what Caldric was saying he betrayed no reaction. The little old halfwit seemed in an unusually good mood, singing to himself and paging through a spell book.
			

			
				“How far is it to this abbey?” asked Borto, ignoring Caldric’s question.
			

			
				“The Order of the Silver Chalice is three days from here,” said Caldric, inspecting his swords. “Two if the moon favors us and we are able to ride through the night and push the horses to their limit.”
			

			
				“I wonder how long the sisters there can hold out against all those rat men? Seemed like a vile lot of them.” Borto glanced at Caldric. “Have you any experience killing their sort?”
			

			
				Caldric thought back to his early days with Tavek, slaying rats. Dirty work that paid poorly. The rats were tough bastards. Better to burn them out if possible. Cornering a swarm of them and killing them with swords and axes was unpleasant business. 
			

			
				“I’ve dealt with their cousins,” said Caldric. “Never ratkin.”
			

			
				Borto got that look on his face he always had right before he mocked Caldric. The warrior braced himself, ready to strike back with an insult for the wizard. Borto’s expression suddenly shifted. He smiled happily and seemed to look past Caldric.
			

			
				“What are you smiling about!?” demanded Caldric.
			

			
				He felt something poke into his back and he whirled around, ready to pummel whoever was there. Instead of some pest or bully, Caldric realized it was Faylana. Flushed and flustered. Her hair a bit disheveled. She smiled sheepishly and averted her blue-eyed gaze. 
			

			
				“Faylana,” said Caldric. “My love. What is it?”
			

			
				“Ah, could we speak somewhere private?” she asked. 
			

			
				“Of course,” said Caldric, taking her firmly by the bicep. “In here.”
			

			
				They went into the tack room of the nearby barn. Saddle stands filled most of the room, most of them empty. Hanging bridles, reins, whips, and freight straps hung from hooks screwed into the timber walls. Caldric shut the door behind them, darkening the room and revealing the light that spilled in through uneven planks. The smell of leather and saddle oil overcame the muted aroma of the barn.
			

			
				“We’re alone here,” said Caldric. “What is it you have to tell me?”
			

			
				“Straka… the gladiator—”
			

			
				“I know who he is,” said Caldric, his eyes blazing. “What of him? Did he agree to help us save Simona?”
			

			
				“Yes,” she said. 
			

			
				“I suppose he will want gold,” said Caldric bitterly.
			

			
				“Yes and… and more than that,” said Faylana. 
			

			
				“Hmmmmm?” Caldric looked down as Faylana took hold of his large hands. 
			

			
				“My love, you know you are everything to me,” she said, but she felt the lie of it as a tremor ran deep into her cove. Stretched by Straka’s huge cock. “In order to persuade him I had to, ah, agree to certain arrangements while his in our company. Temporary arrangements.”
			

			
				Caldric leaned closer to her. His body pressed her back against one of the saddle stands. Into a slender ray of light that spilled across her collarbone and slender neck. Light that illuminated the red welt on her skin from where the orc had sucked at her flesh.
			

			
				“You were with him,” said Caldric. He sniffed at her and added, “His stink is all over you. Do not lie to me, Faylana. Tell me.”
			

			
				“Yes,” she said, meeting Caldric’s gaze. “Yes, we had… he fucked me. Twice. Once to persuade him to join us and once… the other time was for me.”
			

			
				“What?” Caldric’s anger reached a boil. His cock twitched and hardened in his trousers. “You bent over and took that orc’s cock?”
			

			
				“He bent me over,” she laughed. “Straka does as he pleases with me. And it pleases me. But you know… you know I still love you Caldric, right?”
			

			
				“What is this arrangement you mentioned?” he whispered.
			

			
				“Only… while he is with us, I will belong to him,” she said. “I will still love you, but it will seem like I love him.”
			

			
				Caldric’s hands tightened into fists. He punched a nearby wall and knocked several pieces of tack off their hooks. The pain of knowing that brute would be ravishing her whenever he pleased! It was almost too much to bear. But what was worse was that everyone else would know. Tavek and Quynn and Borto would all know of his humiliation. 
			

			
				“It is only temporary, my love,” said Faylana, reaching for him again.
			

			
				“It is intolerable,” he said through clenched teeth. 
			

			
				“Is it though?” she said, teasing her fingers down his back. “It is only to have his help, only for a few days, and I know you enjoy such things.”
			

			
				Caldric did not answer. He could not. Then he felt her behind him. Her hand reaching around his hip. Reaching for the buttons of his trousers. Nimble fingers slid into his pants and underwear. Her soft, delicate elven fingers wrapped around his hard cock. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm, you cannot deceive me, Caldric,” she whispered, her lips near his ear. “I know it hurts, but you like it when other men have their way with me. I like it too. I like to know how it makes you feel. And his cock is so big.”
			

			
				“Bigger than mine?” asked Caldric as she dragged his underwear beneath his cock and balls. 
			

			
				“Oh, my, yes,” laughed Faylana. “Twice as big, at least. His cock is a monster, my sweet. It fills me like no man ever has. It makes me feel… so wonderful.”
			

			
				She grasped Caldric’s cock firmly. Kissed his neck. Leaned her tits against his back and began to massage the length of his cock. She breathed softly. She stroked deftly. Her fingers caressed the length of his cock and smeared his precum.
			

			
				“You didn’t need to… to go to bed with him,” said Caldric, looking down and watching his reddening cock being massaged by the beautiful elf.
			

			
				“Ha! I couldn’t have refused him once I was in his quarters at the arena.” She kissed Caldric’s neck. Nibbled hotly at his earlobe. His manhood twitched in her increasingly slippery grasp. “You knew I would be in his bed when I said I was going to him. Do not pretend otherwise, Caldric. You could have stopped me. Refused to let me go. I would have listened.”
			

			
				“Would you?” he asked.
			

			
				She squeezed the head of his cock. Rubbed her thumb against his leaking tip. 
			

			
				“Yes, because I love you,” she purred. “But you did not stop me, so I knew it was what you wanted. Me on my knees with his fat orc cock in my mouth. Bent over on his bed. Taking him again and again.”
			

			
				“By Shudra,” moaned Caldric, calling out praise to the goddess of lust.
			

			
				“I negotiated a deal with him, my love. He will be joining us when we go to save Simona. But there’s something else I have to tell you.”
			

			
				“W-what is it?” moaned Caldric, doing his best not to thrust against Faylana’s hand.
			

			
				“On this journey, I will be bedding with Straka,” she said, stroking Caldric faster. He tensed, anger burning through him. Jealousy and desire tamed by her hand upon his cock. “You heard Tavek. He said it might be dangerous. We needed him. He’s so strong. So skilled in combat. And this will only be temporary.”
			

			
				“No,” cried Caldric, pushing her hands away from his cock. “We don’t need him! He can’t be trusted!”
			

			
				He turned to face her, his eyes rimmed red with anger.
			

			
				“Shhhhhhh!” Faylana pressed her body against him. She kissed Caldric on his lips and returned her hands to his cock. “Do not pretend you will not enjoy it. Hearing me each night with him. Perhaps you can even watch. Would you like that?”
			

			
				“Nooooo,” moaned Caldric as Faylana kissed her way down his body. She crouched before Caldric and opened her blouse. He groaned as her soft tits engulfed his straining manhood. She worked her breasts against his hard cock and tucked her chin against her chest. Her tongue danced at the sensitive head of his cock. Soft. Warm. Wet. 
			

			
				Irresistible.
			

			
				“Oh, gods, help me,” moaned Caldric, watching Faylana wank him between her ample breasts. She pressed her hands in from the sides, squeezing her mounds around his purpling cock. Riding her tits down to his bollocks so his cock jutted up from her cleavage. Each time his cockhead crested her cleavage, her tongue went to work. It swirled around him. It tempted him to the edge.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm,” moaned Faylana. She lifted her face to look at him and dribbled saliva onto his cock. Caldric continued to thrust between her tits, watching with building pleasure as his purple cock slid in that soft valley. Faylana’s eyes sparkled with delight. “Tell me your true desire, my love. Do not conceal it from me. You wish for me to use my body to pleasure the orc.”
			

			
				“Ohhhh!” Caldric moaned in despair but could not stop thrusting between her tits. He confessed, “Yesss!”
			

			
				“You wish me to kiss his savage lips,” she said.
			

			
				“Yes,” moaned Caldric, thrusting harder.
			

			
				“Caress his body made of stone with my soft hands,” she moaned.
			

			
				“Yes,” groaned Caldric.
			

			
				“Stretch my lips around his massive cock and drink his seed,” she cried.
			

			
				“Yes!” Caldric could feel it now, rushing up from inside him.
			

			
				“Stretch my cunt around his cock,” cried Faylana, her voice growing louder.
			

			
				“Ohh, gods, yes!” Caldric was breathless. His pleasure surging.
			

			
				“You want Straka to fill me with his seed!” Faylana wailed and tossed her head back as if at the peak of pleasure. It was no longer a question. She could see the answer as it burst forth in hot, white, splattering gushes from Caldric’s cock.
			

			
				Her warrior lover braced both hands on her slender shoulders as he gave his final thrusts between her tits. His seed pumped out in massive spurts that glazed her face, her shoulders, and breasts in his plentiful cum. Spurt after spurt, until Caldric had emptied his lust in the depths of Faylana’s rubbed red cleavage. He staggered back and freed his cock from between her luscious breasts. She smiled up at him, that same mischievous glimmer in her blue eyes.
			

			
				The regret washed over Caldric in an overwhelming wave. Faylana’s smile from her cum-smeared face only made his regret that much more acute. How could he want this? How could he admit it to his beloved Faylana? 
			

			
				But it was too late. He had admitted it all.
			

			
				He sagged against the saddle stand behind him.
			

			
				“So much seed, Caldric,” giggled Faylana, swiping her fingers through the cum decorating her face. “You must have been very excited. Mmmmmmm. So much and… mmmm… so delicious.”
			

			
				She cleaned herself with her fingers and seemed to relish licking and sucking Caldric’s cream from her fingers. She made such a show of scooping the spunk from herself that it began to stiffen Caldric’s flagging cock once more. Faylana did not fail to notice his returning arousal.
			

			
				“Why, you are becoming erect once more, my love,” she said, hefting Caldric’s cock in one hand as she finished cleaning herself with fingers of her other hand. “Still thinking about how Straka took me with his massive cock?”
			

			
				Caldric let out a wordless groan and fell upon her there on the floor of the tack room. He kissed her with wild abandon. No matter that he tasted himself on her lips and tongue. She arched with delight as he stripped her trousers down and thrust his fingers into the hot, slick, slimy cove of her cunt. He sloshed two and then three digits into her battered cove. The stink of the orc filled the air, stirred by his fingers. He was still inside her, Caldric realized. His trace. His seed.
			

			
				It only stiffened Caldric’s cock more. He had to have her! Was it determination to assert himself as Faylana’s lover or pathetic lust stoked by the knowledge that Faylana had been so thoroughly claimed by the orc? He didn’t care which was the truth. Faylana did not seem to care either as she laughed and spread her legs wide, kicking off her trousers and urging Caldric atop her.
			

			
				Her cunt was filthy. Dripping. Caldric growled and pressed atop her, his slimy fingers guiding his cock to Faylana’s steamy, well-used gutter. He groaned as he thrust into her. She was looser, to be sure, but her inner muscles closed around his cock as he hilted inside her. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh, yes, take me back,” cried Faylana, wrapping her legs around him. “Make me yours again, Caldric.”
			

			
				He thrust desperately into her creamy cunt, his cock making lewd sounds as it plunged into her again and again. As he worked his hips. As he kissed her and thrust his tongue into her mouth. Deeper. Hotter. Moving with the urgency of uncertainty. Did she belong to him? Could she ever? He tried to prove it all to her. His strokes slowed. They both felt every thrust of his straining cock. Each time it brushed against her battered cervix. His balls tightened. His cock swelled.
			

			
				“Yes, I feel it,” gasped Faylana. “You’re going to fill me. Do it, Caldric!”
			

			
				“I want you to cum,” he groaned.
			

			
				“I want to cum too,” she laughed. “But I am not there yet, my love.”
			

			
				“Then I will not cum,” he said, asserting more control of himself than he believed possible. He held the tide back and continued to thrust into her with forceful strokes. The growing heat of her cunt did not help matters, but Caldric was strong. He conquered his body’s craving for pleasure.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh! Yes! Fuck me harder! Deeper!” Faylana cried, clinging to him as his weight bore down atop her. Juices overflowed her cunt with each stroke of her lover’s mighty cock. The pleasure intensified until it was a great storm surging up from her core. A wave of ecstasy wracking her body in rippling, crashing waves. Bearing down on Caldric. She wailed, “Ahhhhhhhhh! Cum with me, Caldric! Cum!”
			

			
				There was no more holding back the pressure of his need. He saw the ecstasy on her face and he knew before she even told him to cum. He let the pleasure flow through him and explode the dam of his seed. A torrent poured into her cunt and washed away the orc’s frothing load. It was a slippery, obscene contest for dominance, and at last Caldric had, for the moment, bested the orc with his pulsing flood of cum.
			

			
				“Yes!” wailed Faylana, kissing him and twisting her tongue against his.
			

			
				For those incredible moments, Caldric was once more the king.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Heroes Embark
			

			
				 
			

			
				Straka was the last to arrive. 
			

			
				The massive half-orc pushed through a crowd of admirers and stepped into the open barn door of the stables adjoining the Silver Cup. His red-eyed gaze swept slowly over the wagon, horses, and the adventuring party he was about to join. 
			

			
				Straka wore a fur vest that exposed his incredibly chiseled midriff and shorts that left his muscular legs mostly bare. He towered over everyone, even the heads of the cart horses. He carried a laden sack over one shoulder and a giant sword like a three-foot butcher knife leaned against his other shoulder. Caldric recognized the weapon. A kurhok, the favored weapon of wild orcs. Simple to make, barely even sharp, but heavy and brutally destructive. They could chop through shields and sever limbs with ease.
			

			
				“Caldric,” growled the orc. 
			

			
				“Straka,” said Caldric. “You can put your bag on the wagon.”
			

			
				The orc curled his upper lip back from his tusks. His threatening expression softened when he saw Faylana. He smiled and dropped his sack to scoop her up in one arm. He kissed her passionately, his hand squeezing her plush bottom as he thrust his fat tongue into her mouth. Caldric looked away. Quynn and Borto stared. The kiss went on and on, Faylana laughing in the embrace, giggling against Straka’s savage lips between kisses. 
			

			
				Finally, Quynn cleared her throat. She enjoyed the show, but she couldn’t stand to have it delay their departure. 
			

			
				“Save it for the road, Straka,” she said.
			

			
				“Hmmm?” Straka broke the kiss and glanced down at Quynn. “You want some too?”
			

			
				“I’ll, uh, take a pass for now,” said Quynn, glancing down at the huge bulge in the orc’s shorts.
			

			
				“What about Tavek?” interjected Caldric.
			

			
				“Oh, right,” said Quynn. “He told me he was scouting ahead. Won’t even be camping with us. But I’m sure we’ll catch up with him when we arrive at the abbey.”
			

			
				“Who is this girl?” he asked Faylana. “Why is she giving commands?”
			

			
				“I am Qynessa Passeena. Quynn for short. The woman we are rescuing is Simona, a paladin of the Order of the Silver Chalice.” She stepped closer to Straka and gave him a fearlessly threatening look. “If you’re not going to do what your told then you can leave now.”
			

			
				Straka seemed about to do exactly that, but Faylana squirmed in his arms and he settled for a snarl of anger. 
			

			
				“Will do what you want,” he said. “As long as Faylana is with me.”
			

			
				They got underway without Tavek. Quynn sat in the front of the wagon on one side of Caldric and Borto on the other. Caldric drove the horses hard, out onto the trade road and headed in the direction of the Abbey of the Silver Chalice. He tried not to notice what Straka and Faylana were whispering and laughing about in the back of the wagon.
			

			
				“Feeling jealous, Caldric?” chuckled Borto. “I hope Faylana will have time for you with that brute lording over her.”
			

			
				Caldric’s expression darkened but he said nothing.
			

			
				“I’m sure she’ll squeezing you in,” said Quynn, giving Caldric a pat on his leg. “If she can’t find the time, I might be able to arrange something.”
			

			
				She winked. Caldric grimaced and gave the horses another shake of the reins. As far as he was concerned, the sooner he was facing down the Plague Lord and be rid of that orc, the better. He was also wary of Quynn. Her manipulation had coaxed him into a foolish bet with Straka. Her schemes had brought this rescue party together. She was not to be trusted.
			

			
				In the back of the wagon, under a blanket, Straka’s hand pushed down the front of Faylana’s leather trousers and his huge fingers began to stroke the seam of her cunt. She giggled and pressed her body against the orc’s side. For her, it would be an enjoyable ride.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Siege Commences
			

			
				 
			

			
				The carriage drew to a halt just outside the main gate of the Abbey of the Silver Chalice. The gate was barred but more than a dozen eager ratkin had disobeyed their swarm masters when they scented fresh maidens. These ratkin had scurried over the walls and into the abbey’s courtyard only to be cut down by arrows and bolts fired from the upper floors of the abbey. The courtyard was now strewn with their pincushion corpses.
			

			
				The surviving ratkin, which was most of them, huddled behind the walls. The swarm masters lifted their muzzles and twitched their whiskers as the Plague lord threw open the carriage door. He was resplendent in a rusty iron cuirass, blood-smeared velvet cape, and carrying a sword sheathed on his hip and two powder guns tucked into his belt. His crazed eyes flicked across the cringing ranks of ratkin.
			

			
				“Well? What are you waiting for?” he demanded, stepping down from the carriage.
			

			
				The Black Queen forced Simona down from the carriage after the Plague Lord. The paladin was disheveled, exhausted, but her eyes were still defiant. She shrugged off the Black Queen’s touch and followed the Plague Lord into the shadow of the wall surrounding the abbey’s grounds. There wasn’t much she could do to resist with her arms bound tightly behind her back, her mouth gagged with her panties, and the bewitching Black Queen able to overpower Simona’s will with little more than a glance.
			

			
				“Oh, exalted Rot Lord,” squeaked one of the swarm masters. “We attempted to charge them but they picked us off from the rooftop and upper floors.”
			

			
				“Lost many brave kin,” agreed another swarm master.
			

			
				“Don’t sound so down about it,” said the Plague Lord, patting the swarm masters on their heads and shaking them a bit too hard. 
			

			
				“Yes, King of Filth,” said the swarm masters, ducking their heads fearfully.
			

			
				“Remember those girls at the farmhouse? Those two maidens we found by the stream? How many more ratkin have you already fucked into them? Ha ha! It was practically an orgy in that cellar last night! They’ll be feeding swarms of your kin with those fat tits in no time. Besides,” the Plague Lord turned his attention back to the courtyard, “your kin can still be useful to us. My mother was a painter, you know? Used to say when the paint dries up in the pot, you just add a little water and stir things up again.”
			

			
				The Plague Lord rubbed his finger and thumb together and a yellowish snot of necromantic essence stretched between his digits. He flung this vile globule of magic over the wall and right onto the fur of one of the dead ratkin. He repeated the process twice more, hurling his cursed snot over the wall and splatter two more of the ratkin.
			

			
				Simona’s prayer of protection was muffled by the spit-soaked panties that served as her gag. The Plague Lord spared her a glance and a rotten smile before turning back to the courtyard. He cast his magic with a playful wiggle of his fingers and a brief but blasphemous invocation. The ratkin crowded around cracks in the wall to steal a glimpse of what was happening. 
			

			
				Three dead ratkin began to twitch. The twitching tails and fingers became jerking limbs and then full body convulsions and horrible, wordless screaming. Arrows rained down on the spasming corpses. But the dead ratkin began to emit an unholy green glow from their eyes and wide-open mouths. They jerked upright, ignoring the arrows and bolts that pierced their bodies. They stood in an unnatural formation, almost shoulder-to-shoulder, and then lifted their glowing eyes to stare at the abbey.
			

			
				A few more arrows and bolts rained down on the undead ratkin, but when these produced no obvious effect the projectiles stopped coming. 
			

			
				That was when the Plague Lord decided to make his entrance. He wrapped an arm around Simona’s slender waist and hefted her over his shoulder. She was wearing a filthy wedding dress and nothing else. It fit her so snugly that her quim was plainly visible, outlined through the taut skirt over her heart-shaped bottom.
			

			
				The Plague Lord leaped onto the gatehouse and climbed with Simona up into the guard tower. He strode boldly to the edge, holding Simona by the throat so that they were both visible to the sisters in the abbey.
			

			
				“Sisters of the Order of the Chalice,” he shouted. “Good evening! This is Morbus Skorn A-K-A the Plague Lord. Remember me? I know I’ve met a few of you before. Look, we have you surrounded! There are thousands of us! Come out now, lay down your arms, take off your clothes and, ah, you’ll only be harmed a little. Refuse and I will make this lovely young thing pay the price. Remember Simona Trueheart? She’ll be flayed and roasted alive if you—”
			

			
				A crossbow bolt thumped into the Plague Lord’s cuirass. Another skipped off his helmet and clattered into the stone guard tower behind him. Another, aimed directly at Simona’s head, only missed because the Plague Lord turned his back and shielded her with his body. Several more arrows and bolts thumped into his back as he protected Simona with his body.
			

			
				“It seems they don’t care about your wellbeing, Simona,” wheezed Skorn, stepping away from the tower’s wall. “Very rude.”
			

			
				She tried to curse at him, but the panties muffled her words. 
			

			
				“What’s that? Oh, hang on.” He put her down and tore the gag from her mouth. He began plucking arrows and bolts from his back. “You were saying?”
			

			
				Simona’s eyes blazed with hatred.
			

			
				“My sisters know I will suffer a fate worse than death with you,” she snarled. “Killing me would have been a mercy.”
			

			
				“As if killing you would have been the end of that story,” he laughed, rubbing his finger and thumb together and producing another glob of necromantic slime. 
			

			
				Simona shuddered and looked away, tears forming in her eyes. The Plague Lord flicked his unholy slime away and it splashed on a tapestry and sizzled through the fibers. 
			

			
				“I will never be your bride,” moaned Simona. “By the goddess, I swear it.”
			

			
				“Oh, my sweet,” said Skorn, taking on a pitying tone. He took hold of Simona’s shoulder and leaned over her, breathing his rotten smell on her slender neck and turned cheek. “You were never meant to be my bride. You will only help me bring her back from the grave. Not like those puppets out in the yard, but to be my bride. Again. Like it was always meant to be. Leana will marry me at last and she will be my queen.”
			

			
				Before Simona could spit out a curse at him, the Plague Lord turned her around and pushed her back against the wall.
			

			
				“Of course, that doesn’t mean we can’t have a little fun in the meantime!” He winked and smashed a wet, slobbery kiss to Simona’s lips. She moaned and tried to pinch her lips together tightly. The Plague Lord’s loathsome tongue thrust into her mouth, bringing with it the gagging sweetness of decay. It rolled around her mouth and his putrid saliva spilled down her chin. His rough hand mauled her breast through her bodice. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” she protested, trying to bite down on his tongue. It was like biting leather. 
			

			
				Every fiber of Simona’s being hated the Plague Lord. He was an unliving abomination, touching her and kissing her against her will, and yet… her body responded to him. To his power. Her nipples stiffened. Heat built in her holy cove. She desired no man, let alone a blighted villain like Skorn, but goddess help her she felt his power. 
			

			
				She understood how her sister was lured. Twisted. Dominated. That hot, pulsating need growing inside Simona. Growing until she felt her tongue moving against his. Slipping and sliding in a reply to his desire.
			

			
				“Mmmm, that’s more like it,” growled Skorn. “All that pouting in the carriage and the farmhouse and we could have been having fun this whole time. Let’s take off these ropes…”
			

			
				He reached around her as she smiled drunkenly at him, her eyes rolling with unholy lust. Her pert breasts heaved at her bodice. Her cunt throbbed with unholy need. His fingers worked the ropes open and they slipped free of her sore wrists. 
			

			
				“Oh, Morbus,” she moaned, pressing herself against his armored chest. Stroking him.
			

			
				“Yes, my sweet? Ready for my wriggling cock up that lovely tight little bum of yours?”
			

			
				“Ooooooh, you talk so dirty,” she said, pushing him back. “I can’t wait to see your cock… SKEWERED TO A FUCKING WALL!”
			

			
				She shoved with all her strength and the Plague Lord hit the outer wall of the tower. He pitched over backwards, his red eyes wide as he plunged into the courtyard and was immediately assailed by dozens of arrows and bolts. 
			

			
				“Nasty bitch!” shouted Skorn and with a wave of his hand he unleashed his three undead ratkin servants.
			

			
				The twitching ratkin corpses ran screaming at the abbey, leaped at the upper floors, and exploded in sickly green flashes of necromantic destruction. This silenced the projectiles at least temporarily. The Plague Lord summoned the green glow around himself in tendrils of magic and he floated into the air, back into the tower. Simona struck him with a chair. Kicked him and punched him. He shrugged her blows off as easily as he shrugged off the arrows pinned into his body. 
			

			
				“No more of that,” he said, the tendrils extending from him and wrapping around her body. “Hate me all you want now, but when the time comes, when we are beside Leana’s body, you will offer yourself to me, to my cock, and you will be the one getting skewered!”
			

			
				“You will burn in hell!” she shouted.
			

			
				“Hard pass,” said the Plague Lord. 
			

			
				His necromantic tendrils bore her down from the tower and back behind the wall to the cringing ratkin. He leaped down after her, pulling the last few arrows stuck into his body as he approached the swarm masters. 
			

			
				“Begin the siege,” he snarled. “If your kin fall, I will raise them again. These maidens will not last long and then, my mangy friends, you will have all the human women you could ever desire. I only need the corpse in the catacombs.”
			

			
				The ratkin cheered and screeched. Simona fought back tears as the siege of the abbey commenced.
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				A Prolonged Siege
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beneath the somber abbey of the Order of the Silver Chalice, down a spiral staircase into the cool darkness of the earth, lay entombed the remains of dozens of sisters superior, martyred warriors, and saints of the order who performed miracles during their lives.
			

			
				The mazelike catacombs were low-ceilinged and thick with the perfume of the bundles of herbs and flowers meant to keep away the stronger stench of decay. Guttering torches lit the winding passages where the many honored sisters were interred. Soot stained the icons and reliefs that depicted the grim history of the warrior sisters. Battles with men, monsters, and demons. Great acts of heroism and sacrifice turned black with time and flame.
			

			
				Sister Madeline, petite and fair, stopped before a bas relief depicting the fall of the Plague Lord, Morbus Skorn. The image was more recent than most and little touched by soot from passing torches. Madeline studied the details. 
			

			
				There was Sister Superior Angora with her head struck from her shoulders by the blade of the Plague Lord. There was Leana Trueheart, seduced and tricked by Skorn, who repented in her final moments and drove a dagger into his side. Leana was dead, her body in the arms of her sister, Simona Trueheart, who was illuminated in the design of the relief by a light from the heavens. It had been Simona who broke the body of the Plague Lord and routed his army. A living saint, some said, though others continued to dispute her actions on that day, claiming her inability to strike down her own flesh and blood cost Sister Superior Angora her life.
			

			
				Sister Madeline’s gaze fell from the relief to the box containing the remains of Leana Trueheart. The smell of decay was still strong here and turned Madeline’s stomach. Some whispered Leana should have been buried in an unmarked grave. Mother Superior had insisted she be given a place of honor in the catacombs. 
			

			
				Two torchlit figures approached Madeline from the passage behind her. Sister Thora, stout, round-faced, and red-cheeked, was nevertheless beautiful in her gleaming armor with a fat braid of brown hair falling over one shoulder of her steel cuirass. Veteran Sister Cassandra walked beside her in her battle worn armor, a tattered white cape of her rank hanging from her shoulders. She was cool and aloof, her presence calming after they had all witnessed the baying horrors at the walls. Cassandra’s eyes were pale blue and fierce. Her face marked with a long scar from her left eyebrow down her cheek to her left jaw. A mark from the very battle depicted in the bas relief.
			

			
				“No time to dawdle,” said Cassandra to Madeline. “We must patrol the outer tunnels.”
			

			
				“Forgive me, sister,” said Madeline bowing her head. She was silent for a time, but as they walked towards the dark, unused portion of the catacombs, Madeline’s curiosity got the better of her. In a soft voice she asked, “Veteran Sister, is it true that Sister Simona’s hammer glowed when she smote the Plague Lord?”
			

			
				“No,” chuckled Cassandra. “Though I have seen Fiendbreaker glow when we faced demons together at Sauvanak. It was dark when she wielded it against the Plague Lord. He was powerful, but only a man.”
			

			
				“Then what is he now?” wondered Sister Thora, her voice deep and troubled. 
			

			
				“A cursed man,” said Cassandra. “Rotting in his armor. Weaker than before. We will break this siege, sisters, and he will pay for his evil. Trust in the goddess.”
			

			
				“By Ulyana’s mercy,” intoned Madeline and Thora.
			

			
				They continued to the fresh excavations of the outer tunnels. The smell of decay was slight enough here that the scent of freshly turned earth was more prominent. The tunnels were undecorated, some unbricked and supported only by timbers, or branching off into raw earth and signs of recent digging. 
			

			
				Veteran Sister Cassandra suddenly raised a callused hand. Sisters Madeline and Thora stopped a step behind her. 
			

			
				“What is it?” asked Madeline.
			

			
				“Shh,” whispered Cassandra. She cocked her head to one side. Furrowed her brow. Her voice was almost inaudible as she said, “Scratching. Listen.”
			

			
				Madeline strained to hear, but she was not attuned to unusual sounds in the catacombs. The entire environment put her ill at ease, with strange rustling and dripping down every passage. Thora shook her head. She could not hear it either.
			

			
				A moment later, it didn’t matter what they could hear as the earthen walls seemed to rupture all around them. Ratkin burst forth from secret tunnels, wielding claws and curved daggers, their red eyes glittering in the light of the torches. The fight was chaotic and at close quarters. Thora was badly wounded by a dagger. She roared with fury. Felled two ratkin and crushed a third under her boot. 
			

			
				A wave of brown and gray fur assaulted Veteran Sister Cassandra, but she held them back with her sword, carving into their ranks and leaving half a dozen twitching on the floor of the tunnel. Sister Madeline managed to knock one of the screeching rat men to the ground and kicked him as she found her sword arm suddenly restrained. A ratkin grabbed her and pulled her towards one of the small tunnels they had used to burrow into the catacombs. She tried to cry out, but a clawed hand covered her mouth. 
			

			
				It took everything Cassandra had to hold back the growing tide of ratkin. She swung her sword again and again and each time the ratkin flowed back towards her like water flooding into a freshly dug hole. She glanced back and saw Thora struggling and Madeline being taken. 
			

			
				“Back! Retreat! I’ll hold them where the passage turns!” She fought her way to Madeline, wrestling her from the arms of the ratkin. It bit her hand and she drove her sword into its ugly face. Blood coursed from the painful bite. Another rat clubbed her shoulder and arm. She killed it as well. Thora and Madeline retreated behind her. Cassandra faced down the screeching, red-eyed horde. 
			

			
				“Ulyana, protect them,” she prayed for her sisters and swung her sword with all her strength at the crossbeam behind her head. It took three swings to bring it down. She hoped she would be crushed along with the rats, but as the tunnel collapsed the ratkin grabbed her and bore her away. Disarming her. Stripping off her cuirass and boots. Her clothing. Clawed hands scraping against her pale flesh. Whiskers tickling her thighs and buttocks. Rough hands upon her ample breasts.
			

			
				She could see their lust. Feel it in the way they fondled her body as they carried her through their tunnels and under the courtyard. 
			

			
				They dragged her out of the tunnel and into the pit they had dug on the far side of the wall. Daylight blinded her for a moment. It seemed obscene for such evil to crowd around her beneath a bright and cloudless blue sky. A dirt-smeared woman pushed past the ratkin. Her smile was yellow, her hair black and greasy, but her voice was sweet as a little girl’s.
			

			
				“Pretty. Take this one to the Plague Lord,” she said.
			

			
				When Cassandra saw him, heard his laughter, it was then, finally, that she began to scream. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Evidence at the Farmhouse
			

			
				 
			

			
				They had driven the horses hard through the night. Dawn had broken and the mists had melted away. By late morning they spotted a farmhouse not far from the road. Even from most of a mile away Caldric saw that the house had been ransacked. Windows broken and the doors of the house and barn standing open. 
			

			
				“She was here,” said Quynn, violet magic sparkling in her eyes. “I can sense her. They had her in this place.”
			

			
				“Shall we investigate?” asked Borto, holding the reins to the horses.
			

			
				“I could stand to stretch my legs,” said Straka, stretching his arms and yawning from the wagon. Faylana giggled and slid out from beside him. Caldric grimaced. He was certain Faylana and the gladiator had not been having sex in the wagon, but they had driven him half-mad doing almost everything but. Her tousled hair and rumpled clothing betrayed what the blanket Faylana had shared with Straka had concealed. The orc’s hands had been all over her body.
			

			
				“Let’s check it out,” said Caldric, keeping one eye on Straka.
			

			
				Straka grunted and swung down from the wagon. He was immense. His body rippled with muscle in a way that made Caldric feel small by comparison. Caldric drew his sword and Straka hefted a jagged-edge blade from the back of the wagon. 
			

			
				“You lead the way,” said the orc.
			

			
				They entered the house cautiously, finding absolute ruin inside. The wallpaper had been torn from the walls, every pot or dish had been broken, every piece of furniture smashed, drawers emptied, and blood and filth smeared on the walls. Messages were written everywhere. Obscene drawings and jokes in a language Caldric could not comprehend.
			

			
				In the upstairs they found bloodstains and evidence, in the form of more obscene drawings, that the there had been two daughters and an older woman and that all three had been taken. There was a lot of blood in one of the upstairs bedrooms, but no body. They found the corpse in the cellar, along with another body that was either a son or a farmhand, left in a grisly state.
			

			
				“We have to find those women,” said Caldric, his anger hardening.
			

			
				Straka grunted, looking a bit greener than usual. “You should bury the dead. I am going now.”
			

			
				Caldric did not relish the task, nor appreciate that Straka showed no inclination to help him, but he felt it his duty to bury the dead. Quynn approached him as he was digging behind the house. She looked at the large, blood-stained sack containing the remains of the farmer. 
			

			
				“Any sign of Simona?” she asked.
			

			
				“No. I’m sorry, Quynn. If it’s any consolation, they took the womenfolk alive, so I doubt they hurt her.”
			

			
				“They hurt her,” said Quynn. “But they won’t break her.”
			

			
				Caldric’s muscular arms glistened with sweat. He dug another shovelful of earth and tossed it into the pile next to the grave. He had nearly finished digging. He promised, “We’ll find her.” 
			

			
				“Yes. You’re right, Caldric. I need to talk to Borto,” said Quynn, as if remembering something. 
			

			
				“Have you seen Faylana?” shouted Caldric.
			

			
				“The woods, I think,” said Quynn, already distracted. “Though you might not want to go looking for her. I think Straka went with her.”
			

			
				Caldric’s heart skipped a beat. He clenched his jaw and his cock twitched in his trousers.
			

			
				He finished what he set out to do and washed himself with water from the nearby well pump. It was cold and smelled strongly of minerals. He heard faint laughter from the nearby woods. Deep and masculine. The orc. Caldric’s hand tightened on the shovel and he stabbed it angrily into the ground. He had taken his sword belt off for digging the graves and he belted it around his waist once more. He rested his hand on the pommel as he set off into the woods, determined to know for certain what was happening with his beloved Faylana.
			

			
				He heard her before he saw her. She cried out and her cry turned to laughter. Caldric followed the sound, moving quietly among the trees and keeping to the shadows. The closer he drew, the more he could discern. Soft murmuring. Moans and sighs. 
			

			
				Faylana sat with her back to the trunk of a large tree. One hand braced against the bark. The other hand holding Straka’s greenish bald head. She was not sitting on the ground at all. He was holding her at the level of his face, her back pressed to the tree and her legs over his shoulders and around his neck. Faylana’s blouse was open and her breasts were bare. Her trousers and panties were discarded on the ground.
			

			
				Straka was licking her! Devouring her with his orcish tongue. His muscular shoulders easily supporting most of her weight as he reached a hand between Faylana’s creamy legs, massaging her cunt and the pink divot of her anus as he thrust his fat tongue into her folds. She wailed with pleasure.
			

			
				“Ohhh, yes, Straka! It is incredible!” She bucked her hips and tossed her golden hair against the trunk of the tree. Her breasts heaved with her excitement. Straka’s tongue made lewd wet sounds as he licked her. The orc slurped at her like a ripe fruit pressed to his tusked mouth. 
			

			
				Caldric’s jealous anger burned in his heart, but his arousal could not be denied. He squeezed the grip of his sword more tightly to keep his hand from his cock. He moved closer to get a better view of what was happening.
			

			
				Faylana’s face was flushed. She was panting with pleasure, her tits shaking with the intensity of it. She held Straka’s big head with both hands. Flexed her thick thighs. 
			

			
				“Your tongue… oh, Straka, it is more than I can stand. You will make me… ooooohh, my goddess! Ahhhh! Haaaaaa!”
			

			
				She smiled rapturously and thrust against the half-orc’s face. Caldric could see the saliva and cum glistening on her ass. Dripping down Straka’s chin and onto the orc’s bare chest. Faylana moaned wordlessly and fucked against Straka’s tongue again and again before letting out an ear-splitting cry and slumping back against the tree trunk.
			

			
				“I should eat elf more often,” chuckled Straka, bearing her down to the soft grass beneath the tree. He kissed her and shared her cunt’s nectar with Faylana. His huge hands engulfed her breasts. Squeezed them and plucked at her pink nipples.
			

			
				Faylana’s eyes were heavy with pleasure. She reached a hand to his cock and massaged the massive bulge in his trousers. 
			

			
				“Is this for me, Straka?” she purred between kisses. 
			

			
				“Do you think you can handle it, my sweet?” growled the orc.
			

			
				“I think I must,” she said, pushing a hand against his chest. “To satisfy you.” 
			

			
				“How very noble of you,” laughed Straka. He leaned his shoulders back, bracing his arms behind him as he watched Faylana kiss her way down his muscular body. Her hands worked his belt and trousers open. Straka’s massive pink-capped cock jutted from his lap. Faylana let her dangling breasts drag against his cockhead as her hands grasped his shaft and wanked him slowly. Pleasure rumbled from the huge orc’s chest.
			

			
				Hidden behind a tree, Caldric’s hand strayed to his own cock. Squeezed. Felt his lust soaking into his pants. He forgot himself completely and took his cock into his hand as he watched his beloved Faylana pleasuring the orc so eagerly. 
			

			
				Her tits rubbed against Straka’s cockhead. Draped and squeezing atop his apple-sized crown. Both hands worked his well-veined shaft. She kissed it. She tongued it, flicking at the dew of Straka’s precum. She pressed passionate kisses to Straka’s tip. She stretched her mouth wide to suck. Moaned. Dripped her spit down his shaft. Her tongue wanton. Her eyes closed as she concentrated on pleasuring him. 
			

			
				“Suck it,” whispered Caldric, watching his lover’s lips stretched and sliding over the orc. He worked his hand on his cock to match her speed. He knew her heavenly skill with her mouth. 
			

			
				It seemed Straka knew it as well. His voice rumbled with pleasure and he cradled her head. His huge bollocks tightened slightly as Faylana began to bob and moan upon his massive cock. The shaft glistened with her saliva. Her delicate fingers stroked the half-orc’s bollocks.
			

			
				Caldric lost himself in the jealous rush of desire. He forgot everything but what Faylana was doing and the sensation of his hand upon his own cock. 
			

			
				Faylana was lost in pleasure as well. She would have gladly drank the half-orc’s seed, but Straka had other ideas. His powerful fingers tugged on her hair. She lifted her mouth from his cock, panting softly and trailing spit from her lips and chin back to his swollen cock.
			

			
				“Is something wrong, Straka?” she asked, looking up at him even as she continued to work one hand on his slick cock.
			

			
				“Far from it, little one,” chuckled the half-orc. “My need grows by the moment. I crave your cunt. To feel it squeezing my cock. I will have it now.”
			

			
				Straka’s powerful hands turned Faylana over. He positioned her on her hands and knees. Pressed kisses to her shoulders, neck, and brushed his lips against one pointed ear as he lined his cock up against her steamy cunt.
			

			
				“Yessss,” she hissed with need, tilting her hips to invite his first thrust.
			

			
				“Your man is watching us,” whispered Straka. “There. Behind the tree. He thinks he is hidden, but you can see what he does while I take your cunt.”
			

			
				Faylana was shocked by Straka’s words. Her head jerked up and she searched the shadows between nearby trees for Caldric. She felt Straka’s cock pressing at her tight cunt. Pushing past her slick lips. Thrusting into the silky cove of her elven cunt. Straka filled her with a single stroke. His cock deep and powerful and throbbing with desire. She cried out and it was then that she saw Caldric.
			

			
				Shoulder against a tree. Face half-hidden. Arm working steadily. Her gaze followed the motion down to his cock. Wet with precum. Crimson with need. His hand pumping obscenely on his manhood as he watched Faylana cuckold him with Straka.
			

			
				This is what he wants? Her eyes widened. Her thoughts were conflicted. But such doubts were erased a moment later as Straka drew back his hips and thrust in once more. His powerful stroke smacked against Faylana’s ass and sent her plump breasts swinging. It set the pace for the intense fucking she was about to receive. She cried out, breathless, knowing Caldric was watching her, but unable to react as her mind was overwhelmed with animal pleasure. 
			

			
				In fact, Faylana was barely aware of Caldric after that moment. Her fingers dug into the grassy earth and she pushed back against Straka. Her body craving more of his cock. Her lips formed into wordless gasps of pleasure. Her eyes lidded with need.
			

			
				Caldric felt the pleasure rising volcanically in his cock too late to stop his explosion. As Straka fucked Faylana, Caldric emptied his balls in hot spurts of cum onto the ground at his feet. Jealous, anger, shame, and disgust formed an oppressive wave the moment his orgasm began to recede. What had he done? She had seen him! She knew for certain! He was taking pleasure from her being fucked by that bullying orc!
			

			
				Straka cared nothing for the moral plight of the cuckolded warrior. The savage gladiator gripped Faylana’s slender waist and brutally fucked her tight elven cunt. This was the woman of his deepest desire. The prize he had always sought. More beautiful than any he had ever bedded and just as game as the burgomaster’s fat wife or one of the young harlots waiting at the arena gates. 
			

			
				Her cunt quivered. Faylana cried out with pleasure. Straka snarled and laughed, leaning over her. Reaching around her to roughly fondle her tits as he fucked her. The way those luscious breasts swung with each thrust amused him to no end. He could not wait to see them swell and grow taut with milk. Oh, yes, this elf girl was made for breeding. And he would do it too. Caldric be damned.
			

			
				Elves could be difficult to impregnate, but orcs were legendarily potent and Straka knew ways of increasing the odds in his favor. What a victory it would be! The forever-cuckolded warrior would be forced to raise Straka’s child while Straka sucked the milk from this elf’s fat tits!
			

			
				“Cumming again!” cried Faylana, her pussy spasming once more against Straka’s massive cock. Her mewling pleasure drew his attention back from his fantasies. He redoubled the force of his thrusts, pounding her face down into the grass and only keeping her ass raised by holding it in his powerful hands. She was completely at his mercy.
			

			
				“Beg for it! Beg for my seed!” He snarled.
			

			
				“Yes! Oh, please, Straka! Cum for me! Fill me with your mighty seed!” Faylana’s eyes welled with emotion as she looked back at the orc over her shoulder. She saw everything in him that shew knew she should fear, from the scars and muscles, to the tusks of a wild orc. But she was not afraid of Straka. He was strong and brave. He could protect her from anything. He deserved her.
			

			
				With a final bellow of pleasure, Straka slammed his cock’s length into Faylana’s quivering cunt and erupted. His seed gushed out in a bestial tide. Far more than any human could ever cum. Flooding her womb and overflowing her cunt so that it dripped down her thighs and from his pulsating bollocks with each stroke. He growled again, savoring each spurt. Imagining his cum filling her until her belly swelled with an instantaneous pregnancy. 
			

			
				He drew back. Let his cock fall from her ruddy netherlips. Watched the thick spunk ooze out from her clenching cunt.
			

			
				Soon, thought Straka, admiring the elf’s plush bottom with his hand and watching the cum drip from her freshly-fucked cunt. Soon she will be mine forever.
			

			
				Not far away, Borto was sitting in the driver’s seat of the wagon and straining to hear the sweet sounds of passion coming from the woods. He was pretty sure Faylana was having her fill of the big orc’s cock. And not a moment too soon. She had been rubbing up against that brute and twitching her figurative tail like he was a tom cat and she was in heat. She deserved a good dicking from the gladiator. Caldric be damned.
			

			
				Of course, the fact that Faylana was off in the woods being stuffed with orc spunk was a bit curious seeing as how the lovely blonde elf was currently sucking Borto’s cock. Her big, lusty, blue eyes gazed up at Borto from his lap as she slid her soft lips up to the head of his cock. She popped the fat tip of his manhood free, gave the glistening crown a teasing swirl of her tongue, and then asked, “What’s the matter, Borty?”
			

			
				“Mmmm, I don’t know if I’d say anything is the matter,” said Borto, cradling her head with one hand and caressing her silky blonde hair. He held his long-stemmed pipe in his other hand, gesturing with it between puffs of purple smoke. “Was just curious that you are doing such a fine job of sucking my cock while you also seem to be calling Straka’s name while he tests the depths of your cunt with that giant cock he carries around.”
			

			
				If Quynn was upset at being caught in her ruse, she did not betray it. Her lashes fluttered once and she smiled sweetly, giving Borto’s fat cockhead another swirl of Faylana’s tongue.
			

			
				“Would you like me to stop?” She gave his cock another lick. “Or return to my normal form?”
			

			
				Faylana – the real Faylana – gave a particularly enthusiastic cry of pleasure. It made Borto’s cock twitch and his balls tighten a little. 
			

			
				“No,” decided the wizard. “I think I like the form you’re in just fine.”
			

			
				“Dirty old wizard! Then I’ll get back to it,” she said, winking at him and parting her lips with a hungry smile. Her mouth descended on him and she sucked him down to the root. 
			

			
				Borto groaned and his head dropped back against the seat as the warm, wet pleasure of Faylana’s mouth resumed sucking. He put his pipe between his teeth, puffing steadily like a steam train as Faylana’s head bobbed in his lap. His fingers tangled in her silky blonde hair. The illusion was so perfect that even knowing the truth could hardly spoil it. Her sucking intensified. She moaned around him and tightened her lips around his cock.
			

			
				“That’s it, my dear,” he groaned. “Ohhhh, you’re such a good… assistant. Remember though, hmmmmm, not too much. Don’t get greedy or I won’t be able to cast… cast that spell you wanted.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmmm,” agreed Faylana, looking up at him and begging for his seed with her lusty eyes.
			

			
				Quynn didn’t mind the ruse. In fact, she rather liked the sense of detachment it gave her to impersonate Faylana for Borto’s pleasure. Like a barrier between what she was doing that protected her love for Simona as something entirely separate. But she was hungry. Transforming her body so frequently was using up her reserves of demonic energy. A full succubus might have been able to change her form at will and with few limitations, but it was exhausting for Quynn. 
			

			
				She also knew Borto was telling the truth. She had fed upon him extensively and the wizard had collapsed with exhaustion. She could not afford such a thing to happen again. 
			

			
				She slid her lips down to his root and tongued his tightening balls. His cock was at the back of her throat. Her eyes watering slightly with effort. She hollowed her cheeks. Felt the old wizard tensing up on the edge of his orgasm.
			

			
				That’s it, she thought. Feed it to me, Borto, you perverted old spell twister. Just a taste of that sweet soul milk. 
			

			
				“By Shudra’s thong! That’s good! Ahhhhh!” Borto jerked in his seat and fucked his straining cock into the false Faylana’s eager mouth. He couldn’t hold back. Whatever Quynn wanted to steal, he couldn’t stop her. His last words before cumming were a wheezed submission, “Take it all!” 
			

			
				His cock pumped with intense pleasure and his cum spurted into Faylana’s mouth. Her tongue licked his twitching balls and her throat massaged his gushing cock, gulping down his seed and something else along with it. He felt that too. That hot, fluttering rush of a deeper ecstasy. It left a burnt taste in his mouth, but he was too much at her mercy to stop her.
			

			
				After, tucking his wilting cock back under his robes, he felt the desperate drum of his heart and the throbbing in his temples. 
			

			
				“You took too much,” he groaned as Faylana sat up beside him.
			

			
				“You’re stronger than you think,” she purred, leaning her tits against his arm and kissing his cheek. “Come on, Borty, do it for Simona.”
			

			
				“For the Paladin, aye,” he nodded wearily. “Bring me the soup pot from the back. And some brandy. There’s a bottle, yes, there.”
			

			
				He took the basketed bottle and pulled the cork out with his teeth. He poured enough into the soup pot to fill the bottom and then took a long swig of the strong liquid. Then he put it aside and began to chant. Quynn shifted back into her voluptuous form beside him, her hair turning a rather fetching shade of lavender as she leaned expectantly against him. 
			

			
				The spellcasting was simple enough and under normal circumstances Quynn had left him enough essence for the magic. But it was different this time. An evil fog shrouded distant events and the brandy inside the pot turned black as ink.
			

			
				“I can’t… can’t see where they are exactly,” said Borto, straining and waving his fingers over the liquid. A dark image shimmered and receded to darkness again. “They’ve stopped moving. They are far. The abbey… I think they have reached the abbey.”
			

			
				“Show me, damn it,” hissed Quynn.
			

			
				Borto poured more of his essence into the spell. An image began to coalesce in the pot. Quynn leaned over the image, her heart racing with the hope of seeing Simona.
			

			
				The vague outline of a shadowed face began to manifest.
			

			
				“There she is,” cried Quynn, grasping Borto’s shoulder. No sooner had the words left her lips than Quynn realized she was wrong. The shape of the head was wrong. 
			

			
				The hair was wrong. Yellow eyes appeared, shot through with red. Staring up and out from the water. A jagged rotten smile seemed to spread past the boundary of the face. A clawed hand broke the surface of the water and grabbed Borto by his throat.
			

			
				“Help!” cried the wizard, the word choked from him as his face turned crimson. 
			

			
				Quynn kicked the pot away and the brandy was flung onto the ground. The hand and disembodied face disappeared. With them went any hope of seeing Simona by scrying. 
			

			
				“They saw us,” croaked Borto. Quynn helped him to his feet. Dusted him off.
			

			
				“She is in grave danger,” said the succubus. “We need to get back on the road.”
			

			
				Borto nodded in agreement.
			

			
				“First,” said Quynn, “I need you to cast another spell for me.”
			

			
				Borto sagged against her with exhaustion.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Pink Tulip
			

			
				 
			

			
				In the gaudy luxury of the whorehouse’s parlor, with its sooty brass lanterns and couches upholstered in pink satin, just about anything could be had for a price. Ser Godrick Lucan was enormous, red-bearded, and belching, and he was a beast of bottomless appetites. There was never enough wine, food, or women to satisfy him. Several emptied bottles of wine and brandy attested to as much. They rolled about on a table set for a feast. There was food fit for a dozen men, with what seemed an entire roast lamb and a prime rib of beef that steamed in a cast iron pan. 
			

			
				Three whores surrounded Ser Lucan. Not average whores either, but the buxom ones with painted faces, beauty marks, and finely braided hair. They wore corsets that barely contained their busts and two of them clung to either side of Ser Lucan’s enormous frame as he lounged on the couch at the Pink Tulip. A third, most comely of them all, sat upon his lap and fed him choux pastries that glistened with sugary glaze. Her thighs were widely parted to allow Ser Lucan to idly pet her shaved cunt.
			

			
				A trio of musicians, suitably out of sight behind a curtain, plucked and piped at their instruments in a pleasantly adequate manner.
			

			
				Tavek watched Ser Lucan’s one-man orgy over the pale, slender shoulder of the whore sitting on his lap. Melodia was the name the girl had given him. She was fair-haired, young, and quite slender. Pretty, thought Tavek, though not particularly his type of girl. Evidently, she had drawn the short straw at the party and had received the dwarf as her customer. Though she smiled and went through the motions, there was no doubt in Tavek’s mind that the girl was disappointed to be in the lap of a dwarf. 
			

			
				He couldn’t blame her. The coins flowed freely as gropes and kisses from Ser Lucan. There was a certain charm to the man who lacked any sense of shame and drank wine until it poured down his beard and soaked his doublet. And he was funny. Or at least he thought he was funny.  
			

			
				"So the priest of Ulyana, big fat one by the name of Kurz, he liked to go on and on about morality. Obsessed with adultery and would rant about it weekly. 'Hardly a sin exists greater than to betray the trust of your husband. So horrible,' said he, really getting worked into a froth, 'that I would rather spoil ten maidens than a single married woman!' Well, that got me laughing until old Kurz was forced to shut up. 'Aye, Kurz, so would I!' Get it? Ten maidens? Ha ha! Tighter cunts!"
			

			
				Tavek smiled with amusement, but Ser Lucan went into a laughing fit that ended with him coughing and upending the girl from his lap. She landed, laughing, on her knees, with her skirt up and her bottom in the air. Ser Lucan saw this, his eyes wide with delight. He drunkenly doubled his laughter, falling to his knees behind her and pressing kisses to her cheeks. He finished with a bite on her creamy buttock that left a red mark and sent her squealing away.
			

			
				“Tell me one, Tavek,” said Ser Lucan, pulling himself back onto the couch. “Surely you’ve come up with some fine japes hanging around with that dour muscle brain Caldric!”
			

			
				Tavek thought for a moment. He wasn’t sure why, but he blurted out an old cuckolding joke he’d once heard at a tavern in Zeegendorf.
			

			
				“What did the cuckold say when he caught his wife in his bed fucking another man?” asked Tavek.
			

			
				“’I’ll kill the bitch?’” Ser Lucan offered, squeezing the two whores against his sides. 
			

			
				“’Would you two please get off me, I’m trying to sleep.’” Tavek recited the punchline and for a moment Ser Lucan just stared, too drunk to get the joke. Then it percolated through his brain and he let out a roar of laughter.
			

			
				“Because he caught them on top of him! They didn’t care and were fucking right there on top of him!” Ser Lucan squeezed and shook the whores and they giggled. “Now that’s a cuckold! I bet she had her arse in his face! Did she?”
			

			
				“It’s just a joke, Godrick,” said Tavek, raising a glass of wine.
			

			
				“Right! But I bet her arse was in his face! Where’d you go, Genevieve? Get over here! Put that arse in my face! AAahhhh mmmpphhh!” He fell face-first upon the bottom of the girl he’d bitten earlier, laughing and smacking kisses against her plump backside. Once Ser Lucan’s kissing and squeezing became more intent licking, Tavek decided it was time to excuse himself from the room.
			

			
				He urged Melodia off his lap. She gave him one look, realized he was a lot less interesting than Ser Lucan, and she turned, giggling, to join the three women already with the knight. Tavek didn’t take offense. He wasn’t much interested in the skinny girl anyway. He drained his wine glass as he wandered out of the private parlor and into the brothel’s tavern. 
			

			
				His drinks were on Ser Lucan’s tab at the bar and Tavek meant to get his friend’s money’s worth while Ser Lucan was enjoying the women. By the fourth brandy boiler which was a tall shot of pepper brandy dropped into a foamy stein full of cheap lager, Tavek was enjoying life and singing old drinking songs from a table at the back of the tavern. 
			

			
				A rather beautiful whore had sidled up to him. Her springy dark curls amused his stroking fingers. Her honey brown eyes bewitched him. Her smile and laugh tugged at some part of him deep down in his beer-filled belly. And those enormous breasts that no doubt tested her corsetiere’s abilities, well, those were something special. Tavek had seen the whore the day before in the castle at Boar’s Rock. Her name was Miranda and the dangerously drunken dwarf was fairly certain he loved her. 
			

			
				“Where’ve you been all those times I needed you before?” he slurred, grabbing a handful of her nearest breast and pulling her in close for a kiss on the lips. “Woulda left Zeegendorf sooner if I known you was waiting.”
			

			
				“Waiting?” She laughed at the very idea. “I wait for no man. Not even an interesting one like you, Tavek. Now why don’t you spend some coin. I hear you just rode into town yesterday and Godrick has kept you up all night drinking and whoring.”
			

			
				“Mostly watching him do it. Though I’ve put away my share of the brewer’s best.”
			

			
				“I’ve got something better than another pepper brandy and white ale.” Miranda pressed against his arm. Her breath was hot on his neck and ear. “Come upstairs with me, Tavek. I want to see what sort of cock you’ve got down your trousers. I hear dwarves are well endowed.”
			

			
				She groped his groin, feeling for the hardness. She found more than she expected from a man of such a stature. 
			

			
				“Not all of them are hung like me,” scoffed Tavek. “Is every man the same? Aye, but I’ve grown up a bit of a constrictor down in me trousers. You feel him? There you are. You feel him now. I expect you’d better take him out.”
			

			
				“Upstairs,” said Miranda, laughing and pulling on Tavek’s arm to get him up. “I’ll do a lot more than take him out if you’ve got the gold.”
			

			
				She wore a cream-colored petticoat with a long-sleeved bodice, loose and billowy save for the deep blue corseted dress she wore over top that cinched tightly at her enormous breasts and shapely hips. Tavek could not wait to remove that corset. He took her hand and allowed her to lead him up the stairs to a small, dingy bedroom with a painting of a woman receiving cunnilingus on one wall and a wash basin and towel on a small table. 
			

			
				Miranda was an ample woman and seemed to spill forth as she undressed, loosening laces and opening clasps until her breasts hung free in her loose bodice. This garment seemed to drop from her shoulders in one cascade of fabric, revealing her huge, pendulous tits with their wide areolas and thick, womanly nipples. Her cunt was shaved but had a darkness around it that suggested the color of her hair. Her folds were fleshy and thick. She smelled sweet as she leaned her tits against Tavek’s face and held the back of his head.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, my sweet,” he moaned. “There is so much of you to adore.”
			

			
				“And so much of you,” she said, rubbing the bulge in his trousers, “for such a small man.”
			

			
				Tavek’s fingers seemed to sink into the softness of Miranda’s breasts. He kissed between them, deep in that warm valley, following his urges to one nipple before giving it a good suck that elicited a cry of pleasure from the harlot. Miranda’s hands worked skillfully on his trousers, opening them up while he was sucking and licking at her tits. By the time he’d had his fill, she had his cock in her hands. She pressed him back onto the straw-filled mattress, wanking him with her soft hand and pressing a kiss to his lips. 
			

			
				Drunken and smitten, Tavek was overwhelmed by her plentiful breasts and eager touch. He felt her tits against his cock, the weight of them dropping against him and spreading out across his hips. She used her biceps to squeeze her massive mounds together around his stiff prick as she kept one hand tucked between her tits and steadily wanking him into that hot valley. 
			

			
				He meant to fuck her. He wanted to, particularly after seeing that shaved cunt, but her skill was incredibly. Her tits warms and tight, shifting around him like a see of heavenly flesh as she wanked. Her fingers slicked with precum. His moans hoarse against her lips.
			

			
				“That’s it, Tavek,” she purred. “Go on. Let it out.”
			

			
				He held Miranda’s face in his hands. Kissed her passionately, tongue delving into her mouth as he jerked his hips and fucked against her hand. His cock plunged again and again into the weight of that smothering valley. Faster. Breathless against her lips.
			

			
				“Ahhhhhh!” he cried out and let his cum loose in a great torrent between her tits. Pump after pump, overflowing her fingers and smearing between her mounds. Warm and slick spurts covering his lap. 
			

			
				“Gooood boy,” she said, skillfully working out every drop. “No man can resist these tits.”
			

			
				“Can… can go again,” panted Tavek, sinking back onto the mattress.
			

			
				“Surely,” laughed Miranda, lifting the weight of her breasts from his cock. She gazed down at the mess he’d made and clucked at the smears of Tavek’s spunk and the redness between her breasts. “You just sit tight. I’ll go wash up.”
			

			
				He lifted his head enough to watch her at the basin. Her back well-toned from bearing the weight of her chest, her hips voluptuous, her generous bottom marked by two red circles where her buttocks had pressed against her heels while she’d been wanking him between her tits. He chuckled at that and let his head fall back onto the mattress. 
			

			
				By the time Miranda returned to the bed, Tavek was snoring loudly. She removed his boots, stockings, and trousers and arranged him as comfortably as she could manage on the bed. She covered him with a sheet to preserve some of his modesty and then took her fair share and a generous tip from his coin purse. She didn’t consider it thieving, jut getting her due. She felt oddly disappointed that she hadn’t fucked the dwarf. Telling the others that she’d wanked a dwarf off with her tits wasn’t quite the same. And he had a nice cock.
			

			
				“Well then, let’s see what you can do,” she murmured, reaching under the sheet she’d just draped across him. Her hand found his cock, still a bit damp with his cum, and she began to stroke. In no time, the sheet was rising over his swollen staff. She gave him a shake on the shoulders. “Tavek. Wake up. It’s time to have a fuck. Come on, you bearded braggart. You said you was going to fuck me.”
			

			
				He muttered something in his sleep and went back to snoring.
			

			
				“I’ll take that as a ‘yes’,” said Miranda, climbing atop the slumbering dwarf.
			

			
				Tavek dreamed he was battling with a snake woman. A lamia of long-ago times, wrapping her coils around his body and squeezing him. She moaned as she tightened her serpentine body and squeezed his cock between coils. It felt incredible. Warm and real. He groaned and thrust against her body. Her huge breasts were suddenly smothering his face. Her laughter was familiar. Quynn? Was it Quynn? 
			

			
				No, her eyes were brown and her hair was dark ringlets that spilled past her shoulders. 
			

			
				“Goddess! Help me!” groaned Tavek. He exploded between the warm coils of the lamia. She laughed as she squeezed him dry. The weight of her constricting body eased from around him. The loops of her coils parted and she set him gently on a bed of grass. She slithered away. Into the night. Leaving him moaning and muttering. Wondering if the snake woman would return. 
			

			
				Someone was calling Tavek’s name. Someone familiar. Very far away. Their voice seeming to echo through a canyon before it reached his ears in that dark forest where ethe lamia had left him.
			

			
				“Quynn?” he croaked, sitting up in bed.
			

			
				He was in the small bedroom in the Pink Tulip. Somewhere between drunk and hungover. The worst of both making his senses spin as he tried to make sense of what he was seeing. For the candles had long burned down and the night had given way to morning, but the light he was seeing was coming from within the room. The vague shape of a woman standing next to the bed. Her colors shifting. Her figure ghostly. She was saying something to him.
			

			
				“…an… me… otten…”
			

			
				“What? Quynn? Is that you?”
			

			
				Quynn’s image clarified. It shimmered and remained translucent, but it was definitely her.
			

			
				“Straight to a brothel, eh?” She stood with her hands on her hips.
			

			
				“What? How did… what is happening?”
			

			
				“Never mind that,” said Quynn. “I need your help.”
			

			
				Anger mixed with his enduring love for the half-succubus. He climbed out of the bed, wrapping the sheet around his lower half as he walked closer to the glowing image of Quynn. She gazed down at him. He thought about calling her names or cursing at her. He settled on something a little less hostile.
			

			
				“Why in the name of Oreth and the Seven Righteous Divinities would I ever help you?” he demanded.
			

			
				“Oh, Righteous Divinities, is it?” She sneered at him. “Big words for a man I find snoring in a brothel. Are those stains from your seed on the sheet?”
			

			
				He glanced down and saw the crusty marks on the sheet. Maybe he had been doing more than dreaming about that lamia.
			

			
				“Give me a reason,” he growled, turning the sheet to hide the stained part from her.
			

			
				“Because,” she said, leaning her glowing face down towards him. “You still love me.”
			

			
				He hated her because she was right. It was impossible to get her out of his head. Not even Miranda and those gigantic tits had cured him of the succubus.
			

			
				“You damned temptress,” he muttered. “What is it you need? Out with it!”
			

			
				He listened as she told him, but he could hardly believe her predicament nor the magnitude of the favor she was asking.
			

			
				But he couldn’t refuse her.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Long Road
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana giggled and shifted her bottom against Straka’s lap as the wagon bounced along the wheel ruts in the road. She felt the half-orc’s cock stirring against her cheeks. One of his hands beneath her blouse, idly fondling her breast and plucking at her nipple. She leaned her head back against his shoulder and looked up at him. Admiring him. Amused by his cheekiness.
			

			
				Straka gave her nipple a pinch between thumb and finger and she giggled and squirmed once more on his lap. The orc’s nostrils flared. He could hardly stand the intoxicating scent of the elf’s arousal. She was insatiable. The human should be grateful he was not tearing off her clothes and fucking her again right there in the wagon.
			

			
				Caldric was far from grateful. He was sandwiched between Quynn and Borto on the driver’s seat in the front of the wagon. They both knew what he was doing each time he stole a look over his shoulder at what was happening in the wagon. Well, Quynn knew. Borto seemed unusually tired and was snoring in a deep sleep.
			

			
				Caldric took another look over his shoulder. He could see Straka’s big hand stretching the fabric of Faylana’s blouse over her right breast. Fingers moving. Her lips parting in something between a laugh and a moan. Straka caught Caldric looking and Caldric quickly looked away. A rumbling laugh escaped the half-orc and he whispered something to Faylana that set off her laughter.
			

			
				Quynn put a comforting hand on Caldric’s leg. It didn’t do much good once Straka began to taunt him.
			

			
				“How can you sit there like a mossy rock, human?” Straka sat up but kept his hand under Faylana’s blouse. Fondling her breast. “Each moment, the elf belongs more and more to me. Do you not seethe at the pleasure she takes in my company?”
			

			
				“Straka, no need to be cruel to him,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“Quiet,” growled Straka. He raised his voice as he addressed Caldric. “Come on, human. Admit it. Admit that you enjoy seeing your elf properly pleasured by a real warrior.”
			

			
				“You’re not a real warrior,” snapped Caldric. “You fight in the arena.”
			

			
				“I win in the arena,” growled Straka. “Like I beat you. I would beat you again without rules or an audience. I would crush you. Is this why you do not raise your hand against me? Afraid?”
			

			
				“I’ve faced the undead,” said Caldric. “A horde of goblins. Wugs. I’m not afraid of a half-orc, believe me. My sister is marrying a half-orc.”
			

			
				Straka snorted with amusement.
			

			
				“I’ll bet she is,” said Straka and his grin bared his tusks. “So what is then, human? You know Faylana prefers me—”
			

			
				“I never said that,” interjected Faylana, but her words were lost to a cry of shock as Straka pinched her nipple again. She giggled and never finished her thought.
			

			
				“She prefers me,” said Straka. “Her elf body prefers my orc cock. Soon enough, I’ll make her mine, Caldric. Her belly will swell with my sons. And you will be lucky to mind them while I am fucking her. Perhaps they’ll sleep so you can stroke your little cock like I saw you doing in the wood. Pathetic.”
			

			
				Rage flashed in Caldric. He reached for his sword. Quynn’s hand on his arm stopped him. Faylana looked fearfully at Caldric and shook her head. 
			

			
				He remembered the reason for the arrangement with Straka.
			

			
				“The only reason you have her in your arms is because we need your help to save Simona,” said Caldric. “You are a skilled fighter, Straka. A killer. But you are arrogant. And when Simona is safe and we no longer need your help, I will beat you until you are pleading for your life.”
			

			
				“It will amuse me to see you try,” laughed Straka. “In the meantime…”
			

			
				Straka turned Faylana in his arms, pulling her against his chest and planting a kiss on her lips. Caldric glared at the orc for a moment longer as Straka’s fat tongue pressed into Faylana’s mouth. As his big greenish hands cradled her plush bottom. Squeezing and kneading the globes of her ass as Faylana’s eyes fluttered closed and her tongue worked against Straka’s.
			

			
				Caldric looked away as his cock began to stir. He cursed himself for his weakness and swore that he would pay back this cruelty from Straka. Only Quynn’s hand on Caldric’s arm and the knowledge that Simona needed them kept him focused on the road.
			

			
				Behind him, in the gently rocking wagon, the kissing and caressing grew more heated.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Eve of Battle and the Ecstasy of Surrender
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was easy to follow the Plague Lord and his army of ratkin. They had left ruin in their wake. There were dead travelers, blood-stained scraps of clothing and smashed carriages, burned fields of crops, and slaughtered animals along the way to the abbey. Each new discovery brought with it some new disturbing detail.
			

			
				Faylana could not stand it. She turned away from every gruesome sight. This was not why she left the Golden Wood.
			

			
				Quynn nudged Caldric and directed him to drive the wagon off the road and into a nearby grove. He halted there, partially concealed among the trees. It had been a long day for them all, including the horses, and the sun had set, leaving behind only the last golden traces of dusk. Relief washed over Faylana. Everyone was sore from the ride and only Straka and Borto seemed to have gotten much sleep. 
			

			
				“Not far now. We will arrive at the abbey in the morning,” said Quynn as she climbed down from the wagon. “I will scout ahead and return before dawn. The rest of you, make camp. No fires. There will be rearguards left by the Plague Lord, so do not attempt to follow me or scout ahead on your own. Keep a lookout.”
			

			
				“What if you don’t come back?” asked Straka as he lifted Faylana out of the wagon and set her down on her feet.
			

			
				“Then the Plague Lord will win, unleash his undying evil on the land, and gods help you all,” said Quynn, her words seeming almost like something Simona might have said. Without another farewell, she drew her hood over her head and disappeared into the gloaming forest nearby.
			

			
				Caldric watched Quynn go and then turned to Straka and Faylana. “We should build some shelters. Feels like there might be rain tonight.”
			

			
				“Hmmm,” growled Straka, an arm across Faylana’s lower back. “You build shelters. I will catch food. Faylana will help me.
			

			
				A tense moment passed among the elf, half-orc, and human. Caldric gave Faylana a hard look. It was clear that he wanted her to remain with him while Straka went off hunting. But he didn’t say so. Faylana told herself that if Caldric had made his wishes known she would have sided with him. But for whatever reason, maybe fear of Straka’s power, he didn’t say a word. She wrapped her arm around Straka’s muscular forearm, squeezing him against her chest. 
			

			
				“I will go hunting with Straka,” she said. “My magic might be able to help.”
			

			
				“You can help me stay warm,” laughed Straka, leaning down to kiss her. He did so wantonly and seemed to savor being watched as her hip against him with one hand and reached up to fondle her breast with the other. Caldric stared pure murder at the orc. When he looked at Faylana she could not even meet his gaze. 
			

			
				Oh, Caldric, if only you had told me not to with Straka, she thought.
			

			
				“Why’d we stop?” yawned Borto, finally waking up in the wagon.
			

			
				Straka laughed. He was victorious without a fight. He took Faylana’s hand and led her away into the dark woods. Caldric shouted after them, “Don’t be gone too long. There might be ratkin in these parts!”
			

			
				“Oh, dear, I hope not,” said Borto, clambering down from the wagon and falling on his bottom. 
			

			
				He waited for Caldric to help him up, but Caldric ignored the old wizard and stared at the trees where Faylana and Straka had entered the woods. A grim expression hardened on his face.
			

			
				The forest seemed to part around Faylana as she stumbled to keep up with Straka. He was a giant and took giant strides. He held aside the limbs of a fir tree for her to enter a small clearing ringed with the pine trees. Her arm became sticky with sap as she pushed through. Pinecones and fallen needles crunched under her feet. Straka tore fresh branches from several trees and lay them upon the ground as if presenting a mattress. He unfurled a blanket upon the ground and helped Faylana down to her knees atop the crackling boughs. The strong scent of the pine rosin filled the air.
			

			
				Night was upon them and the darkness of the wood deepened. Faylana was unafraid. Her eyes were keener than a human’s and saw well by starlight. She knew that when the moon rose above them it would be almost like daylight to her eyes. 
			

			
				“Do you see well in the dark?” she asked Straka.
			

			
				“I see you,” said the half-orc, caressing her cheek. “You glow. You are the moon and stars. I need no other light to know the way.”
			

			
				“What way is that?” she said, her heart swelling with desire.
			

			
				“I think you know it too,” he growled, bringing her closer with a casual flex of his arm. 
			

			
				“Caldric,” she whispered as Straka held her in one arm.
			

			
				“Do not mention the human,” growled Straka. “He knows our agreement. He would not dare interfere with us. With what you want.”
			

			
				“But I love him,” she said, though the guilt in her heart was no match for the warmth radiating from her core. She squeezed closer to Straka. Her cheek against his chest. She listened to the powerful thump of his heart. The steadiness of each breath he took.
			

			
				“Do you?” asked Straka, caressing her back and hip. He held her in such a way that she felt protected, but also possessed. Owned. In a way that excited her. He so casually asserted his authority over her desire even though she knew he could throw her down and have his way with her with ease. His finger curled under her chin. He turned her face upward and she gazed up into his red eyes. His voice rumbled like soft and distant thunder, “Your lust is boundless, Faylana. An elf cannot be tamed by a mere human. For as long as you are bound to that man, you will want for pleasure. But you find satisfaction in my arms, do you not?”
			

			
				“I… I do,” she confessed breathlessly. “The way you touch me… the way you make love is…”
			

			
				“Different than a human,” said Straka. “Yes. Orcs are a superior race. My mother learned this and now you learn this. Do not mistake what I mean, humans are, mmmm, tolerable. But an elf, you are like me, Faylana. You will never truly belong to their society.”
			

			
				“They welcome me,” she protested.
			

			
				“They want to fuck you,” growled Straka.
			

			
				“That seems to be what you desire,” giggled Faylana.
			

			
				“No,” growled Straka, his eyes blazing furiously. His tone evidenced no humor as he said, “I wish for more than simple pleasure with you, Faylana. I have something for our journey. I saved it for our night together. Here.”
			

			
				He reached into a pouch he wore on his belt. He extracted a small glass vial, barely larger than a marble, with a wax stopper. He pressed it into Faylana’s hand. She saw the glass sphere was hollow and contained a two-tone swirl of sparkling pink powder. She looked at him curiously and Straka gave her a slight nod of encouragement.
			

			
				Faylana removed the stopper from the tiny vial. The powder within was fine and a strong aroma of spice reached her nostrils. This scent triggered something strange within her, like a memory of something that had never happened before. She could almost taste the rich spicy flavor on her tongue. She knew this. Knew of it at least.
			

			
				“Estrea,” she said, her eyes widening. “Where… how did you get this?”
			

			
				“I am the most famous gladiator in the arena,” chuckled Straka. “I have ways of getting what I want.”
			

			
				She saw it all now. The concoction, made from the petals of two flowers that only grew in the Golden Wood, was an infamous elven aphrodisiac. More importantly, it triggered fertility in elven women. It was a holy powder, used by sylvan women when they were ready to conceive. Brewed into tea or swallowed pure to make their bodies ready to receive their husband’s seed. 
			

			
				“Straka…” 
			

			
				“Take it,” said the half-orc, his voice deep and filled with certainty. “On this night I will make you mine. No more delays or foolishness. I will fill you with my first of many sons and you will be mine forever.”
			

			
				She wanted to refuse him, but the insidious power of the Estrea had already begun its work. Merely by breathing in the traces of dust in the air, she could feel her body awakening to need. Her heart beat faster. Her cunt heated up and grew damp against the soft fabric of her panties. Her nipples ached and crackled with pleasure as Straka’s fingers brushed over one and then the other. She bit her lip to stifle a cry.
			

			
				“This is what you want,” said Straka, his voice so low and deep that it vibrated through Faylana’s body. “Take the powder. Take it and we will make love. We will make the first of my sons.”
			

			
				His hand stroked down her body to her abdomen. He pressed the flat of his palm against her blouse there and she felt the warmth of his body through the fabric. The strength of him. The sized of him. Her eyes met his. Her smile mirrored his tusked smile.
			

			
				“Caldric,” she whispered.
			

			
				“Forget him,” rumbled Straka’s voice. “There is only us.”
			

			
				Forget him? She loved Caldric! But when she inhaled, another wave of need rippled through her body. The thought grew more enticing by the moment. The vial was to her lips. The powder spilled across her tongue. Sweet and chalky. Bitter when she swallowed. A massive dose that sent a hot thrill of inevitably through her and down to her core. Her pupils dilated unnaturally. Her heart seemed to sing in her chest.
			

			
				“Yes,” rumpled Straka, gently taking the empty vial from her hand. “Good girl. Let me make you ready.”
			

			
				Faylana was too focused on the strange sensations within her body – the ripples of warmth and the growing throb in her ovaries - to even offer Straka a response. He gently laid her down on her back and began to undress her. Faylana’s breasts heaved with her excited breathing. A dazed smile graced her moonlit face. She felt a rush of euphoria accompanied by a deep, almost overwhelming sense of purpose. It was high time. Why had she waited so long? Her body yearned to be filled. To be bred by the orc.
			

			
				Straka freed her breasts to the cool night air and she gasped and arched upon the blanket. Straka kissed her then, his tongue invading her mouth and his rough hands encircling her soft tits. He was so forceful and yet not at all cruel. His tongue left her mouth. Swiped across her breasts. Teased over her nipples. She giggled as he licked lower. 
			

			
				His fingers curled into her trousers and peeled them downward, forcing the button upon as he pulled. He took her panties and pants in one tug, down over her boots. He kissed her abdomen. His fat nose snuffled against her cunt as he worked to free her trousers from her boots. Then pulled boots and pants free in one forceful yank. She was left with a stocking on her left foot and not another scrap of clothing on her. Satisfied, Straka knelt above her to admire her naked beauty for a moment. She was squirming with need. Laughing with the joy of what was about to happen.
			

			
				“I’m ready,” she gasped.
			

			
				“Not yet,” rumbled Straka. He grabbed her thighs in his big hands and spread her legs wide. She cried out as her gold-tufted cunt was so rudely exposed. Flushed and glistening with hunger for his cock. Her pink asshole clenched tightly. 
			

			
				Straka’s hands moved beneath her knees. He pushed her legs up, knees towards Faylana’s breasts, as he licked his way down to her cunt. She gasped with pleasure and dug her fingers against his muscular shoulders. Her hips rolled as Straka’s fat tongue divided her cuntlips and slid into the hot, trembling passage of her pussy. He sucked lewdly at her folds and tongued deep into her honeyed channel. Her thighs quaked. Tremors of pleasure rose to meet his tongue and circled her clit. His thumb went to work on her bud, driving her mad with pleasure as he licked and sucked at her elven cunt. 
			

			
				Her orgasm was hot and liquid and flooded through her. It dripped down her clenching crack and soaked Straka’s lips and chin. She squeezed against his tongue. His fingers. She drenched him with her pleasure and cried out breathlessly. 
			

			
				She was still shaking as he rose above her on his knees. His hand freed his cock from his trousers and it thumped heavily against her. Rubbed her quivering quim. Beat against her clit. 
			

			
				“Yessss,” she gasped. “Ohhhh, it’s beautiful.”
			

			
				It was. Glorious. Green-tinted. Pink-capped. Shining in the moonlit with its smear of precum. She sat up sharply and gripped Straka’s fat cock in both her hands. She curled forward, raising it to her lips. Kissing it. Tasting it with her tongue. Engulfing it in her mouth. He pushed her back down with a gentle shove on her upper chest.
			

			
				“Don’t need that,” he growled.
			

			
				“What do you need?” she moaned, barely able to keep still. Her fingers ran over her breasts. Down to her cunt. Spread her slick folds. “Do you need this? Do you need to fuck me?”
			

			
				“To breed you,” said Straka, using her legs to scoot her closer. He pushed them up his muscular body, then back, exposing her reddened cunt once more. He took aim at that soft flower. Her elven beauty submitting to him and her petals yielding to him as he rubbed his cock at her cunt. 
			

			
				“Do it,” she gasped, tossing her hair and bracing her hands against his muscular legs. “Breed me, Straka!”
			

			
				She could comfort herself. Tell herself that it was the Estrea making her crave this. She knew better deep down. The thought of the powerful orc fucking her and breeding her excited her in a way Caldric never had. That huge cock! Those incredible muscles! She needed it so badly!
			

			
				Straka saw it all. Her eyes rolling. Her hands on his thighs. Her sweet little cunt dripping for his cock. He pushed his cockhead at her entrance and savored the sensation as her tight cunt surrendered to him. So slick that he easily entered her, but so tight compared to the size of his massive cock that he had to push quite forcefully. Overpowering her. Claiming her. So deep that his cockhead bore down against her womb. 
			

			
				Faylana came the moment he was inside her. Her body’s inner sanctum unlocked by his thrusting key. She shook her hips uselessly as he thrusts overpowered her completely. She was wracked with pleasure. Her body feverish with heat. Her cunt gripped him as his cock effortlessly into her stretched elven cunt. She felt as if she might die from the intensity of her pleasure and the force of Straka’s thrusts. She clawed at him. She wailed against the moonlight.
			

			
				Then he drew his cock out and flipped her onto her belly. He was atop her with his full weight. A beast. A brute. Pressing down into her and flattening her against the blanket. Her face and tits mashed against the ground. The smell of pine and sex strong in her nose. Her ass raised, just a little. His cock pounded into her. It hilted with ever thrust. A piston. A spear driven at her core.
			

			
				Another orgasm rippled up from her depths. Short and intense compared to her usual climaxes. Forced from her like a body blow might force the air from someone’s lungs.
			

			
				“Again? Again!” she cried in disbelief. His cock was enormous. It had swollen with his mounting pleasure. She could feel the need in his more intense, but erratic thrusts. He was close. 
			

			
				She dared to lift her hips a little higher. To reach beneath her body, curling a hand to her cunt so that she could feel that hot, twitching cock pummel her pussy. Her fingers brushed his cock. Found his bollocks. Massaged his tightening stones as he pounded relentlessly into her pussy.
			

			
				Still, he did not cum. Straka held back his seed, savoring how badly the elf craved his cum. How many bastard sons had he fathered among the whores of Zeegendorf? Countless. But this was different. This rarest of women. Most beautiful and peculiar. Oh, but he would be the first to claim her womb and that poor human be damned. Perhaps he could raise Straka’s son while Straka bred the elf again and again.
			

			
				The thought made Straka feel something almost akin to love. A heart as hard as his could never truly know it. Not after all those years in the arena. But this was not some roll in the sheets with a nobleman’s wife. 
			

			
				“Yesssss,” cried Faylana. “Take me. Fuck meeeee!”
			

			
				He lifted his weight from her back and shifted it to his knees. He held her slender waist and beat his hips against her plush bottom as he buried his cock in Faylana’s quivering cunt. Her tits swung with each thrust. Pine needles had stuck to them because of all her sweat and the force of his thrusts dislodged these and sent them pattering in every direction. Faylana rutted back against his cock. She was an eager target for his desire.
			

			
				“Feel it now,” he groaned. “My orc sperm writhes in my balls. My cum churns for your elf cunt. Beg for it! Beg for it, my sweet, and you might have it!”
			

			
				“Yessss! Oh, Straka, I’m cumming again! Fill me! Fill me with your seed! I know what it will do and I don’t care! It’s what I neeeeeed!”
			

			
				There was no Simona or Quynn. No Borto. No Tavek. Not even Caldric. There was only Straka and his glorious huge cock plunging into her clutching cunt.
			

			
				He held her waist tightly in his mighty hand and leaned into her with each thrust. She felt so small beneath him. His muscles so powerful. He drew his hips back until only the massive head of his cock was still wedged inside her silky channel. Then he thrust forward, burying the full length of his cock inside her. He let out an animal roar, howling up at the moon as his cock jerked. 
			

			
				Faylana knew it was coming. Her womb was fertile and eager for his seed. Her body poised to accept his mighty orc sperm.
			

			
				Would Caldric stop them? Would he interrupt? She searched the trees in the moonlit forest.
			

			
				And felt Straka’s cock erupt deep inside her. Hot, potent orc seed flooded into Faylana’s clutching cunt. Spurt after spurt, loading her hot cunt with his cum. She was in the midst of an orgasm when the pleasure burst from her cum-drenched depths. I was something new and different. Something altogether more intense than simply cumming.
			

			
				It was the pleasure of every need fulfilled. She laughed madly, pushing back against Straka’s spurting cock. Sweat dripping from her body. Cum pumping in diminished spurts. There was little doubt in that moment. 
			

			
				Faylana had been bred by the orc.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Prisoner and the Paladin
			

			
				 
			

			
				The sisters of the Silver Chalice kicked the last remaining ladders down from the edge of the abbey’s rooftop. The surviving ratkin retreated across the courtyard, chased by flaming arrows and leaving a score of dead behind. Almost immediately, the dead ratkin began to rise. Their eyes glowed unearthly green and corruption dripped from their yawning mouths. These undead ratkin ignored the arrows and began to struggle to get inside the abbey’s lower levels. The beleaguered sisters fought them back from the barricades with swords, makeshift spears, and pitchforks. 
			

			
				Simona watched, paralyzed, tears rolling down her frozen cheeks.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, probably not enough to get inside,” said Morbus Skorn, standing next to her. “A valiant effort from my rodent comrades, but your sisters are tenacious. No matter! I have hundreds more ratkin and the casualties are starting to stink with the Odor of the Chalice in the abbey. I can feel lives ebbing away. Wounded sisters succumbing. When they perish, my magic will take hold, and the others will be forced to kill them all over again.”
			

			
				Simona wanted to scream at him. To claw him and bite him and rip his rotten face off. But she could not move. The Black Queen had made sure of that with her hypnotic magic. 
			

			
				“Of course, the sisters we capture are even better than the ones we kill,” said Morbus, turning to Simona and running a black tongue over his lips. “Do you hear them? Listen?”
			

			
				He motioned for quiet. Against her will, Simona could make out the distant wails and moans of the sisters who had been taken prisoner. They, along with the farm girls and travelers taken along the way, had become a source of comfort for the ratkin. In between attacks, the vile beasts took out their frustration on the women.
			

			
				Simona had witnessed enough of it that just hearing it again triggered a stream of dismaying imagery in her mind. Pink cocks plunging. Chittering rat men. Rancid ratkin spunk dripping from roughly-used holes. Women pleading for mercy until their minds broke and they began to plead for more cock.
			

			
				Vile. Repulsive. Fiendish. No, that gave Morbus Skorn too much credit. He was pathetic. A bag of rotting meat containing the wormy soul of a failed warlord.   
			

			
				“Ah, the pleasure slaves of my army,” said the Plague Lord. “What sweet music they make! But there’s another prisoner I want you to meet. You know this one. Remember? Sister Cassandra?” 
			

			
				Simona’s eyes fluttered. Bulged. Despite the curse upon her body, her lip twisted into an agonized frown.
			

			
				“You do! She knows her! Ha ha!” Skorn shoved the Black Queen. “Set the paladin loose. I want to hear what she has to say.”
			

			
				The Black Queen staggered closer to Simona. Her eyes were filmy white. Her cheeks sunken. Her beauty almost completely destroyed by her association with the Plague Lord. But her seductive magic still worked. As she spoke, her voice melted into Simona’s mind.
			

			
				“You will move and speak with free will. You are released, but you may not harm the Plague Lord or his servants. That would cause you too much pain.” The Black Queen kissed Simona with dry lips. Tasted her with a tongue as bitter as ashes. Simona sputtered and stumbled back. Barely held down the bile churning in her stomach.
			

			
				“Skorn,” rasped Simona, her eyes red-rimmed with anger. She lifted her head and gazed at the sallow, drooping face of the undead warlord. “Let her go. Let them all go. End this madness and I will grant you a merciful end.”
			

			
				“A merciful end? Merciful end! How silly!” He grabbed Simona by her wedding gown’s yellowed bodice and pulled her closer. The stench of him made her recoil. “I have been to hell and back because of you, paladin. Literally. You think it’s just a lake of fire and some hot pokers up the arse? Oh, no, they really mean it down there. Once you’ve had your cock eaten by an alligator for a thousand days straight you get a bit cranky. You sent me down and I clawed my way back. I want revenge for what you did to your sister—”
			

			
				“What I did!?” She tried to strike him, but an electric jolt of pain went through her muscles. She dropped to her knees before him. 
			

			
				Skorn’s face curled into a mocking expression of sympathy. He rested a black nailed hand upon her head. “If you and your precious sisterhood had not intervened, Leana and I would be happily married. Probably with children! Instead, she is moldering in your order’s crypt and my cock… well, it withered away. But I have made some more improvements. Spruced it up! More power!”
			

			
				She stared as the bulge in his trousers squirmed like a snaked trying to escape a sack. Whatever was in his pants now was huge and had a mind of its own.
			

			
				“You brainwashed my sister,” said Simona through clenched teeth.
			

			
				“A clean brain is a godly brain,” giggled the Plague Lord. He grabbed Simona under her arms and stood her up. His smile was the most revolting thing about him. Black gummed and broken. Drooling with bloody saliva. He dusted off her bodice. Smoothed it over her hips. “Come along now. Be a good girl. Be a good girl like Sister Cassandra. We’ll pay her a visit.”
			

			
				The ratkin army of the Plague Lord had completely overrun the small hamlet of Maidenstone situated near the abbey. It had once been home to four dozen or so people. Now it was the teeming encampment of the ratkin. They stuffed the buildings and fought over every stray bit of grain or rind of moldy cheese. They had killed many and kept a sort of prison brothel in the old town hall. There the women served the ratkin. Either broken by the ratkin or seduced by the Black Queen. It was a mix of both for Veteran Sister Cassandra.
			

			
				When the Plague Lord arrived with Simona, the once proud sister was on her hands and knees in a squalid bedroom, serving ratkin with both ends. Her pale flesh bore the scratch marks of her many passionate partners. Her hair and flanks were crusted with their seed. The stink of it was overwhelming. 
			

			
				“Yesssss!” cried Cassandra, thrusting back onto the red cock of a gray-furred ratkin. Her ample ass met his furry hips with a soft pat. He clung to her muscular waist, frantically humping to have his release before the Plague Lord made him stop. Simona wanted to look away, but she could not. She stared in horror at Cassandra’s pleasure wracked expression. The warrior maidens’ rippling muscles and swinging tits. Listened to the howling of ecstasy only muffled when the sister returned her eager mouth to the cock in front of her face.
			

			
				“Oooh, look at her go!” giggled Skorn, rubbing his hands together. “Nothing like a good load or two of ratkin spunk for a beautiful maiden. Bracing stuff. Watch now! Watch them give her what she desires!”
			

			
				“Cum inside me! Use me!” Cassandra cried. “Fill me with your seed! Breeeeeeed me! Mmmmmm!”
			

			
				She returned to frantically sucking ratkin cock. Her eyes fluttering closed. Her wet lips popping and her cheeks hollowing as she continued to slurp greasy ratkin fuckmeat. The gray-furred ratkin behind her squeaked with pleasure and emptied his furry balls into Cassandra’s sloppy cunt. 
			

			
				A moment later, perhaps spurred by the warrior maiden’s muffled moaning, the ratkin using her mouth unleashed a briny tide of his cum straight down her willing throat. She gulped ratkin goo and would have kept sucking if the ratkin fucking her mouth had not quailed at the impatience of the Plague Lord.
			

			
				“More,” moaned Cassandra, scooping ratkin cum from her chin. Massaging it into her soft tits. She looked at Simona. Her piercing blue eyes were dulled with lust. Her toned body trembling with need. “Simona! It’s wonderful! We should… we should serve them! Oh, mighty Plague Lord!”
			

			
				Cassandra crawled to Skorn and clung to his filthy trousers. 
			

			
				“Master,” she moaned. “My king! I can practically feel the rats squirming in my womb! Thank you, my lord!”
			

			
				“No need to thank me,” said Skorn, stroking her face. “But perhaps you would like to put that tongue to use wagging against your sister’s cunt?”
			

			
				“Sister Simona? Oh, yes, my handsome master!” Cassandra crawled to Simona. Caressed Simona’s legs through her tattered bridal gown. Simona tried to push Cassandra away, but the veteran warrior maiden was strong and insistent. Her hands moved under Simona’s skirt. Caressed Simona’s stockinged legs up to her toned thighs.
			

			
				Simona looked away. She curled her hands into fists and fantasized about smashing the head of Morbus Skorn like a rotting gourd. 
			

			
				“Stop this, sister,” hissed Simona. “Get your hands out from under my skirt! Let go of me!”
			

			
				“But she’s so sweet, my bride,” laughed the Plague Lord. “Come, Simona. Let me see what you sisters truly get up to behind those abbey walls.”
			

			
				“We do not!” cried Simona. She pushed Cassandra away, but the warrior maiden would not be denied. Cassandra put her head beneath Simona’s skirt. She caressed and kissed Simona’s thighs. Simona cried out and tried to get Cassandra out from under the skirt.
			

			
				“Enough,” said Skorn. “Stop this, Cassandra. Truly, your sister does not know how to fun. Perhaps we had better show her the sort of fun we can all have together.”
			

			
				At that, Cassandra was out from under Simona’s skirt in a flash. She turned her full attention to Morbus Skorn, eagerly stroking him and working at the laces of his filthy trousers. Simona found she could not look away. Cassandra exposed something truly loathsome. Blue-black and mottled green. Writhing and like an unholy worm dripping with yellow pre. It stank. It squirmed. Simona’s revulsion burned in her throat.
			

			
				Cassandra behaved as if she adored the Plague Lord and his cock. She moaned and nuzzled against it, his vile pre seeping and smearing all over her face. He chuckled at Simona’s disgust. He stroked Cassandra with one hand and guided his cock to her mouth with the other. Watching her pleasure a ratkin had been revolting. Watching Cassandra moan and kiss and suckle upon the Plague Lord’s filthy cock and bollocks was intolerable for Simona.
			

			
				She tried to turn away. Tried to shut her eyes. Some curse compelled her to watch Cassandra’s carnal gorging on the Plague Lord’s unholy cock. Cassandra’s lips stretched. Her eyes watered. Her neck bulged as the filthy worm of Skorn’s cock burrowed down her throat. Cassandra’s eyes rolled back. Simona wondered if any part of the woman’s shame remained. If some part of her mind resisted still. 
			

			
				“Enough!” tittered Skorn. “Your throat is lovely, my dear, but it’s your pretty pious posterior I’d rather plunder! Turn around! Good, good! Show me that lovely bottom! Oh and your cunt is dripping with rat spunk! How lewd! But your little pucker is pink and perfect! Tell me how badly you need my cock up that holiest of holes!”
			

			
				“Oooh, yes, pound my assssss,” cried Cassandra, lifting her creamy rump and reach a hand back to spread her crack and expose her tenderized asshole. Cassandra winced at the sight of it, red and no doubt vigorously used by the ratkin. Dripping with their scum. Winking obscenely.
			

			
				The Plague Lord certainly didn’t mind sloppy seconds. Or sloppy seventeenths. He stuffed his wriggling demon cock straight up Cassandra’s spunk-greased asshole, stretching her soft ring wide around his segmented, slimy putrescence. Cassandra howled with pleasure as the Plague Lord began to roughly fuck her ass. His poxy bollocks smacked against her cunt. His sallow flesh tensed and wobbled as he thrust at her like a carcass made to move like a man.
			

			
				Simona was compelled to watch. Compelled to see a sister of her order defiled. Compelled to imagine what her wedding night would resemble as her body inhabited by her blood sister’s soul was given over to the Plague Lord. Simona whimpered. Watched. She knew her sister had been twisted by Skorn. Had she been redeemed by her final act of defiance? Would she resist the temptation to return to life or would Leana damn Simona to save herself? 
			

			
				“That’s the good stuff,” groaned Skorn. “A fit woman with a fat arse! Can’t do better! I might have to… hnnnn… keep Cassandra around after our wedding, my sweet. Spice things up in the bedroom. You know… hhnnnnnn… two arses are better than one!”
			

			
				“Ohhh, yes, please! You can use my ass whenever you’d like! Fuck me, my glorious king! My lord of death! Use my flesh for your pleasure!” Cassandra thrust are asshole back on Skorn’s cock heedless of his filth. Her eyes were bloodshot and crazed. Skorn rutted harder against her and Cassandra’s tits swung wildly beneath her, slapping against her ribcage and nearly up to her chin.
			

			
				“Take my seed, my holy whore! Declare your love for the Plague Lord!”
			

			
				“All hail the Plague Lord!” wailed Cassandra.
			

			
				Simona watched as her poor sister surrendered to the maddening pleasure of Skorn’s inhuman cock. Her eyes rolled back completely. Tongue hanging out. Drool swinging from her chin. Body bouncing vigorously against the Plague Lord’s as her raw cunt devoured his filthy cock.
			

			
				The Plague Lord let out a gurgling roar of pleasure and threw back his head. There was an awful wet squelching sound and his cock visible throbbed like a rubber hose under water pressure. Thick, yellow spunk overflow Cassandra’s arse. It smeared Skorn’s blue-black cock and spurted out and down her thighs in disgusting globs. 
			

			
				Simona realized Cassandra was changing. Her fleshing becoming paler. Her veins and capillaries blackening. Even her matted hair became a mane of pure white. Worst of all, Cassandra was not moaning or crying out, she was laughing. Smiling madly as she transformed into a pleasure slave for the Plague Lord. 
			

			
				Witnessing this, Simona’s mind recoiled. Nearly broke. At least the sound of her screams overwhelmed the foul noise of the Plague Lord’s rutting.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Forbidden Pleasures of the Forest
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric heard Faylana before he saw her. She sang out with pleasure in clear notes only muffled by the dense coverage of fir trees. His heartbeat grew heavier with each step closer to the source of the sound. He tracked her to the small clearing, pushed aside an obstructing pine bow, and saw what he always knew he would find.
			

			
				There in the midnight clearing, still locked in the throes of passion hours after disappearing with Straka into the forest. Moonlight outlined their bodies in pale blue. Faylana was upright, gorgeous, one hand braced against the partial trunk of a long-dead tree. She looked back over her shoulder. Her breasts bouncing and body swaying as Straka took her from behind. He held one of her legs up as he thrust his fat cock into her already creamy cunt. His shaft slicked with the frothy evidence of their repeated couplings.
			

			
				Their unusual posture provided Caldric with a maddeningly perfect view of what was happening. If only she were underlit as well, he could see everything. Wallow in every humiliating detail.
			

			
				He had come to the clearing planning to confront them. To scold them about being away from camp too long and perhaps lecture Straka. Now he saw that plan for what it was: a lie he had told himself to permit him to seek them out. To catch them in the act.
			

			
				To watch them.
			

			
				“Fuck her,” he whispered, the words come from deep within his chest. He ached with jealousy. With anger. But his hand went to his cock all the same. He took it out, humiliated, but unable to resist as he stroked his hardness to the sight of his beloved Faylana being pleasured by the orc. 
			

			
				“Cum for me again, Straka,” she wailed. “I need more. I need to feel it. My womb… my womb is ready.”
			

			
				Her words stunned Caldric. Her womb? She wanted his seed in her womb? The thought that she was eager to be impregnated by the orc gladiator only drove Caldric’s stroking. Scarcely a minute after arriving at the edge of the clearing he was already close to spilling his seed shamefully at his feet.
			

			
				“Not yet, my sweet,” growled Straka. “Someone watches from behind the trees.”
			

			
				Caldric stiffened with fear. Ducked back behind the branches. Straka laughed and pulled Faylana away from the dead tree trunk. He bent her forward. Held her hips as he pounded her hard and turned her to face towards Caldric. Her keen elf eyes saw. There was no hiding for Caldric. He began to back away.
			

			
				“Come out, human,” barked Straka. “Show your shame to her. Do not flee like a coward.”
			

			
				Caldric couldn’t explain to himself why he obeyed Straka. He stepped out. His cock in hand. His embarrassment red on his face. Straka took Faylana with slow, deliberate strokes and laughed as he caught sight of the human’s cock.
			

			
				“That’s all he has?” Straka laughed. “No wonder you seek satisfaction with me.”
			

			
				“Stop it, oooooh, Straka,” moaned Faylana. “Caldric is a good man.”
			

			
				“Still a man,” snarled Straka, hilting his cock in Faylana and making her eyes roll with pleasure. “Go on then, human. Watch me give Faylana the satisfaction you cannot. Or tell me to stop. Do you dare do that?”
			

			
				Stop, thought Caldric. Only a thought. Not words. Why can’t I shout at him? Stop! Stop, damn you! 
			

			
				In his mind, he was yelling with rage. But he said nothing. His hand began to move to the rhythm that Straka was fucking Faylana. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh, my love,” moaned Faylana. “Come closer. Let me touch you.”
			

			
				Caldric was in a daze. He staggered closer to her. He could smell the sex in the air. The familiar sweetness of Faylana and the musk of the half-orc’s seed. Faylana was blushing deeply. She could hardly keep the smile off her face. 
			

			
				She reached out for Caldric, fumbling, her hand brushing his cock as Straka roughly railed her from behind. She managed to grab hold of Caldric’s straining member. Pulled him closer. Took him into her sweet mouth.
			

			
				“Faylana,” moaned Caldric.
			

			
				“He speaks!” laughed Straka. “Go on, human. Let her swallow your cock. Leave her cunt to me. I’ll fill it with my seed for the fifth time tonight. Soon her belly will be fat with orc! Ha ha!”
			

			
				It was hard for Caldric to form words with Faylana slurping and moaning around his cock. Her body rocked forward with each thrust from Straka. He knew elves did not have normal womanly cycles like humans. Faylana had mentioned it to him when he worried they might have an unexpected pregnancy in the past.
			

			
				Caldric stammered, watching Faylana’s lips sliding on his cock. 
			

			
				“Elves don’t… she can’t…”
			

			
				“Can’t become pregnant?” Straka laughed again. Pulled his cock from Faylana’s creamy cunt with a wet sucking sound and beat it against her plush cheeks. He pushed it back into her and locked eyes with Caldric. “Orcs are much more potent than humans. And elves can be surprisingly fertile, mmmmm, when they’ve been given Estrea powder.”
			

			
				Faylana popped her lips free of Caldric’s straining cock. She stroked him against her lips, panting as she said, “Oh, yes, my love. Straka was very helpful. He gave me Estrea to be sure I was fully aroused.”
			

			
				“You… you took it?” Caldric’s eyes bulged. “To become fertile?” 
			

			
				“Oooooooh, yes, don’t be mad,” pouted Faylana. “Straka asked nicely.”
			

			
				“Go on then, elf,” laughed the massive half orc. “Finish him off. Suck out his useless seed.”
			

			
				Caldric recoiled from the revelation, but his feet remained rooted on the spot. He moaned helplessly as Faylana resumed sucking him. His gaze fixed on the sight of her plush bottom jiggling with each mighty thrust of Straka’s huge cock. The orc reached a huge hand around her to fondle her swinging tits. Grabbed her hair with his other hand to hold her steady for Caldric. 
			

			
				“Go ahead, human,” growled the orc. “Spill your seed in her mouth. It will never satisfy her cunt after she has been with me.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” moaned Faylana, eyes pleading Caldric for his release. Tongue flicking beneath his cockhead. Lips sucking so urgently.
			

			
				With a desperate cry, Caldric unloaded into Faylana’s mouth. She moaned at each spurt and drank the hot rush of his seed. Useless. Pumping down her throat into her stomach. At the same moment, Straka roared, his fertile orc load blasting into Faylana’s well-fucked cunt. Drenching her womb. Seeding her once more with the orc’s potent sperm.
			

			
				Caldric’s cock softened. Became flaccid and small as it slipped from Faylana’s lips. She turned immediately to Straka, watching over her shoulder as his mighty orgasm continued to unleash his seed into her cunt.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, yes, I am cumming too, Straka!” she cried, pushing back against him.
			

			
				Caldric stumbled back. Vanquished. Desolate. He retreated into the woods. Back to the campsite.
			

			
				To sleep alone.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Late Arrival
			

			
				 
			

			
				Quynn found Borto sleeping beside the wagon. He was holding his staff across his chest, his huge hat drooping over his eyes. Faylana and Straka were sleeping in the back of the wagon. Caldric stretched out on the bench in front. She nudged Borto awake with her boot.
			

			
				“On guard duty?” She asked.
			

			
				“Hhmmm? Wha?” He blinked away sleep. “Oh, yes, I suppose I am. Did you find anything?”
			

			
				“Get the others up,” she said, her voice soft and vulnerable. “I’m only going to say this once.”
			

			
				Borto roused the others while Quynn drained the entirety of a wine flask from the back of the wagon. She waited until they were all awake and on their feet. Straka yawned and scratched his scars. Faylana was bundled in a blanket. Caldric looked particularly glum.
			

			
				“What did you find?” he asked. 
			

			
				“The abbey has fallen,” she said, nearly breaking into tears. “The Plague Lord has taken over the abbey. The rats were celebrating. Looting and raping and… and the Plague Lord has married Simona.”
			

			
				“Married her?” Borto raised a bushy eyebrow.
			

			
				“It’s not her,” said Quynn. “I could feel it. Her sister… her soul… somehow it’s in Simona’s body.”
			

			
				“We’re too late,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“She’s still in there,” said Quynn, her eyes bright. Hurting. Quivering with tears. “I can save her still. I know it. I can.”
			

			
				“I believe you,” said Faylana, taking Quynn’s hands. “But how is it possible?”
			

			
				“I don’t… I don’t know,” said Quynn, the dam finally breaking. She began to sob. Her horns curled from the skin of her forehead. The stumps of her wings burst from her bodice. She couldn’t control her emotions and reverted to her half-succubus form.
			

			
				“A demon pines for a paladin.” Straka chuckled. “I have seen few stranger things. But this woman is gone, half-demon. If this necromancer and his army of ratkin have already captured her then her life is forfeit. We should return to Zeegendorf. This is a job for the king’s army.”
			

			
				“There might be a way,” interjected Borto. “Succubae have the power to visit their victims in their dreams. It might be that Simona, a prisoner in her own mind, has entered a sort of dream state.”
			

			
				“Yes, this is it,” said Quynn. “I can feel this power, but I do not know how to use it.”
			

			
				“You must learn quickly.” Borto scampered over to the wagon’s seat and slid out his traveling bag. It contained a few potions and several spell books. He selected a crudely bound red folio and paged through it. He found what he was looking for and tapped the page. “Ah, here we are! Exorcism by combat!”
			

			
				“By combat?” Straka snorted with derision.
			

			
				“Mental combat, my meat-headed green friend,” said Borto. He passed the book to Quynn. “Read it. Comprehend it. Even if you cannot cast the spells, it may inform your understanding of the magic involved.”
			

			
				“We have little time,” said Quynn. “He means to claim her before dawn. If he does that… then I fear the worst.”
			

			
				“Necromantic transformation,” said Borto. “He will turn her from the living to the undead.”
			

			
				“And she will be his bride forever,” said Quynn, wiping her tears. “Come. If you have heart and if you care for Simona or for me, then we will go now. We will face the horde of ratkin and destroy the Plague Lord. Who stands with me?”
			

			
				There was a moment of silence. Caldric stepped forward.
			

			
				“With the exception of Straka, we all came here because Simona is our friend. She has fought by our side and shared in our trials and tribulations as a party of adventurers.” Caldric looked each of his companions in the eyes before settling his gaze on Quynn. “She has saved our lives more than once. We owe it to Simona to do whatever we can to save her. You have my sword, Quynn. I will kill ever ratkin between us and our friend.”
			

			
				“Thank you, Caldric,” said Quynn. “I knew I could count on you.”
			

			
				“Right, I am an old man,” said Borto, rubbing his hands together. “But I still have a few tricks up these floppy sleeves. I’ll zap those overgrown rats back into the sewers.”
			

			
				“I did not come all this way to let that brute have our friend,” agreed Faylana. “I am with you all the way, Quynn.”
			

			
				Straka growled as all eyes turned to him. He rubbed his chin. His red eyes narrowed. Settled on Caldric.
			

			
				“Since you won’t put up a fight for your elf, I suppose I’ll need to bash a few rats to get in some practice.” 
			

			
				Caldric bristled. 
			

			
				Straka ignored him and snarled, “You’d better not lead us into a trap, demon girl.”
			

			
				“I’m no more eager than you to be gnawed to pieces by ratkin,” said Quynn.
			

			
				“So if the rats have taken over and the Plague Lord has Simona,” said Caldric, “how do we get in and save her?” 
			

			
				“We sneak,” said Quynn. “While the rats are distracted with their victory party, I lead you into the abbey through a hole in the wall. Quickly now, gather your weapons. There is little time.”
			

			
				Quynn led the party through the woods by retracing her footsteps back to the abbey. The sound of the ratkin celebration carried into the forest long before they saw the grim gray stone of the abbey rising above its siege-damaged walls. Even though it was nearly dawn and the rats had been celebrating for hours, they were still at it. The wails of terror from captured sisters mingled with the moans of pleasure from those who had already surrendered to being fucked by the swarming ratkin. The furry beasts drank and ate and fucked to abandon.
			

			
				Quynn waited at the edge of the forest for a procession of singing ratkin to pass by carrying two naked, cum-drenched sisters over their heads, down to a nearby stream to give them a bath. The women were moaning and rubbing themselves while the ratkin chanted some profane victory song. At length, the group disappeared down the hill to the stream. Quynn motioned her comrades forward to the abbey’s courtyard wall. A hole had been broken through the stone just above ground level. She began to help her friends through. Straka would only fit after he had smashed several stones away to widen the hole. 
			

			
				They made it through to the courtyard with hardly a moment to spare. Another group of drunken ratkin passed by the hole. Walking arm in arm and swaying as they sang. One stopped, perhaps wondering why the hole was wider. His comrades did not notice he had stopped and continued walking. 
			

			
				The curious ratkin stuck his head through the hole and was immediately grabbed by Straka. The massive gladiator ended the rat’s investigation with a squeeze on its furry neck and quick twist of his powerful hands. There was a sickening crack and the ratkin went limp. Straka dragged the creature’s twitching body the rest of the way through the hole and stashed him in a nearby pile of rubble.
			

			
				Quynn led the others across the debris-strewn courtyard with the sky beginning to lighten just before dawn. They were running out of time. Quynn’s anger and despair grew by the moment. She cursed herself for each moment she had wasted returning to the camp or bringing her comrades back to the abbey. She hurried along the western side of the abbey and to the southern facing that had escaped much involvement in the siege. Down a half-flight of steps was a door that led to the hot spring baths of the abbey. 
			

			
				“Through here,” she said, pointing to the door she had discovered set into the Straka and Caldric pulled it open, the hinges shedding flakes of rust. The baths were almost untouched. An apple core bobbed in one pool of pale blue water. A chair was half-submerged in another. Their scuffing footsteps echoed from the tiles.
			

			
				“Where is Simona?” asked Caldric. 
			

			
				“The crone’s nest,” said Quynn. “Sister Superior Agnes’s bedchamber on the upper floor of the main building. We can get to it quickest through the belltower. There are a lot of rats between us and them though, so be ready for a fight.”
			

			
				The fight found them in the very next room. They blundered into a dozen or so ratkin gorging on food stores in the abbey’s larder. The prime food had been taken and these latecomers were devouring raw grain, oil, and pickles. The rats spotted Straka and Caldric trying to creep across the room and screeched a warning. 
			

			
				“Run!” shouted Caldric. “Get to Simona! We’ll hold them off!” 
			

			
				“Faylana, with me,” said Quynn. “Borto?”
			

			
				“I’ll help down here with the rat problem,” said Borto, summoning crackling magical energy around his splayed fingers.
			

			
				Quynn gave Borto a nod and ran for the staircase up the belltower. Faylana followed her but stopped and turned back. She called out to Caldric, “Be careful, my love!”
			

			
				Then she was up the stairs and Caldric and Straka were faced with a dozen screeching ratkin and more pouring into the pantry from two different doors. The human fighter and the half-orc gladiator exchanged a grim glance. Borto, half the size of Caldric, stood between them with miniature lightning arcing between his hands. 
			

			
				“God protect us,” shouted Caldric and took a swing at the nearest ratkin.
			

			
				Blade met furred flesh. Claw. Crude swords and cudgels. Caldric hacked into the mass of them, felling two of the creatures in two swings of his sword. Straka waded into the fray, slicing a ratkin in half at its midsection, lopping off the heads of two more. A leaping ratkin with two daggers was struck by a bolt of violet lightning and exploded into steaming gore. 
			

			
				Ten ratkin lay dead in moments. Twenty more had rushed into the larder with even more behind them, pressing to get in.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Honeymoon
			

			
				 
			

			
				“My love! Forgive me for all I have done to you!” 
			

			
				The voice was Simona’s. The voluptuous and powerful body was Simona’s. The soul was that of Leana Trueheart. Conjured from her dead body like juice squeezed from a desiccated fruit and fed into the mortal form of Simona Trueheart.
			

			
				“Aw, I can’t stay mad at you, baby,” laughed the Plague Lord, embracing Leana and smothering her lips in a vile kiss. To Leana, tasting with Simona’s tongue, it was the sweetest kiss she had ever known. She moaned in reply, her tongue against his black tongue, pressing her body eagerly against Morbus Skorn and feeling the miasma of his evil envelop her. She breathed it in. She savored it.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm!” She moaned into the kiss, smiling madly against his lips, for she was truly mad. She had been to the abyss and had been returned by the Plague Lord. She knew that no paradise or mercy awaited her. For her final act of bravery, she had received no consideration. She had been cast down. Ignored by the goddess. She was destined to suffer for all eternity.
			

			
				Until she was rescued by Morbus Skorn. Reborn in her sister’s body. The very man she had struck down had saved her from damnation. How could she not love him?
			

			
				The Plague Lord, for his part, was elated. He danced across the crone’s meager apartment, knocking aside relics of the Order of the Silver Chalice as he held Leana in his arms, spinning her so that the yellowing skirt of her lovely wedding gown swirled around her.
			

			
				“Oh my sweet cupcake, the moment has come for you to join me in eternity,” he said. He tilted his chin towards him with two fat fingers. He gazed down into the scarred face of Simona, his hated enemy, but saw Leana looking back at him from her milky eyes. “Are you ready?”
			

			
				“Will it hurt?” she asked softly.
			

			
				“No pain, no gain,” giggled Skorn. “Actually, no, I don’t think it will. We’re going to get nasty, see? Horizontal waltz. The old wurst in the flatbread. When you let go, in the moment of your climax, you’ll step over to the other side. The good side. Where you won’t have to worry about dying or any of it. You’ll be like me. Perfect.”
			

			
				His grisly smile was far from perfect, but Leana loved it almost as she had before her demise. There was just this nagging voice in the back of her head…
			

			
				“My sister,” she said. “She’s still in here. Complaining.”
			

			
				“Oh, no getting rid of that bitch,” said Skorn, his mood darkening. “You know, I broke her. She had to submit willingly, or at least not resist, and she just stopped fighting my power. But she’ll never go away completely. Not even after you become the undying. Think of her as your conscience. Smother her with a mental pillow whenever possible.”
			

			
				Do not submit to him! Fight him! 
			

			
				The words were in Simona’s voice. The thought was arrived to Leana like a bubble rising from the bottom of the sea of her mind. A noxious gas erupting at the surface. She grew angry. Smiled at Skorn. Caressed the bulge in his trousers.
			

			
				“Then we had better get to the matter,” she said, feeling his cock squirm. “Mmmmmm. Morby, you’ve grown while I was away.”
			

			
				He drew himself up. Grinned and looked down as she fumbled with his trousers.
			

			
				“Not just bigger,” he said, watching as she went down to her knees. “Better!”
			

			
				Leana was soon facing down the blackened nightmare of Skorn’s undead cock. Simona’s rage and revulsion boiled up inside her. Leaned smiled with Simona’s lips, excited by her sister’s disgust. She leaned forward and began to pleasure the Plague Lord. First with her stroking fingers and pressing lips, then with her whole mouth. Her throat. Gurgling as she bobbed and slurped with grotesque abandon on the rippling, shuddering black worm of the Plague Lord’s cock.
			

			
				“That’s the stuff,” laughed the Plague Lord, stroking Simona’s red hair. Oh, but Leona was a devote wife already, sucking him with such relish and using the lovely mouth that once belonged to her sister. He thrust into her throat, slapping his spit-soaked bollocks against her chin. Fucking Leana’s mouth was fucking Simona’s mouth. Two for the price of one. He growled and tightened his grip on her head. “Yes, my sweet. Suck from your king. I hope your bitch sister enjoys having my cock down her throat!”
			

			
				“Hnnngggnngnng!” replied Leana, feeling the writhing length of the Plague Lord’s cock begin to tremble in her throat. Her eyes pleaded, but if she hoped to drink a bellyful of his foul seed, she was soon disappointed.
			

			
				Skorn snarled with bestial pleasure and drew back his hips. He slid his fat, twitching cock from the glorious softness of Simona’s lip. Oh, how many times had those lips curled disgust? Shouted defiant threats? He wanted to spill his seed upon her face. Baste her like a summer ham until she could not even open her eyes. 
			

			
				No! Such pleasures could wait! He wanked his cock and rubbed his dripping member back and forth against his nose, lips, tongue, and chin. Smeared his plentiful yellow precum back and forth across her lovely features. The sounds of screeching and fighting on the lower levels of the abbey distracted him for a moment. Then Leana began licking under his cockhead and his attention returned to his bride in the body of the fallen paladin.
			

			
				“Time to really get freaky,” said Skorn. “How do you like it? Like a priest? Like a beast? Hobgoblin style? I could bend you up into a sort of sexy paladin pretzel and put my cock in you! You tell me, sugar tits.”
			

			
				“Ooooohhh, I must see you my love,” she said, caressing his decaying body held together by necromantic magic. “I must gaze into your eyes.”
			

			
				“Yes, you must,” agreed the Plague Lord. He blinked his malevolent eyes and smiled a rotten smile. “My mother did always say I had beautiful eyes.”
			

			
				He scooped Leana into his arms and carried her to the old nun’s bed. Hard as a board, of course, but no matter. He tore aside the delicate white lace of Leana’s wedding dress, baring her sister’s shapely legs, thick thighs, and red-tufted cunt. Glistening with her dew. He dragged his fingers over her blushing cunt and she cooed with need, thrusting against his touch. He felt her slickness. The heat of her core.
			

			
				“Yes,” he moaned, leaning down to kiss her lips. He stripped down her bodice one-handed and roughly fondled the plush mounds of her breasts. He slid his other fingers out of her cunt and tasted her nectar. Pure. Clean. With just a hint of a demon’s taint. That bitch succubus. Almost spoiled his prize. Lucky she wasn’t an incubus or she might have really ruined his wedding. He gazed down into Leana’s eyes. They glowed faintly green with necromantic energy. “Do you feel her body’s life on the edge? Soon you will past to the eternal beauty of the immortal, Leana. For though the flesh might decay, magic does not.”
			

			
				“Yesssss,” she cried, parting her creamy thighs. “Transform me, my love. Make me like you!”
			

			
				He moved atop her. Held her gaze. Thrust deep into her core. They cried out together as boots pounded up the stairs of the belltower just outside the door. The Plagued Lord would not be distracted in his moment of triumph. He began to move atop Leana with unholy vigor, thrusting the length of his oily black cock into her clutching cunt. Driving his evil into her eager body. With his left hand, he cast a necromantic ward. A shield of shimmering green force engulfed the doorway. Just outside, Quynn beat and clawed frantically at the door.
			

			
				“You won’t have her!” he laughed. “You’re too late!” 
			

			
				“Yesssss!” cried Leana. “This body is mine! Now and forever!”
			

			
				Morbus leaned down and kissed Leana, moving faster and faster, her cunt gripping him as his pleasure churned in his blasphemous bollocks. His black tongue swirled into her mouth. His accursed carcass drove his cock deep into her. The warmth of her seeming to build around him as the ward covering the door sizzled and popped with necromantic energy. 
			

			
				“Nearly there, my love,” groaned Skorn, gasping against Leana’s lips.
			

			
				“I can feel it!” she cried. “So cold inside me! So wonderful!”
			

			
				“Without fear! Without regret! For all eternity!” Groaned Morbus Skorn.
			

			
				“Yes! For all eternity!” wailed Leana, bucking her hips beneath him. Caressing his shoulders.
			

			
				Just outside the door to the sister superior’s bedchamber, Faylana expended the last of her magical essence on another futile attack against the Plague Lord’s necromantic ward. He was too powerful. Even Borto could not break the glowing green field that blocked their path. Faylana sagged against the wall of the belltower, her face pale and her forehead glistening with seat. She shook her head. 
			

			
				Quynn screamed with fury. She was frantic. Her claws bloody from tearing at the necromantic energy. She sensed Simona’s life dwindling on the other side of the door. Could feel her beloved’s soul retreating into the darkest corners of Simona’s consciousness.
			

			
				“There’s only one thing left to do,” said Quynn. She took the hammer out from her pack and unwrapped it being very careful not to touch the head of the holy hammer. 
			

			
				Quynn risked not only banishment but complete destruction as she took hold of the handled of the hammer called Fiendbreaker. Simona’s holy hammer seemed to buck in Quynn’s hands. It resisted her control. She was half-demon, what it was made to destroy, and the head of the hammer began to glow blue and then white with righteous fury.
			

			
				“Be careful,” cried Faylana, sensing Fiendbreaker’s volcanic energy.
			

			
				“The time has passed for that,” laughed Quynn. It pained her to even look upon the white light emanating from the hammer. Holding the handle was like trying to catch molten metal in her bare hands. A demon could never wield a holy hammer. The impossible nature of the task did not stop her from attempting it.
			

			
				She grimaced, drew back across her shoulder, her horns aflame and her vestigial wings turning to ash. She swung with all her strength, screaming in agony as Fiendbreaker collided with the necromantic ward. Burst through it like popping a bubble of soap. Destroyed the locked door like blowing away dust. She saw the Plague Lord atop Simona. Arched in ecstasy. Simona’s body pale. Thighs wide. Eyes glowing green. 
			

			
				Quynn roared and flung Fienbreaker across the room. Morbus Skorn turned his head and for an instant he saw a blinding flash of white light. Then, the Plague Lord’s head was disintegrated by the hammer. The headless corpse fell away from the bed and exploded into sparks of white light. His body destroyed. His immortal soul cleansed from the earth by Ulyana’s holy mercy.
			

			
				“Noooo!” screamed Simona’s possessed body. “No! My love!”
			

			
				Quynn was atop her in an instant. Pressed a kiss to her lips. Leana struggled for a moment. Quynn whispered the magic into the kiss and let her essence pour into Simona’s body. Not just her life force. Not just her demonic energy. Quynn’s very soul thrust into Simona’s body. Three souls in one queendom of flesh. But only one could rule.
			

			
				They met in a desecrated temple. It had once stood in honor to Ulyana, but those statues had been toppled and covered in profane slogans. Swarms of mindless undead surrounded the temple, watching with glowing green eyes as the reigning queen stood at the altar. She resembled Simona, but was leaner and slightly shorter. Her hair was dark red and waved around her head as though she were underwater. She floated a few inches off the ground.
			

			
				Simona sat at the back of the temple, slumped in the pews. Her features were drawn. Her eyes sunken. Her red hair had turned completely white.
			

			
				“My love,” said Quynn, hurrying to her side. Quynn was glowing with violet magical energy. Her body that of a full-blooded succubus, complete with long curling horns and massive leathery wings. She knelt beside Simona. Held her hand. “Can you hear me, Simona? You must! I cannot fight her alone!”
			

			
				“I can destroy you both!” laughed Leana, floating higher and spreading her arms. Green necromantic power shot from her palms and blasted Quynn across the desecrated temple. Quynn howled in pain. Writhed as the green tendrils ate at her soul like hands of acid. “The Plague Lord has already blessed me, succubus. You are too late. Do you not feel it? The change is coming! Your beloved’s body is already on the path to eternal life!”
			

			
				“NO!” Quynn howled. Cast aside the green tendrils and shot into the air. She leaped upon Leana. Tore at her with her claws. Each slash opened wounds that dripped with vile, glowing green blood. 
			

			
				Leana gurgled with laughter as Quynn wrapped her claws around Leana’s throat and began to squeeze.
			

			
				“Look, you stupid bitch! Look what you do to her when you harm me!”
			

			
				Quynn followed Leana’s gaze and saw that Simona was slumped even deeper into the pews. Simona’s bare flesh was torn by Quynn’s claws and leaking red blood. Her hands fought at her slender neck as if Quynn were choking her.
			

			
				“No! Simona!” Quynn cried, shoving Leana away. Quynn flew to Simona. Held her in he arms. “My love, please! I’m sorry! I don’t know what to do!”
			

			
				Simona’s head lolled. Her eyes were unfocused. Life ebbing. Her cracked lips rasped out a single word, “Quynn?”
			

			
				“Yes!” cried Quynn, tears falling from her glowing violet eyes. “What do I do, Simona?”
			

			
				“There is only one thing for you to do here,” laughed Leana. “Die!”
			

			
				Twin spears of necromantic energy pierced Quynn’s body, impaling her through her back and out her chest. Leana tore Quynn from Simona’s arms and flung her onto the altar. Quynn landed with backbreaking force. The half-succubus could feel her energy fading. Her essence expended. Her doom approaching as Leana floated overhead to gloat. 
			

			
				“It’s almost poetic,” laughed Leana, her power growing as she consumed the last of Simona’s life force. “A demon come to save a paladin. Pathetic though. You are in my temple. You have no power here.”
			

			
				A glowing green cock rose from Leana’s cunt. She gripped Quynn’s thighs and exposed the steaming violet cove of Quynn’s demonic cunt. Quynn was helpless to stop her. Leana was right.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Battle for the Abbey… and Everything Else
			

			
				 
			

			
				The abbey’s larder was in ruins. Drenched in blood and clumps of fur. Heaped with dead and dying ratkin. The battle had spilled out into the main chapel, where Straka, Caldric, and Borto were fighting against impossible odds for their very lives. 
			

			
				Caldric was covered in blood from head to boots. Most of it wasn’t even his. He worked his sword with grim, mechanical swings, hacking at the seemingly endless tide of ratkin. His arms were numb from the impacts. His chest and abdomen covered in shallow wounds from their blades and their claws. He held part of a door as a shield. 
			

			
				One black-furred ratkin darted in under Caldric’s reaping swings and aimed a rusty short sword at Caldric’s kidney. Borto blasted the creature to singed fur and steaming meat with a jolt of lightning. Caldric, face covered in blood, nodded his thanks. Borto had already moved on to zapping a ratkin trying to drop a chandelier on Straka’s head. The old wizard was haggard and wheezing. He leaned heavily on his staff and wielded his spells one-handed. His essence was nearly spent. Though Caldric and Straka were doing most of the killing, Borto was watching their backs. When his spells sputtered out, it would be over soon after for them all.
			

			
				Straka roared with fury and swung an entire pew, knocking half a dozen ratkin against a wall. He swung again and crushed him, but as his back was turned an arrow shot into the rippling muscles of his back. His fury only grew. He roared louder. Threw the pew across the chapel as it teemed with ratkin and crushed the head of the archer that had wounded him.
			

			
				“It’s hopeless,” shouted Straka, arming himself with a huge iron candle holder. “Need a way out.” 
			

			
				“We have to buy them time!” shouted Caldric, taking the head off a ratkin. 
			

			
				“Not much time left,” warned Borto.
			

			
				“We’ve bought them enough,” said Straka. “You can die here for your elf slut if you want. I intend to live another day. We can make it out the way we came. Back through the larder.”
			

			
				“That will lead them right to the belltower,” shouted Caldric, managing to impale two ratkin at once on his sword. He kicked them free and brought his blade up again just in time to block a two-handed swing of a glaive from a particularly big ratkin.
			

			
				“To hell with them all,” shouted Straka. “To hell with you too, cuckold. You’re a fool to die for her.”
			

			
				Straka turned his back on the tide of ratkin flooding into the chapel and fought his way back to the larder. He disappeared through the door, leaving Caldric and Borto to retreat to the doorway.
			

			
				“We have to hold it,” cried Caldric, desperately swinging. 
			

			
				Borto nodded with grim determination. His beard was singed from his own magic. His fingers spat out violet tongues of flame and roasted an entire row of the rats. Their smoking corpses were immediately crunched underfoot by the next row of screeching rat men. A sword sliced open Caldric’s arm. Rat fangs bit into his calf. He stomped and kicked. He slew again and again. A spear rammed through Caldric’s gut and out his back. Agony threatened to overtake him. He killed the ratkin and broke the shaft of the spear. Kept fighting.
			

			
				Their lives were measured in minutes. Caldric knew that if he did not see aid soon he would bleed out from the spear wound. Seemingly hundreds of ratkin pressed into the cathedral. 
			

			
				“It’s over, old friend,” shouted Caldric, still fighting, but recognizing the truth.
			

			
				“Damn that orc,” shouted Borto. “I wasn’t meant to die young.”
			

			
				Caldric laughed. The wizard was surely nearly a century old. Then again, some wizards were known to live several centuries with the aid of magic. It looked like Borto would end things well short of that, probably torn to bits by enraged ratkin.
			

			
				The ratkin pressed closer. Furious. Screeching and clawing for them. Bestial eyes red with fury at these two humans that refused to die. Caldric and Borto knew it would be soon, but they never saw it coming.
			

			
				The charging horsemen crashed into the mob of ratkin outside the chapel. The red plumes of their helms fluttered. Their lances skewered. Ratkin were crushed under hooves. The armored warriors dismounted and charged into the fight. At the vanguard was an armored dwarf and a rotund knight with a boar’s head helmet. Three dozen fighters burst into the chapel, killing ratkin and driving them back. When the rats fled, they found hundreds of more men waiting for them with swords and crossbows.
			

			
				It was a massacre. A complete rout. The ratkin broke and ran in every direction and drained out of the chapel in a desperate panic that only killed more of their number. 
			

			
				Exhausted but elated, Caldric laughed and embraced Tavek.
			

			
				“You bastard! What are you doing here?” shouted Caldric.
			

			
				“I wasn’t sure it had worked,” laughed Borto. 
			

			
				“It worked,” said Tavek. “Quynn told me where you were going and what she needed. A war. So I brought my friend.”
			

			
				“Ser Godrick Lucan,” said the boar’s headed knight. He threw back the visor of his helm and revealed a ruddy, red-bearded face. He grinned at Caldric. “Hardly recognize you, Caldric.”
			

			
				Caldric had no love for Ser Lucan, but there was no denying he had saved their lives. Old enmities were forgotten. The two men embraced and laughed. Caldric winced as the haft of the spear still embedded in his stomach collided with Ser Lucan’s silver cuirass. Caldric sagged and almost collapsed. Ser Lucan caught him with an armored gauntlet. Tavek helped ease Caldric into a sitting position on the steps of the altar.
			

			
				“Gods, Caldric, you’re stabbed clear through,” said Tavek.
			

			
				“I’ll pull it out,” offered Ser Lucan.
			

			
				“No, no!” Tavek stopped him. “Might be working like a tourniquet. I’ll go get the healers. Let them handle it.”
			

			
				Tavek hurried off, leaving Ser Lucan with Caldric. The brawny knight looked over Caldric’s injuries with interest more than sympathy.
			

			
				“You’re a lucky one,” said Ser Lucan. “I’ve brought some White Healers to tend to the wounded. Already caring for the ladies of the Order of the Chalice. Quite a sight to behold, I don’t mind saying. Makes me feel all religious in my trousers.”
			

			
				Caldric was woozy and only dimly aware of what the knight was saying. He remembered something about the Sisters of the White being a somewhat controversial branch of the followers of Lasha, the Healer, but he could not recall ever encountering them.
			

			
				“Thanks, Godrick,” murmured Caldric.
			

			
				“Oh, I’m sure you’ll have plenty of opportunities to make it up to me.” Ser Lucan chuckled and then said, “Oh, here comes one of the sisters now. Hope you’re thirsty.”
			

			
				Caldric was dazed, but aware of Tavek leading an unusual figure through the chapel. The woman was tall and very voluptuous. Her long white gown was immaculate and clung to her long, ample legs and wide hips. Her waist was quite slender, owing somewhat to the corset she wore, though it seemed mostly intended to squeeze and enhance her already voluminous bust. Her breasts were enormous. Massively straining at the unusual silver clasped cups of her corset. Her dark hair was worn up in a pile atop her head, revealing her bare shoulders and slender neck. 
			

			
				Caldric was surprised the woman was so calm about the carnage until he realized she was also wearing a white blindfold tied over her eyes and marked with a holy rune of Lasha in red in the center of the cloth. He watched her glide among the carnage without touching any of the dead ratkin. She stood over him, like a statue of the full-breasted goddess. A vague smile on her face.
			

			
				“Greetings. I am here to tend to your wounds,” she said, her voice soft and sweet. “My name is Momo Unahara. I am a servant of Lasha, blessed be her name.”
			

			
				She knelt slowly beside Caldric, resting a hand on his head. He was calmed merely by her presence. She had a sweet smell with a faint sourness underlying it. Her hand caressed his cheek, turned his face towards him. She grasped the three clasps on the cup covering her left breast and pulled. The clasps unhooked, the cup opened, and her luscious, engorged breast dropped free. She leaned forward enough to press the weight of her massive mound against Caldric’s face.
			

			
				“W-what?” His eyes widened with confusion.
			

			
				“Shhhhhh,” murmured Momo, cradling his head and pulling him against her breast. “The milk will heal you, my son. The milk of the maiden mother heals all.” 
			

			
				Then Momo’s fat brown nipple pressed into Caldric’s mouth and gushed out her plentiful milk. It flowed over his tongue and he swallowed instinctively. Delicious! Honey sweet! It warmed him and made him tingle as a sense of peace came over him. He was like a child in her reassuring arms, drinking his mother’s milk once more. As he relaxed, Momo took a firm hold of the spear protruding from Caldric’s abdomen and pulled. Hardly a drop of blood spilled from the wound. His body was already healing. The blessed milk could cure any wound or sickness if administered in time.
			

			
				“Drink, my son,” said Momo, though she was no older than Caldric, all were sons and daughters of Lasha. She began the hymn of the nursemaid as Caldric suckled. 
			

			
				Tavek stood transfixed by the sight of the huge breasted maiden feeding the strong warrior her milk. His cock stiffened and he felt the sudden urge to ask Momo to share. His conscience kept him from interfering. He suddenly wondered where Quynn and Faylana might be.
			

			
				Quynn and Faylana were four floors above the battlefield. Faylana, exhausted, could do nothing but watch with confusion as Quynn locked lips with Simona on the bed. The elf knew something more was happening. She could feel it in the air like the charge a moment before a lightning strike. Two powerful souls battling for control of Simona’s body.
			

			
				Within that body, Leana had nearly vanquished Quynn. In a fallen temple to Ulyana, Quynn helpless on the altar, Leana hovered above her, stroking a cock made of glistening green necromantic energy. Quynn’s essence was nearly drained. She knew her end was coming.
			

			
				“I love you, Simona,” croaked Quynn, turning her head to look at Simona in the pews. Her brow furrowed. She searched.
			

			
				The paladin was gone. Her life force must have finally been consumed by her sister. Quynn wailed with despair.
			

			
				“So tragic!” laughed Leana. “But it is all over for you now!”
			

			
				In her triumph, Leana had become gigantic and deformed. Swollen on the life force of two souls. Green glowing from her eyes. Her huge necromantic cock dripping with sizzling filth. She lined the tip up against the once-luminous folds of Quynn’s dimming cunt.
			

			
				“Peace, Leana Trueheart.” 
			

			
				The voice was gentle and yet rung in Quynn’s mind like a hammer striking a bell. The half-succubus felt it reverberate through her and a strange sense of calm descended upon her. The bricks of the temple lifted into the air as if falling upward. The roof. The walls. The altar and pews. Quynn and Leana floating above the ground and yet still far below the towering giant that gazed down upon them with sea blue eyes.
			

			
				“Ulyana!” cried Leana. “My Goddess!”
			

			
				“Once and always, my daughter,” said Ulyana, reaching out with hands as big as boats and gently cupping Leana. “I forgive you all that you have done. Do you wish to come with me now?”
			

			
				“Oh, yes! It is all I have ever wanted!” Leana wept and the green glow poured down her body and faded into real tears. She knelt in the palm of Ulyana’s hands as the goddess ascended into the heavenly mists. A shadow of her presence remained. Quynn could feel it upon her still.
			

			
				“You are not condemned either, Qynessa Passeena,” said the soft voice in Quynn’s head. “Even a demon can be redeemed.”
			

			
				“How?” wept Quynn, unable to contain her shame.
			

			
				“Love,” whispered Ulyana and her voice echoed in Quynn’s head. 
			

			
				Back in the world of flesh and blood, there was a sound like a thunderclap and Quynn was thrown off the bed and across the room. She crumpled on the floor. Simona sat up. For a moment, her eyes emitted a golden glow. Then her normal blue returned. 
			

			
				Faylana watched all this occur with little comprehension.
			

			
				“Your hair,” she said, pointing at Simona.
			

			
				Simona’s hair had turned completely snow white in color. The paladin glanced at the hair hanging over her shoulders, but she had other concerns. She jumped from the bed and ran to Quynn. She cradled the unconscious succubus in her arms. 
			

			
				“My love,” said Simona. “Oh, Quynn. Please. You must not be dead.”
			

			
				Quynn’s eyes fluttered open. Violet flecked with gold that pulsed with strange magic.
			

			
				“That would be a shitty ending,” said Quynn, smiling weakly. 
			

			
				Paladin and succubus embraced. Simona’s tears fell against Quynn’s cheeks. Their lips pressed tightly together. Simona laughed as their kiss deepened. Quynn, though barely able to move, managed to reach a hand around and squeeze Simona’s firm bottom.
			

			
				“Oh!” Simona jumped with surprise. Quynn squeezed again.
			

			
				“Are you… are you alright?” asked Faylana. “Both of you?”
			

			
				“We’re fine,” said Quynn. “Do you think we can have a few minutes of privacy?”
			

			
				“Um, sure,” said Faylana, blushing as she backed towards the door.
			

			
				Quynn kissed Simona again. The paladin was rejuvenated by her goddess. She was full of life and offering it to Quynn with each kiss. The succubus was not about to refuse the delicious meal she was being offered.
			

			
				“Maybe give us a few hours, actually,” said Quynn, squeezing Simona’s ass with both hands.
			

			
				“Really, we’ll be right down to—Mmmmmmmmphhmm!” Simona’s objections were smothered by Quynn’s ravenous kiss. 
			

			
				Faylana smiled wearily and left them alone in the bedroom.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Pleasures, Pain, and Healing
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Oh, not so hard,” said Caldric as Faylana hugged him tightly. “My stomach is still pretty tender.”
			

			
				“Sorry, my love,” she said. “I’m just so relieved to see you alive. I heard the fighting up in the belltower. It must have been terrible.”
			

			
				“It was,” agreed Caldric, seeing flashes of the battle in his mind’s eye.
			

			
				“And Straka? Where is he?” she asked, looking about with concern. “Is he being tended by one of those women in white?”
			

			
				She gestured at the soldiers dragging ratkin bodies out of the abbey to make room for the sisters of the Order of the Chalice to receive treatment from the White Healers. Many of the women were delirious and injured. Some of them catatonic. But Momo had assured Caldric that the White Healers could remedy even mental or spiritual injuries in addition to physical.
			

			
				“I’m sorry, Faylana,” said Caldric. “I know you have feelings for him, but he fled. He left us in the chapel and escaped in the middle of the fight.”
			

			
				“What?” Faylana seemed stricken. “Are you certain he escaped?”
			

			
				“They’ve found no sign of the big bastard yet,” said Tavek, joining Faylana and Caldric in the shade of the courtyard wall.
			

			
				“Oh. Well, I hope he is alright.”
			

			
				She pressed her hands together, almost as if praying. The disappointment on Faylana’s face sent a bitter ripple through Caldric.
			

			
				“He can take care of himself, no doubt,” said Caldric. Faylana nodded absently. She leaned against the wall and squinted at all the activity in the courtyard. “Where did all these people come from anyway? I don’t understand.” 
			

			
				“Tavek brought them,” said Caldric. “Tavek and Ser Lucan.”
			

			
				“Who is that?” asked Faylana. 
			

			
				“That,” said Tavek, pointing to the burly, red-haired man talking sternly to a trio of armored men in plumed helmets, “is Ser Godrick Lucan.”
			

			
				The red-haired man turned at that moment. The stern expression disappeared as his eyes fell upon Faylana. He smiled and came straight over to her. 
			

			
				“You must be the elf I’ve heard so much about,” said Ser Lucan. He took Faylana’s hand and kissed her fingers. “My goodness, a beauty without compare. And Caldric is your man? Well now, how nice then that I can extend an offer to the both of you. Come with me to Boar’s Rock. You can both stay as long as you like. Caldric needs to heal.”
			

			
				“I’ll be fine,” said Caldric, though he knew it was bravado the moment he said it. The milk had stopped any worsening of his injury, but it would take days or even weeks to heal all of the damage he had suffered.
			

			
				“Sure, when you’ve got Momo’s tits in your face,” laughed Ser Lucan, clapping one huge hand on Caldric’s shoulder. I’ll invite her as well. I’m sure she’ll be happy to get those tits sucked by a brave warrior like you.”
			

			
				“It’s not like that,” said Caldric, shifting uncomfortably.
			

			
				“Nay! Of course not!” Ser Lucan draped his arm around Caldric’s shoulders and put his other arm around Faylana’s waist. “But you must come to Boar’s Rock. I have so many rooms in the castle. Nothing to do. We can get up to all sorts of adventures together. Tavek has been telling me—”
			

			
				“What has he been telling you?” said Caldric, throwing a harsh look at Tavek.
			

			
				“Only about some of your heroics,” said Ser Lucan. “That you are brave adventurers. Now that’s the life for me!”
			

			
				Caldric wanted to refuse Ser Lucan. To tell him to get lost. But he suddenly felt as if he might pass out. He swayed unsteadily on his feet. Ser Lucan and Tavek had to help him to sit down once more. 
			

			
				“I’ll go fetch Momo again,” said Ser Lucan. “If the sisters from the Silver Chalice haven’t sucked her dry. Faylana, why don’t you join me? I can show you my, ah, horse.”
			

			
				“I would like to stay with Caldric,” she said, pulling away from Ser Lucan.
			

			
				“It’s alright,” croaked Caldric, feeling ashamed of his weakness. “Go with him. Pet the horse.”
			

			
				“Indeed!” laughed Ser Lucan. “Pet the horse! Come along, my lovely elf.” 
			

			
				Caldric slumped back against the wall as he watched Faylana walking away. His cock stirred at the thought of Momo Unahara’s warm bosom and sweet, relaxing milk.
			

			
				High above the drama playing out in the courtyard, a beautiful, white-hair paladin and her pink-haired demon lover had ascended to heaven. 
			

			
				“I think we have her blessing now,” said Quynn, speaking breathlessly against Simona’s lips between kisses. She had manifested a delicate pink cock and she thrilled at the way Simona so eagerly touched it. Without any of the restraint or hesitation the paladin had possessed before. 
			

			
				“Within reason, I’m sure,” laughed Simona, squeezing and stroking Quynn’s cock and letting it brush against her thighs. “You are not turning me into some sex-addled man you can wrap around your fingers.”
			

			
				“You don’t want me to make you my prey?” Quynn bit playfully at Simona’s slender neck.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” Simona trembled. Her thighs parted. “Maybe once in a while. A little bit.”
			

			
				“You’re not fooling me,” purred Quynn, kissing her way to Simona’s breasts. “You want me to eat you alive. As often as possible.”
			

			
				Quynn gathered Simona’s soft breasts with both hands, squeezing them tightly together to more easily run her tongue between Simona’s stiff nipples. Quynn met Simona’s gaze as she sucked at both nipples simultaneously. Simona laughed. Caressed Quynn’s horns.
			

			
				“Go on then, demon,” said Simona, taking on her haughtiest paladin tone. “Taste the righteous cunt of a paladin!”
			

			
				“Oh, my!” laughed Quynn. “You are different! Yes! Yes, of course!”
			

			
				Simona parted her thighs and guided Quynn to the soft thatch of her cunt. Her sparse pubes had turned as shockingly white as the hair on her head. Quynn kissed Simona’s thighs. Traced her tongue over a long battle scar and licked her way to the soft pink petals of Simona’s cunt. The paladin sucked in a breath. Tangled her fingers in Quynn’s hair. 
			

			
				“That’s it, demon! Ohhhh! Lick me there, temptress!” Simona moaned loudly as Quynn’s tongue found just the right spot. Quynn quickly added her fingers to the mix, gently fucking Simona with two while the knuckle of a third finger rubbed at the delicate divot of Simona’s asshole. 
			

			
				Simona was unrestrained in her enjoyment. She no longer felt deep guilt. In fact, after the goddess had purified her body, it felt as if Quynn were anointing her. Baptising her with slow, sensual licks and deftly accelerating thrusts of her fingers. Quynn brought her to the cusp of her climax. Quynn withdrew her fingers and gave Simona’s trembling cunt several slow, lingering licks that parted her folds and tasted the paladin’s inner sweetness.
			

			
				“Ohhhh! Your tongue! Taste me! Devour me, my love!” Simona held nothing back, thrusting herself against Quynn’s face.
			

			
				Quynn’s plunging tongue produced the slightest effervescent bursts of Simona’s essence. For the succubus, these were tiny tastes bursting with the innocent flavor of the paladin’s soul. In turn, each pop tickled Simona’s core and heightened her pleasure in a bubbling, irregular surge. She squirmed desperately on the bed as Quynn gave her one more deep lick and then lifted her head from between Simona’s thighs.
			

			
				They kissed. Their bodies pressed together. Tongues intertwined. Quynn’s cock rubbed against Simona’s thigh. Bumped her clit. Slid along the hot folds of her cunt.
			

			
				“Make me forget him,” cried Simona. “Make love to me, Quynn. Do it this instant.”
			

			
				“No,” said Quynn.
			

			
				“What? Of all times! You are incorrigible!” Simona pouted.
			

			
				Quynn grinned and rolled onto her back. Her cock sat up straight from her feminine mound. She reached a hand down and slowly worked its delicate foreskin over the pink tip and down again. Her lashes fluttered as she met Simona’s gaze.
			

			
				“I am not going to make love to you,” said Quynn. “You are going to make love to me. Do you understand the difference?” 
			

			
				“Yes,” hissed Simona, already climbing atop Quynn. “Yes, I think I do.”
			

			
				The paladin was unafraid. No longer timid. She knew what she desired and she felt no shame. This was love and in the goddess herself had blessed their strange union. She grasped Quynn’s delicate cock and straddled Quynn’s shapely hips. Simona teased the cock at her entrance, sucking in a sharp breath as she rubbed it against her clit. How many times had Quynn teased her in such a way? But Quynn enjoyed being teased in return. Quynn played with her nipples and watched Simona rolling her hips and rubbing her steamy cunt against Quynn’s straining cockhead.
			

			
				Without warning, Simona rode down upon Quynn’s demonic phallus. She filled herself with that unholy cock and began to ride with gusto. She reached behind her, cradling Quynn’s bollocks. Riding faster and faster. Fast enough to make the bed shake and make her tits bounce. Quynn moaned with pleasure and held Simona by her hips. 
			

			
				“Yes, that’s it,” gasped Quynn. “Ohhh, just like that. You’ve got it now! Ride my… my fucking… cock!” 
			

			
				The austere bedroom atop the belltower filled with the sounds of pleasure. Their climax building together. Their bodies singing a hymn to the goddess who had granted them their happiness. 
			

			
				“Cum with me, my love,” cried Simona. “Oh, please, I want you to cum… cum with me!”
			

			
				The paladin could hardly hold back. Quynn had given her such pleasure. But the succubus did not disappoint, for as a half-succubus she had remarkable control over her own pleasure. She rose to join Simona at the peak. They interlocked their fingers. Gazed at each other. Shook the bed nearly to pieces with the force of their enthusiastic lovemaking.
			

			
				Their orgasms surged simultaneously and the bells of the abbey began to peal. It was a triumphant ringing. The sound of the heavens celebrating an orgasm so intense that Quynn felt as if she were unleashing her own essence into Simona’s quivering cunt. Wave after wave rippling through her and exploding in jets of succubus cum into Simona’s holy cunt.
			

			
				Simona had never been so thoroughly filled. So happy to feel the succubus not just inside her but unleashing a torrent of her tingling seed. Together, they rejoiced, and made love late into the afternoon.
			

			
				When the time came to present themselves, they wore matching robes and held hands as they descended from the tower. Quynn explained that they were in love. That Ulyana had come to them both in a vision and had blessed their relationship. 
			

			
				“I will remain here, at the abbey, until the damage has been repaired. As the oldest sister here, it only makes sense that I would assume the role of temporary sister superior.” She looked at her sisters. Not all of them seemed pleased by the declaration. “I know my family has brought much pain to the Order of the Silver Chalice. That is what Is seek to repair. Once it is done, a successor will be chosen and I will step aside. Until then—”
			

			
				“I will be staying with Simona,” interjected Quynn.
			

			
				“A demon?” muttered one sister.
			

			
				“You will live in sin with this woman?” demanded a veteran sister.
			

			
				“I will live in love with her,” said Simona. She took Quynn’s hands, turned to her, and kissed her on the lips. It was a long, passionate kiss. One which earned flushed cheeks, angry muttering, and even a few shouts of encouragement. 
			

			
				Simona smiled and held Quynn close. It was going to be a long road to recovery. When things were well, perhaps they would adventure again with their friends.
			

			
				Ser Lucan gathered his men and horses and set off for Boar’s Rock. He was joined by Tavek and the wagon containing Caldric, Faylana, Borto, and Momo Unahara. The rest of the White Healers would remain with the Order of the Silver Chalice, nursing the injured women, quite literally, back to health. They would return to their temple in the Garonvingian Mountains not far from Bramsch as the Silver Chalice recovered. 
			

			
				And though Caldric knew there was a good chance that Faylana carried the child of her repeated encounters with Straka, he held her closely all the same. His love for her was ever-changing, but undiminished. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Epilogue: A Chance Meeting
			

			
				 
			

			
				Straka cursed and slid down an embankment and into a ravine in the dark of the forest. He had been stumbling through the woods all day and it was nearing sunset. Where was the damned road? Where was that river he had seen earlier? Was it the Greater Wert? The Lesser?
			

			
				“Damn them all,” he growled, tossing a rock into a nearby shrubbery. 
			

			
				He had been reminded repeatedly by his disorientation that he was a creature of the city, not of the wilderness. He was not going back to that slaughter. Not giving up his place in the arena to become a feast to rats. He just had to make it back to Zeegendorf…
			

			
				He picked himself up and began to climb out of the ravine. It angered him that Faylana was probably being virulently seeded by gangs of rat men. That was certainly reason enough to kill, but not reason enough to die. 
			

			
				He was imagining tearing the head off a hundred ratkin as he reached the top of the ravine. A shadow fell across him. Backlit by the setting sun, it seemed outlined in gold. A hand reached down. Human. Nails almost black, but female. The woman helped to pull him out of the ravine and steadied him on his feet.
			

			
				Straka stood half again as tall as the slender, dark-haired woman. She was beautiful, but when she smiled it revealed her teeth were yellowed and her gums puffy and diseased. Her pale skin was pockmarked and her bloodshot eyes were half mad.
			

			
				“Mira is my name,” said the woman. “You can call me Mira.”
			

			
				“Mira,” growled Straka. “Do you know the way out of this awful wood?”
			

			
				“Oh, yes, I do,” she said, nodding her head and making her greasy black hair bounce against her pale shoulders. “I know the way back to Zeegendorf if that’s where you’re going.”
			

			
				“It is,” said Straka.
			

			
				“Good,” said Mira, taking his hand. Hers seemed so small and fragile against his thick fingers and enlarged knuckles. “I’ll lead the way, but on one condition.”
			

			
				“What?” growled the half-orc.
			

			
				“You must let me sing to you,” she said, already beginning to hum a melody. “It is a little song about the Black Queen. And her revenge.”
			

			
				


			
				ALTERNATE ENDING ONE
			

			
				An Early Expulsion (Book One)
			

			
				 
			

			
				In Book One, Caldric catches the fat barkeep Esven manipulating Faylana into giving him a blowjob. He punches Esven out and “rescues” Faylana from being tricked by the man. In this alternate version, things don’t work out so well for Caldric…
			

			
				 
			

			
				“You’ve had fun enough,” said Caldric, snarling at the fat barkeep. Esven had treated Caldric and Tavek with contempt, as little more than ratcatchers, and had preyed upon Faylana’s trusting nature to trick her into pleasuring him. This could not stand.
			

			
				Esven, though a hand shorter than Caldric, eyed the big fighter with fearless hostility.
			

			
				“Faylana prefers my company to yours,” laughed the barkeep. “She knows a real man when she sees one. Isn’t that right, my lovely elf?”
			

			
				“Hmmm? Oh, I rather thought Caldric was handsome, but I enjoy you too Esven.” She blushed as she thought about the fat barkeep’s cock. “You have many fine qualities. I can think…”
			

			
				“Y’see!?” laughed Esven, cracking his knuckles. “Get out of my tavern before I throw ya out!”
			

			
				“I see a barkeep who wants to end up flat on his arse!” Caldric let his fury guide his swing. It was a mistake. His punch went wide as Esven dodged with surprising alacrity. The blow landed on the barkeep’s broad left shoulder, barely even making the big man’s potbelly quiver in his tunic. 
			

			
				Esven laughed and answered Caldric’s swing with a swing of his own. Caldric was unbalanced and unprepared and the barkeep’s meaty fist landed square on Caldric’s jaw. 
			

			
				There was a flash of white light and Caldric’s head swung sideways. For a moment, he thought his neck had been broken by the force of the blow. His jaw went numb, and his bottom teeth felt loose. Caldric fell without even realizing he had left his feet. He took a moment to recover. Esven stood over him.
			

			
				“Out! You and the dwarf! Out of my tavern now or I’ll have the guards put you in shackles!” Esven laughed and put an arm around Faylana’s slender waist. “The elf is staying with me.”
			

			
				As if to rub salt into the fresh wound, Esven wrapped Faylana in a two-armed embrace, his big hands groping the round apple of her bottom and his lips smacking a wet, sloppy kissing against her mouth.
			

			
				“Faylana…?” Caldric looked up in disbelief as Faylana yielded to the barkeep’s kiss. Her tongue swirling against his. Her plump tits squeezed against the fat barkeep’s chest.
			

			
				In anger, Caldric reached for his sword. Tavek appeared at Caldric’s side and grabbed his hand before he could draw it from its sheath.
			

			
				“No, lad,” said Tavek. “There’ll be other pretty girls. This one isn’t worth a hangin’.”
			

			
				Caldric was too stunned by Esven’s blow to resist his friend’s urging hands. Tavek pulled him out of the tavern’s backroom and past the faint glow of embers in the hearth. The two tumbled out and Faylana was lost to Caldric’s longing forever. Esven had taken his girlfriend.
			

			
				Meanwhile, in the tavern’s backroom, Esven groped Faylana lustily, his hands sliding into her trousers and squeezing the supple flesh of her elf bottom. So round and firm. The barkeep could hardly believe his luck. An elf! Oh, and her tongue was so eager for him. He thrust his tongue into her mouth again and again as his fingers rubbed at the warm cleft between her buttocks and lower to the silky peach of her cunt. Hot and slick with her lust. 
			

			
				“Oh, my dear, you can stay here with me,” rumbled Esven, curling a finger into her soft cuntlips. Faylana cried out against his lips. 
			

			
				“Yes? Oh, what would I do?” she cried.
			

			
				“Right now? Mmmmmm. You turn around. Show me that fat elf ass. I’m going to fill your hot cunt up with a goodly lengthy o’ my special sausage.” 
			

			
				Faylana giggled as she turned around and let Esven strip down her trousers. Her creamy assflesh bounced free. Esven smacked it and leaned down to kiss his red handprint. She cooed submissively as he shoved her face-first against the timbers of the backroom’s wall. He kicked her feet apart and smacked another handprint onto her jiggling bottom. He spit on her arsehole and rubbed his thumb against that pink wrinkle.
			

			
				“Ooooh, what are you doing, Esven?” cried Faylana.
			

			
				“Pluggin’ up your little pucker,” he laughed and worked his thumb into her arse. “Get a better handhold on this lovely bottom while I fuck your slippery little snatch.”
			

			
				A moment later, Esven made good on his promise, gripping his fat cock at its root as he shoved the blunt head into her slick elven purse of a cunt. She cried out as she was filled with the full length of his throbbing cock. His big belly against her bottom and his bollocks pressing warmly against her clit. She gripped the wall tightly as Esven held her hip with one hand and kept the other on her ass with his thumb firmly stuffed up her tight little arsehole. 
			

			
				“Goddess, it feels so good,” whimpered Faylana, hardly believing who thick and wonderful the barkeep’s cock felt. It made it easy for her to forget Caldric. The poor fighter had entirely left her mind as she began to throw her hips back against Esven, her round bottom slapping against his thighs and rubbing against his big gut. So he wasn’t as handsome as Caldric. No matter when he fucked her like a great bear in full rut.
			

			
				“That’s it,” laughed Esven, watching her arch her back and push against his thrusting cock. “Ya take it to it well, my lovely. Oh, by Shudra, you’ll make a fine wench for the tavern. A good sleeve for my cock as well.”
			

			
				Faylana’s tits bounced and shook with each forceful thrust from Esven. He laughed at the sight of her, singing with pleasure, and reached around her with one meaty arm to grab and squeeze those big elf mounds. He played with her nipples and kissed her shoulder, his hips flush against her and his cock working in and out of her pussy in quick, short strokes. He was close. She was so tight he couldn’t hold back. 
			

			
				“Gonna fill that elf pussy,” he groaned. “Ohhhh, Shudra, make her fertile. Want to put some sons in your belly, elf.”
			

			
				“Yessss,” cried Faylana, too lost to pleasure to weigh the consequences. Esven hilted his fat cock inside her stretched cunt. She felt his manhood throb and twitch inside her. The hot, liquid pressure of his seed flooded into her and propelled her body to new peaks of ecstasy. It never felt this good with anyone before. Whether or not he had managed to knock her up, Faylana knew in that moment that she would be staying with Esven for a long time. 
			

			
				How could she leave something that felt so good?
			

			
				“That’s a good girl,” groaned Esven, slowly sliding his cock out of her clutching, creamy cunt. He watched as his seed dribbled out of her flushed, red lips. “Clean it up. I’ve got an old skirt and bodice you can wear. You can start earning your suppers tonight as a waitress.”
			

			
				“Yes, of course,” panted Faylana, her thighs still shaking with aftershocks of her pleasure. “I look… look forward to it, Esven.”
			

			
				“Good girl,” he laughed, leaning back against a sack of grain to light his pipe. He puffed at it and smiled drowsily as Faylana hurried out of the room. 
			

			
				Her adventure had taken a turn, but she couldn’t wait to begin her new life as a waitress and girlfriend to the fat barkeep. Caldric was a thing of the past. She was completely devoted to Esven.
			

			
				


			
				ALTERNATE ENDING TWO
			

			
				Greebi’s Big Score (Book Two)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Book Two begins with Faylana’s stalker and biggest fan, Greebi Chickentaker, attempting to trap Faylana with a pit so he’ll get a chance to have the beautiful elf all to himself. In the book, his plan only partially works, with Faylana becoming stuck in the hole he created. He takes advantage of her predicament, but she is soon rescued by Caldric and Tavek. In this alternate take, his plan goes exactly as he imagined it in his little goblin brain and Greebi gets his chance with Faylana…
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Let me see… I think it says… stand heeeeeeeeeeere!”
			

			
				Greebi’s mouth cracked open in a massive smile as the trap he’d dug was sprung. The loose soil he’d padded the hole with caved in under Faylana’s weight. He had a brief, sudden image of pale thighs and kicking legs as the elf’s lower half fell through the hole. For a moment, she seemed to be stuck, but then, with a crumbling of earth around the rim, Faylana’s entire body plunged through. He glimpsed her breasts straining her bodice to bursting, her eyes wide with surprise, and a trailing rush of golden hair as she dropped past him.
			

			
				Straight down the chute he had painstakingly burrowed into the earth. She disappeared down the hole. Before the human and the dwarf could climb down after her, Greebi pulled the ropes supporting a wedge against a huge boulder. It teetered and then began a slow roll towards the entrance of the chute. Greebi dived down the chute before it could reach it and a moment later heard the thump as the massive boulder settled into place. There was no way the human would find him now, he thought with glee as he slid down the chute.
			

			
				A blue glow appeared beneath him and he plunged out of the chute and landed directly on Faylana’s plush bottom. She was face down in the small patch of cave flowers, their blue petals luminous enough to give the secret cavern some light. 
			

			
				“Mmmm?” she lifted her head and looked back over her shoulder as Greebi lifted his face from her pillowy bottom. “Who is that?”
			

			
				“It’s me, Greebi,” said the goblin. 
			

			
				“Is this your cave?” she asked, pulling her legs away from him and sitting up. 
			

			
				“This?” He looked around at the glowing blue chamber lit by the cave flowers. “Oh, yes. This is my home. You are elf. Very pretty elf.”
			

			
				“I am Faylana,” she said. “I seemed to have fallen down into your home by mistake. My apologies.”
			

			
				Greebi grabbed her hand and kissed her fingers. Faylana giggled at this and he continued until she finally pulled her hand away.
			

			
				“No apology,” said Greebi. “You good. Me like visitor. Especially pretty elf visitor named Faylana. You stay as long as you want. Live here with Greebi if want. Me hunt cave lizards and we make home here. Have many babies, half-goblin, half-elf. Good.”
			

			
				“Oh, my, you’ve certainly though about this!” laughed Faylana, amused by Greebi’s excitement.
			

			
				He was too small and friendly to make her afraid. Although he was by all standards quite ugly, there was something endearing about his needy eyes and his scrawny body. She was only amused as he crowded closer, grasping her hand tightly and pressing against her. 
			

			
				“You want stay?” asked Greebi.
			

			
				“Well, ah, it is pleasant down here,” said Faylana, looking at the glowing flowers. “I never imagined a place like this even existed. But I really must be getting back to my friends—”
			

			
				“No!” squeaked Greebi. “No! You stay! Let me show you! I show you something! Make you very happy, Faylana! Show you! Give kiss? Please, give kiss.”
			

			
				“A kiss? Well,” Faylana blushed, “I suppose a kiss would be alright. Since you asked so—MMMmpppphhmm!”
			

			
				Greebi smacked a kiss against her lips with his wide, thin-lipped mouth. He was overeager and overexcited, thrusting his tongue into her mouth before she had even parted her lips to him. She recovered from her initial surprise and decided his probing tongue felt rather nice. Thinner and more nimble than a human’s tongue. She answered his kiss, pressing her soft lips against him and moving her tongue against his.
			

			
				Greebi was in heaven. Kissing the beautiful elf that he adored. The kiss went on for a very long time, their mouths locked tightly and their tongues swirling together. Greebi’s clawed hand began to fumble with the laces of Faylana’s bodice. She was so distracted by his kiss that she did not notice what he was doing until she felt her tightly bound breasts suddenly drop free of her constricting bodice. Cool cave air caressed her dangling mounds and stiff nipples as her bodice fell completely open.
			

			
				“Mmmm! What are you doing?” cried Faylana.
			

			
				She tried to cover herself, but Greebi seized his opportunity. His clawed hands were eager, but gentle, cradling her breasts and squeezing them as he buried his face between her soft mounds. His hot breath stroked her heaving bosom. His tongue lashed at her tender nipples.
			

			
				“Ooooh,” cried Faylana. “You’re licking… ooof… sucking my breasts. What… that’s more than a kiss. You did not say anything about… oohhh…”
			

			
				She forgot what she was going to say and a dreamy smile came over her face as Greebi slurped and suckled greedily from her breasts. While he sucked like a green tot at her tits, he wormed a clawed hand between Faylana’s thighs. She sucked in a breath as she felt his fingers press into her panties. Fumbling, reaching, finding her cunt. Stroking the silky hair. The warm, soft seam. The straining bud of her clit. 
			

			
				“Greebi,” groaned Faylana, her pleasure beginning to throb deep in her core. “That’s… that’s not fair. With your tongue doing that… ohhhhh… with my nipples… oh, yes, suck them. Just like that. Ohhhhh. Rub me there, Greebi. It feels so good!”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” agreed the goblin, delighted to be hearing encouragement from the elf. He rubbed vigorously at her clit as he sucked and licked at Faylana’s nipples. The elf surrendered to the pleasure, bucking against his touch and cradling his bald head against her chest. She arched in his scrawny embrace, crying out as his furious rubbing finally pushed her over the edge. Her nectar poured out, soaking into her panties and slicking his fingers. 
			

			
				As her cries died to soft whimpers, Greebi lifted his face from her chest and planted another kiss on Faylana’s lips. It was slower this time. Deeper. More passionate and heartfelt. She was kissing him like a lover. Her thighs parted wide and she fell back among the glowing flowers.
			

			
				“We mate now,” rasped Greebi.
			

			
				“Yes,” moaned Faylana. “Yes, whatever you desire. I would like to… to feel this.”
			

			
				Her hand groped for his bulging loincloth. She slipped her fingers beneath the filthy cloth and grasped his small, hard cock. It was soaking wet with his pre and the goblin yipped and nearly exploded at the brush of her fingers. He held back. Fought down his surging need to cum. 
			

			
				He managed to untie his loincloth, kissing Faylana as she wanked his slippery little thumb-sized cock. He guided it to the sodden fabric of her panties and drew the front aside. So golden and pink. So delicate. His eyes glittered at the sight of it. His dream coming true. He thrust against her hand and she guided him to her trembling entrance. 
			

			
				 Greebi thrust inside her, burying the wee length of his cock into her tight elven cunt. She was incredible. Everything he had ever dreamed. He fell atop her in a frenzied rut, slamming his hardness into her clutching cunt and making her wail in surprise at his goblin vigor. She was buttery slick with her juices and he was as hard as he had ever been, rutting into her, chasing the peak of his pleasure.
			

			
				“Oh, Faylana,” cried Greebi. “My love! My princess and queen! Yes! Yes, I’m mating! Mating with you! Mating deeeeeeeep!”
			

			
				He came with sudden force, pumping and spurting his potent goblin seed into her elven cunt. Faylana was shocked by the hot gush of his cum and plunged into her own ecstasy. She folded her legs around his scrawny body, drawing him deeper and coaxing out every drop of his cum with her clutching walls. 
			

			
				“Ooooh! It’s incredible!” cried Faylana. “Better than with Caldric! Better than with anyone!”
			

			
				She arched on the soft bed of flowers, her tits shuddering and her pussy milking out all of Greebi’s spunk. In that moment, their bodies lit by the blue glow of the flowers, Greebi and Faylana knew they had found true love. He collapsed atop her and she held his modest weight against her soft breasts. She stroked his head as his cock softened and his seed trickled out of her freshly fucked cunt.
			

			
				“Stay with Greebi,” croaked Greebi, looking up at her from her breasts. “I make happy. We make many babies.”
			

			
				Struck by the strangely romantic location and the afterglow of their sudden mating, Faylana could not refuse his request. 
			

			
				“Yes,” she said, and lifted him closer to kiss him on his thin-lipped mouth. Their mouths seemed to melt together. Their tongues tangled. “Yes, I will stay with you, Greebi. I love you.”
			

			
				A hundred or so paces above them, Tavek and Caldric struggled to dislodge the giant boulder. They had no idea of the secret network of tunnels and caves running deep underground. Caldric would be forever haunted by Faylana’s fate, but after a time he would move on. He never knew what became of the beautiful elf. He assumed she perished and blamed himself.
			

			
				But she was alive and well, happy with Greebi by the side of a lake in faraway woods. Raising an enormous family of half-goblins with her mate.
			

			
				


			
				ALTERNATE ENDING THREE
			

			
				Faylana the Milk Bride (Book Seven)
			

			
				 
			

			
				At the climax of Book Seven: Wagered to the Wugs, Caldric is defeated by the slippery wug chieftain in a wrestling competition and is forced to surrender Faylana to the wug for a night of pleasure. The wug’s massive cock tames the horny elf and leaves her wanting more. So much so that when he surprises her by inviting her to remain as his bride, Faylana almost accepts. In this alternate version, she does accept the chief’s offer…
			

			
				 
			

			
				The wug chortled. “Mm. Very good mate. I want to make an offer.”
			

			
				“O-offer?” Faylana breathed, tilting back her head and looking into his dark eyes.
			

			
				The wug chief nodded imperiously, looking down at her like the ruler he was. “Yes. An offer. You enjoy wug pleasure much, and breasts like this would be rich when filled with cream. Elf milk powerful and valuable. I want to make offer for you to become wug bride.”
			

			
				“O-oh,” Faylana breathed. “I umm… oooo…” she moaned softly as the wug continued to massage her ample breast.
			

			
				“I will breed fertile womb every day, and fill bride with wug eggs. You will carry many broods, and breasts will grow heavy with soft cream. I will drink every night, and you will be bred by wug cock everyday. You will be great among breeders. You will not be slave, but bride of tribe.”
			

			
				Faylana’s head was spinning. Drunken pleasure and the haze of her orgasms mingled in her mind, threatening to drown her under the euphoria of her mating. She looked dimly into the wug chief’s frog-like face, then tilted her head to look at Caldric. The human was listening, his eyes wide, but he was saying nothing. Would he give her up to this life? To be the Rorroaks or milk bride of the chief? Could he stop her if it were her desire?
			

			
				No, she realized. She had the power to choose. Caldric was only an observer to that choice. Touching himself through his trousers.
			

			
				A hot thrill went through Faylana to her very core. She moaned and arched her back. Pressed herself against the wug chief as his slimy hands continued to knead her plump breasts. She looked at the wug’s big head and huge amphibian eyes. Felt his cock stirring against her once more. So much bigger than Caldric’s cock. So much more satisfying. She gazed out across the torchlit village. At the other milk brides mating eagerly with other wugs. Their laden tits bouncing and swinging. Their faces contorted with pleasure.
			

			
				“Yes!” cried Faylana, turning in the chief’s arms. “Yes! I will stay! I will be your milk bride!”
			

			
				Caldric groaned, squeezing his cock in his trousers as his miserable prick began to spurt warm seed against his under wear. He moaned piteously, releasing his cum as Faylana eagerly embraced the huge wug chief and began kissing the wide amphibian mouth of the creature. Caldric panted with pathetic pleasure, filling his pants with his cum as his beloved Faylana left him for the monstrous wug chief.
			

			
				Faylana no longer cared what Caldric was doing. He could wank himself into a stupor. She was here for her new mate. Handsome in a strange way, with such smooth, slippery skin and such big, soulful eyes. Oh, and that cock! Pink and glistening! Jutting between them as he caressed her body and thrust his fat tongue into her mouth.
			

			
				“Toakka! Toakka Kroop!” exulted the wug chief, his throat bulging as it inflated. Croaks of celebration went up from all over the tribe. A new milk bride had joined the tribe and she was to be the chief’s new mate. Beautiful and busty. Sure to nourish the tribe with her sweet milk. The tribal drumming resumed and the wugs and their milk brides began to rut with frenzied lust.
			

			
				The wug chief rolled Faylana onto her back and folded her legs against her as he bore his big, slippery body down upon her with sudden urgency. She cried out with ecstasy as his fat cock plunged into her core. Spread her wide. Rubbed her with his inhuman ridges. Throbbing inside her as he filled her with his amphibian pillar. He plunged his cock in and out of her, leaning his weight against her folded legs, pressing so heavily atop her with each thrust that it almost drove the breath from her body.
			

			
				The wug seemed to smile as he extended his long, pink tongue to her face. Her mouth. Slipping and sliding over her parted lips. Thrusting against her tongue as he rammed his cock in and out of her quivering quim.
			

			
				“Yes! Ohhhh, yes! Fuck me! My love! My great, brutish frog man!” cried Faylana, the wug’s powerful thrusts driving her nearly mad with ecstasy. Caldric already forgotten. Receding into her past as her new lover – this king of monsters – claimed her trembling cunt. Pressed her and squeezed her. Plunged his cock into her as he tongued her mouth.
			

			
				The wug chief’s big hands pinned Faylana’s above her head. His ridged cock pumped in and out of her pussy. His slimy flesh slapped against her and bent her knees back towards her chest. His weight bearing down with each thrust. His throat inflating with croaks of pleasure. Faylana couldn’t stand it. The pleasure was too great. Th strangeness and pleasure of being fucked by the big wug was too wonderful. She howled in ecstasy and began to cum on him, her walls squeezing tightly against the rubbing ridges of his cock.
			

			
				The chief felt her pussy squeezing against him. His pleasure peaked and he let out another triumphant bullfrog bellow as his cum burst inside her. Pumping her full again. Flooding her fertile elf womb with the mighty seed of a wug chief. He knew elves were tricky to breed. It was written in the ancient lore. But he would keep trying until his seed took root in her pink pussy. 
			

			
				He would fuck her as many times as she needed. Adoring her. Worshipping her beautiful body with his webbed hands, long tongue, and pulsating, thrusting, ridged cock. Pumping her full again and again.
			

			
				The next day dawned and Caldric and the others departed from the wug village. There was some talk of “rescuing” Faylana, but she was sitting in the wug chief’s lap, naked and clinging to him affectionately. It hardly seemed she needed rescuing. Caldric muttered and trudged out as the gates closed on his dreams. Nothing much seemed to matter to him as he heard Faylana’s distant cries of pleasure resuming as she once more began to fuck the huge-cocked wug chief.
			

			
				He would always be haunted by that night, the look of ecstasy on the beautiful elf’s face. The willingness with which she gave up Caldric and chose to stay with the elf.
			

			
				For Faylana, her life was far different with the wugs than it had been with Caldric and his friends. She fucked day and night, again and again, until, after many days, the shaman declared that the chief had finally managed to impregnate her. A huge celebration was held and her body began to transform. Her belly swelled quickly and her breasts grew heavy with her milk. She spurted the cream from her swollen tits into the communal bowl and her milk was drank by the entire tribe at a feast. 
			

			
				She learned of her duty as a milk bride. To go to the great dairy of the wugs and let the tenders attach hoses and drain her cream. Pumping and pumping, sucking the milk from her dangling tits as she leaned forward in the milking stand. Occasionally visited by her beloved chief. Sometimes touched intimately by other wugs. She didn’t mind. She even let some of them fuck her. It was permitted so long as she carried the chief’s clutch.
			

			
				She also learned of the speed with which wug young matured within an elf’s body. So much faster than an elf or human child. By three months she was huge and the eggs within her were the size of her fist. She could feel them shifting as she walked. Despite their size, they were soft, and birthing them was easy. She filled two baskets with the slimy eggs, marveling as the shaman held each up to a candle to look at the wugling wriggling inside. Like a huge tadpole. 
			

			
				“Eighty-two,” declared the shaman. “A very large clutch.”
			

			
				“Oh? I feel so empty now.” She rested a hand on her deflated belly. The wug chief embraced her and kissed her. 
			

			
				“No matter. You make more. It good to make more.” He kissed her and his tongue slithered into her mouth, filling her with his familiar fishy taste. She moaned against him, feeling his strength and his heaviness. She loved him. 
			

			
				She was happy with him. Happy being a milk bride of the wugs.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				ALTERNATE ENDING FOUR
			

			
				Caldric Surrenders to Straka (Book Nine)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric loses to Straka in the arena in Book Nine and pays a heavy price. In this alternate ending, Caldric loses the will to fight and surrenders to the brutish gladiator. Straka accepts Caldric’s surrender and proceeds to brutally humiliate Caldric and steal his beloved Faylana. Embarrassed by Caldric’s pathetic behavior, Faylana eagerly embraces her new lover there in the arena while Caldric and his companions watch…
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Where are you, Straka?” bellowed Caldric. His words echoed from the empty seats of the amphitheatre.
			

			
				The door to the champion’s tunnel swung open with such force that the heavy door cracked loudly against the inner wall of the amphitheatre. Straka came roaring out, his face daubed with red paint and his muscles seeming even bigger than before. Rippling and bestial. Savage. He bared his white teeth in a smile that fully revealed the size of his tusks. Caldric’s panic overwhelmed him as he imagined Straka easily bashing aside his club and tearing out his throat with a bite of those tusks.
			

			
				“You are a fool, human!” shouted Straka. “But I will not gloat over you when I have your woman. I will leave and enjoy her.”
			

			
				Straka laughed. Faylana cringed in despair. Shackled to the post at the center of the arena, she could not go far from either man as they circled closer to one another.
			

			
				“W-wait a second,” said Caldric. “I didn’t realize… I mean…”
			

			
				“Come on, Caldric!” shouted Quynn from the stands. “Take down that big bruiser!”
			

			
				“You can do it, lad!” agreed Tavek.
			

			
				But he couldn’t do it. Caldric knew he could never hope to defeat this orc. Better to accept that and beg for his mercy than face death on top of humiliation. Caldric tossed his club to the ground and held up his hands.
			

			
				“I yield to you, Straka,” said Caldric, his voice barely more than a whisper. 
			

			
				But Straka heard. His savage smile returned. He toyed with his club as he walked closer to the foolish human.
			

			
				“Please, Straka,” said Caldric. “Mercy. I beg of you.”
			

			
				“Mercy is for the weak,” laughed Straka. “But I will not hurt you, human. Not that way at least. On your knees.”
			

			
				Caldric fell to his knees. The cheers and encouragement from his companions fell silent. Straka grabbed a handful of Caldric’s hair and stroked his knotted club against Caldric’s face. The hulking orc glanced at his prize, Faylana, watching in horror with tears glistening in her blue eyes.
			

			
				“Please, don’t hurt him,” she moaned.
			

			
				Straka returned his red-eyed gaze to Caldric. His voice was a triumphant growl from his savage heart. “Tell them, human. Shout it for all to hear. You yield to Straka. You surrender your elf to him. You are worthless and your cock is pitiful. The elf deserves to be fucked by a real cock.”
			

			
				“I yield to Straka,” cried Caldric. “I surrender… surrender my elf to him.”
			

			
				“All of it,” snarled Straka, yanking on Caldric’s hair. “Tell them!”
			

			
				“I… I am worthless,” cried Caldric, his voice straining with emotion. “And my cock…is pitiful. Faylana deserves…she deserves to be fucked by a real cock!”
			

			
				“Good,” said Straka. He spit messily in Caldric’s face and shoved the defeated human to the ground. “Now watch me, human. Watch me take my prize, right here in the arena. I’ll give you a good view.”
			

			
				Straka yanked Faylana free of her shackles with a pop of iron snapped purely by his brute strength. He scooped Faylana up, tearing off her gown with a single yank of his huge hand. She cried out, her plump tits heaving in the moonlight. Her creamy thighs squeezing together. Straka carried her over to Caldric and dropped her atop him with her knees astride his head. He smacked her ass and rubbed two thick fingers over her bare cunt. 
			

			
				Caldric could see it from only a hand’s width above his head. He could smell Faylana’s fresh scent. The faint deeper musk of her arousal beginning to stir as the orc’s rough fingers stroked her folds and smeared her juices over her clit. Faylana whimpered and her thighs quivered. Straka laughed and smacked her ass.
			

			
				“She wants it, human! Look at her! A river of her nectar for me! Have a taste!” Straka pumped two fingers into Faylana’s pussy, scooping out a glistening smear of her nectar. He rubbed it across Caldric’s face. The scent strong in Caldric’s nostrils and the sweetness of it on Caldric’s lips. 
			

			
				“F-Faylana,” he whimpered.
			

			
				“Oh, Caldric, please don’t look,” she cried. “Close your eyes!”
			

			
				There was no escaping the raunchy reality. He stared in jealous anger and humiliation as Straka loomed over him. The huge orc knelt behind Faylana and yanked aside his loincloth. His huge cock like a monolith above Caldric. His massive bollocks almost dangling in Caldric’s face. The orc laughed, smacking Faylana’s plush bottom. Making it jiggle as he began to rub the fat purpling head of his cock against Faylana’s downy elven cunt.
			

			
				“No,” muttered Caldric. His eyes watering at the stink of the orc’s bollocks. Caldric’s cock twitching in his trousers as he watched Straka thrust into Faylana’s pretty pink flower. The orc’s cock stretched her wide and Faylana howled with pleasure, rocking forward as if she wanted to escape. Straka held her in place, pounding his cock into her, hilting inside her and making his cum-heavy bollocks swing above Caldric’s face. He took her with forceful, relentless strokes. Worse, Faylana’s cries of discomfort became soft moans of pleasure. She began to push back against Straka.
			

			
				“She’s enjoying it,” whispered Caldric.
			

			
				She was, it was plain to see. Quynn watched raptly as the massive orc pounded his cock in and out of Faylana’s tight cunt. This was even better than the succubus had expected. Caldric completely humiliated and Faylana, her mouth hanging open and her head bouncing as the orc fucked her and sitting her tits swinging. Quynn looked around to comment to Simona and Tavek. They had left in disgust.
			

			
				“Well, I’m going to enjoy the show,” said Quynn, putting her feet up as she watched Straka fucking Faylana. 
			

			
				Straka’s cock slammed in and out of Faylana’s tight elven cunt. Their mingled juices dripped from her stuffed petals and Caldric winced away as they splattered on his forehead and nose. Chin. Cheeks. Lips. The orc was grunting with growing desire. Leaning into Faylana’s ass and driving his muscular weight into her body. Caldric felt her nipple dragging against his abdomen. Then the soft squish of her tits pressed down against his stomach. Her head resting against the bulge in his pants. She knew! Gods! His cock was right there against her face. His precum leaking through the fabric of his trousers. She knew how much this was turning him on!
			

			
				“Fuck me! Ohhhh, Straka! It feels so good!” Faylana cried with pleasure. 
			

			
				Straka bellowed with laughter. He picked Faylana up into his arms and flipper over. Her ass smothering Caldric’s nose. His eyes staring up at Straka’s cock as it drove in and out of the lips of Faylana’s pussy. 
			

			
				“Yessss!” groaned the orc. “Yes! Watch, human! Watch as I fill the elf up! Orcs and elves were made for each other! Tell him, Faylana!”
			

			
				“Oh, goddess of the woods, it’s true! His cock feels so good!” cried Faylana. “So much bigger than yours, Caldric! Aaaaah! He’s going to cum inside me! I want it, Straka! Fill me with your cum!”
			

			
				“Yes, my sweet!” roared Straka. He thrust down, his weight crushing Faylana and causing her ass to completely smother Caldric’s nose and mouth. The orc’s swollen green cock hilted inside Faylana’s tight cunt. Caldric could see up close as the glistening shaft throbbed. The balls twitched. As Straka spewed his potent orc seed into Faylana’s twitching cunt.
			

			
				It was more than Caldric could stand. He cried out in anguish, barely able to breathe, Faylana’s pussy squeezing and wringing out every drop of the orc’s hot load. Caldric shut his eyes, but even then he could not escape. For Straka slowly withdrew his cock from Faylana’s pussy and with a lewd bubble and gush, that thick warm seed poured out onto Caldric’s face. 
			

			
				Faylana laughed, “Oopsy! Sorry, Caldric!” 
			

			
				She squeezed her inner muscles again and more of Straka’s cum spewed out of her freshly fucked pussy and drooled onto Caldric’s forehead and eyes. Thick, humiliating, smelly orc cum covered his eyes. Straka laughed and picked Faylana up. She giggled as the huge orc slung her over his shoulder and carried her out of the arena. 
			

			
				Caldric lay there in the arena, red faced, sweaty, and smeared with orc cum. It took him a moment to realize that he had cum in his own pants in the midst of everything else. He sighed, rolled onto his knees, and sat up. He wiped his eyes clean and looked up to see Quynn watching him from the stands. She waggled her fingers at him.
			

			
				“Quite a show,” she laughed.
			

			
				Debased and defeated, Caldric limped out of the arena alone, his relationship destroyed and his pride in tatters. He didn’t even have the coin to buy a drink.
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				Arrival
			

			
				 
			

			
				The lulling motion of the wagon was occasionally interrupted by a jolt as it rolled over loose cobblestones. Each time, Caldric was startled awake with a spasm of pain as his wounds threatened to reopen.
			

			
				“Fucking Bramsch,” he groaned, remembering why he was in a wagon and where he was going.
			

			
				There was no star marking Bramsch on any map Caldric had ever seen. It was a small, muddy, ugly town that had sprouted out of a camp meant to provide whores and provisions for the troops at the fortress at Boar’s Rock. The fortress was no longer critical to the defense of Tarol. The garrison had dwindled and the fortunes of the village had waned.
			

			
				Bramsch had not been much of a home for Caldric when he was younger. More like a waystation that he’d become stuck in for longer than he liked. He wasn’t glad to be returning there, particularly as a guest of that fat bully, Ser Godrick Lucan. Master of Boar’s Rock.
			

			
				But Caldric and his companions owed their lives to Ser Godrick. He and Tavek had saved them from certain defeat at the hands of the Plague Lord and his ratkin. It would have been rude to refuse his invitation to recover from their wounds at the castle of Boar’s Rock. 
			

			
				“Are you awake?” asked a soft voice beside Caldric.
			

			
				He turned his head on the sack of rice he was using as a pillow. The movement sent another pulse of pain through his stomach. He was mending, yes, but the pain was still incredible at times. The filthy ratkin weapon had inflamed his body. He only healed in the face of infection thanks to the milk of the healer, Momo Unahara, a Sister of the White and devotee of Lasha the Healer.
			

			
				“Sister?” croaked Caldric, wetting his lips as the figure leaned closer to him.
			

			
				“No, it is me, my love,” said Faylana, her golden hair catching a hint of moonlight and her sympathetic expression tugging at his heart. She caressed his shoulder and leaned her head down to his, pressing a kiss to his forehead.
			

			
				“I thought you were riding in the carriage with Ser Godrick,” said Caldric, trying to keep the bitterness from his tone. 
			

			
				“I have been in the wagon for most of the journey,” she whispered, kissing his head again and scooting her body against his in the jostling wagon. “Ser Godrick understood I could not keep him company with my husband lying wounded in the wagon. He is a very interesting man. A martial man. I think he wants to be the King of Tarol someday from the way he speaks. He says he knows you well, my love. That he has many stories he could tell me.”
			

			
				“No doubt he would like to,” growled Caldric. He saw in the sliver of moonlight that Faylana’s sympathetic brow and loving smile did not falter. He felt a pang of guilt for suspecting her with Ser Godrick. He took her hand and brought it to his lips, kissing her fingers. Moving his arm took much of his strength and he sagged back against the cushion of the sack of rice.
			

			
				“Rest,” whispered Faylana. “Let me change your bandage. Sister Momo showed me the way.”
			

			
				For a time, he was quiet. Chewing on his pain and trying not to pass out from it as Faylana removed his bloody bandage and replaced it with a fresh dressing. Faylana was not as skilled at changing the bandage and her fingers prodded him painfully more than once.
			

			
				“It is healing,” said Faylana, a bit pale. Her smile forced. “Shall I fetch the sister? She could nurse you with some of her milk.”
			

			
				His mouth watered and his cock stirred at the thought. No, he told himself, he would not send Faylana away so that he could suckle from the warm breast of the raven-haired healer. He grasped Faylana’s hand again. Held it tightly against his chest.
			

			
				“You,” he croaked. “You are all the nurse I need, Faylana.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm, I wish I had milk to give you,” she said, leaning her breasts against his shoulder. “Perhaps it will come with the child.”
			

			
				Slightly delirious, it took Caldric a moment to remember. Straka. The Estrea powder the orc had given to Faylana to induce her fertility. The way she had crooned for his seed, knowing full well what it meant. Caldric’s cock twitched again. And he had not just allowed it, Caldric had let Faylana pleasure his cock while Straka took her from behind. Had almost certainly bred her.
			

			
				“Oh,” purred Faylana, running her hand over the bulge in Caldric’s lap. “Have you been thinking of something, my love? Your cock stirs.”
			

			
				“Straka,” he admitted.
			

			
				“Yes, he was an incredible lover,” she smiled, her blue eyes seeming to stare off into the recent past. “His cock was so very large, my love. Much bigger than yours.”
			

			
				“Was it?” Caldric lifted his head to watch her fingers gliding over the bulge in his trousers.
			

			
				“Oh, indeed,” she whispered, pressing her lips to Caldric’s ear as her fingers began to unwind the laces over his cock. “A pillar of orc flesh that reached into my womb. Huge stones laden with his seed. Driven by an insatiable lust, my love. He would have me again and again as he pleased. There was nothing I could do to stop him until he was finished with me.”
			

			
				“But you tried to stop him?” gasped Caldric, watching Faylana’s nimble fingers as they reached around the thick shaft of his cock and drew his manhood out into the open.  
			

			
				“Oh, no, Caldric,” she giggled. “Stop him? I was begging for it. For his huge cock to stretch my tight quim. To batter his stones against my clit as he pulled my hair and arched my back.”
			

			
				Faylana’s hand worked steadily up and down the length of Caldric’s cock as she spoke to him in husky tones that seemed to recall her desire. Anger, jealousy, and lust focused within the warrior’s twitching cock. His mind flashed to Straka’s betrayal. The half-orc had fled in the heat of battle and yet he had already defeated Caldric when it came to Faylana.
			

			
				“Would you have him again if you saw him?” asked Caldric.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm, I would,” purred Faylana, her eyelids fluttering. “I would part my thighs for him and spread the petals of my cunt. To show him I am still eager for his cock. For more… ohhhh, Caldric… you’re getting very wet.”
			

			
				It was true, his precum was drenching his cock and making her fingers quite slippery. She stroked him a few more times and then held his glistening fingers up in the moonlight. He sucked in a breath as cool air blew across the damp head of his cock. The sudden inhalation pinched in his wound and he groaned with pain. 
			

			
				“Oh, my love, I am sorry,” said Faylana. “You will always be my love. I do not mean I would trade you for Straka. It’s just… your cock… it is nice, my love, but Straka’s…”
			

			
				“Say it,” whispered Caldric.
			

			
				“You really wish to hear the truth?” She laughed softly and pressed her lips to Caldric’s. Her hand returned to his cock, stroking him more intently. Pumping her grasping fingers up and down his hardness. Over his aching cockhead. Down his slicked shaft to his bollocks. 
			

			
				“Yesss,” hissed Caldric against her lips. “Tell me the truth.”
			

			
				“It wasn’t just bigger, Caldric,” she laughed, pumping her hand faster on his cock. “It was better. It drove me wild with pleasure. And he knew how to use it so very well.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhh,” moaned Caldric, his stones clenching tight against his root. His cock straining in her stroking grasp. “Did he… did he satisfy you better?”
			

			
				“My love, he made me cum like you never have,” purred Faylana. “Again and again on his huge orc cock. Again and again as he pumped me full of his hot orc seed. As he bred me, my love. As he claimed my body with his cum.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh!” despairing, enthralled, and lost in ecstasy, Caldric thrust his cock through Faylana’s stroking fingers and exploded. Hot ropes of his seed spurted into the air and splashed over Faylana’s arm, over her fingers, and poured down Caldric’s bollocks and into his trousers. Faylana kissed him as she milked his cock to the last spasm. 
			

			
				“Sleep well, my love,” she whispered, tucking his filthy cock into his cum-filled trousers. She gave his manhood a pat. “We will arrive soon at the castle.”
			

			
				She began to leave Caldric’s seed. He shot out a hand and caught her wrist, pulling her against him.
			

			
				“Promise me, Faylana,” he whispered. “Promise me you will beware of Ser Godrick.”
			

			
				“Beware of him?” asked Faylana, her eyes wide and innocent in the silvery moonlight.
			

			
				“He may seem like a gentleman, but he is a blackguard,” said Caldric. “He will seduce you and break your heart. Promise me you will not visit his bed.”
			

			
				“Oh, my love, of course,” said Faylana. “I had no idea you despised him so. He is kind to me. But I have dealt with bad men before. I will not fall prey to his charm. I promise you that I will not visit his bed.”
			

			
				She embraced him and kissed him. For the moment, Caldric was reassured. He began to drift off to sleep. The thought occurred to him that he had not sought any promise from Faylana about visiting the beds of men other than Ser Godrick. If anything, by singling one man out and asking for a promise he was encouraging her to bed down with other men. Nor had he stipulated “visit his bed” meant more than just Ser Godrick’s literal bed. She might fuck him in his carriage or in a meadow. She might suck his cock in his bathtub. 
			

			
				An uneasy knot formed in Caldric’s stomach, in some ways more unpleasant than the wound caused by being impaled. Somehow, he managed to sleep despite all the pain in his guts.
			

			
				The long train of carriages, wagons, and mounted warriors journeyed into the valley of the river Wert, into the shade of the Garovingian Mountains, misty and half-hidden in the early morning. Dawn broke as they passed the creaking of a water wheel at a lonely millhouse. Caldric awoke and pushed himself up against the wall of the wagon. An old woman stood in the door of the millhouse, watching wearily as the long line marched past the sagging timbers and moldy cob of her home. 
			

			
				The train left the valley and climbed into the foothills. Boar’s Rock became visible through the mists. A jutting black rock formation that resembled the face and snout of a wild boar. Atop the rock, seemingly as ancient and built from the same black rock, was the castle of the same name. Small, but famously impregnable with its high walls and sheer crevasse used in place of a moat. 
			

			
				The carriages and wagons entered Bramsch, visible at first by faint glowing lamplights, then by the tombstone grimness of its buildings. Windows shuttered. Gutters gurgling with recent rain. Roofs green with moss. Stones stained and wood half-rotten. Only as they passed through the village’s center did any of it come to life. A few early tradesmen setting to work, their shop doors open. The early morning whores rising to call out from the balconies of the village’s handful of remaining brothels. Among them, the Pink Tulip was the finest, with the prettiest girls and a fresh coat of pink paint on its walls.
			

			
				Caldric watched the women leaning on the railings. Calling out to the soldiers and even Ser Godrick specifically. He imagined Godrick shamelessly waving to them from his carriage. A knight known less for his deeds than his drinking and cavorting with whores.
			

			
				The caravan passed through the village, up the mountain to Boar’s Rock, where the drawbridge was lowered. The victorious company passed through the barbican. A skeletal body was shackled to the wall. It was a reminder that Ser Godrick was the law in Bramsch and his justice could be just as brutal as his father’s had been. The red boar’s head banners of House Lucan hung over the battlements and stirred in the morning breeze. 
			

			
				Then the wagon passed beneath the barbican and into the castle and Caldric felt those walls rising around him. A prison. 
			

			
				A trap.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Castle Luxuries
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana sniffed at the dust in the air of the castle bedchamber. The room was crowded with velvet drapery and overstuffed with heavy furniture and thick tapestries that depicted scenes of nature and frolic. The canopy bed was hung with yet more draperies and the smudge of soot from the fireplace added to the general darkness. Though luxurious, this was the opposite of the sort of room Faylana found appealing. Like a well-furnished cave compared to an airy treehouse. 
			

			
				“It was my sister’s room before she married,” explained Ser Godrick, crossing the room and throwing open the curtains. Light broke through the chamber. Godrick opened the panes of the leaded windows and let in some of the fresh mountain air. The cool breeze ruffled Faylana’s tattered gown and stirred her golden hair. She smiled with relief. 
			

			
				At least there was something to recommend this dreary place.
			

			
				“The bed seems a bit small,” observed Faylana.
			

			
				“Hmmm? Thinking of having company?” Ser Godrick nudged her with an elbow. “Quite large enough for one, my dear. Caldric will of course be sleeping in the infirmary until he is well enough to join you. Should you desire that.”
			

			
				“I should desire it,” say Faylana, recalling her conversation with Caldric in the wagon.
			

			
				She understood Caldric’s apprehension. Ser Godrick Lucan was a charming man. Exuberant and full of jokes and boisterous good humor. He did not strike her as a particularly noble man, which made him all the more appealing. He was clearly a man of ample appetites, given his generous belly, but he moved with the confidence and strength of a warrior. With his striking, coarse features and his beard and long mane he seemed almost a wild man. A fitting compliment to the boar banners hanging all over the castle. 
			

			
				He looked her over with obvious appreciation. One big arm around her shoulder as he walked her over to the open window. He gestured at the Gerovingian mountains with their summery green sides and distant snowy caps. 
			

			
				“There are so many things to see and do here, Faylana,” said Ser Godrick. “I would take you riding in the mountains. Or perhaps swimming in one of the mountain lagoons. Quite bracing! There is a waterfall I should like to show you, my lovely, and oh… but I get ahead of myself. There is to be a feast in the afternoon and into the evening. To celebrate my great victory over the Plague Lord. I would like for you to honor me by being my guest and sitting beside me at the table.”
			

			
				Faylana shrugged off Ser Godrick’s arm and turned to face him. 
			

			
				“But I have nothing to wear,” she said, looking down at her dirty clothing. “And Caldric might not like it if I sat beside you.”
			

			
				“Oh, Caldric won’t mind,” said Ser Godrick. “Do not fear. I will see that he is propped up at the table next to you, my dear. He can chaperone our supper. Ensure that I am a complete gentleman.”
			

			
				He goosed her bottom and she let out a yelp. He laughed at her startled reaction.
			

			
				“As for the clothing, I have already planned for that,” he said. “The baths are warm and relaxing and I have seen a chest of my sister’s dresses brought down from the attic. Veera!”
			

			
				He called out again, “Veera!”
			

			
				A petite young woman with straight dark hair entered the room dragging a huge, banded chest by one side. She grunted and deposited the chest with a thump that raised a cloud of dust from the floor. She smiled at Faylana and Faylana was instantly taken by the young woman’s beauty.  Veera’s skin was as clear and white as fresh snow with a hint of blush in her cheeks and kind brown eyes that seemed childlike in their innocence. She was quite slender, but for the pert rise of her ample bust within her bodice. 
			

			
				“Milord,” she said to Godrick. She curtsied to Faylana. “M’lady.”
			

			
				“I am no lady,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“All the better!” laughed Ser Godrick. He goosed Faylana again, palming her bottom and giving it a good squeeze before brushing past her. “I shall leave you two ladies to it. I think you will find Veera has excellent taste and will know how to adjust any of my sister’s dresses to fit your, ah, loveliness.”
			

			
				“Th-thank you,” said Faylana, blushing at the way Godrick had so shamelessly touched her body.
			

			
				Once Ser Godrick had gone, Veera threw open the lid of the chest to reveal a fortune in neatly stored garments sewn with jewels and pearls. Veera took them out one-by-one and arranged them on the bed. There was even a small cupboard within the chest which contained matching jewelry, hosiery, and lingerie. Faylana looked at the rich fabric and the jewels and she marveled that this chest full of old clothing represented more wealth than she and her companions had ever managed to accumulate during their adventures.
			

			
				“Shall we begin with your measurements?” asked Veera. “Or would you like to pick some things out first?”
			

			
				“Um, measurements, I suppose,” said Faylana, gazing down at her filthy dress. 
			

			
				“Very good, miss,” said Veera. “I will help you undress.”
			

			
				Veera’s hands were quick to the task and practiced as she removed the layers of Faylana’s clothing. Faylana had little chance to become embarrassed, her clothing was removed so quickly. She stepped out of her skirt and her panties and stood naked. Veera pulled Faylana’s arms down to her sides and pressed a hand between Faylana’s thighs to adjust the elf’s stance. Faylana sucked in a breath as Veera’s thumb grazed against her quim.
			

			
				“Apologies, miss,” said Veera, crouching beside Faylana. “Only trying to measure you properly.”
			

			
				“Y-yes, of course,” said Faylana.
			

			
				Veera’s tape was cool against Faylana’s bottom. The backs of her legs. Her thigh. Her mound. The tape wrapped her slender waist and measured her ample hips. It encircled her plentiful bust. Veera’s hands hefted Faylana’s breasts as if measuring them, the young maid’s face against Faylana’s back as she stood behind her and reached around to her front. 
			

			
				“Yes, very good,” said Veera. “You are a cup size larger than Helga and yet much trimmer in the waist. Her dresses will require quite a few adjustments, but I am quick with a needle and thread. Very good, miss. Pick what you like.”
			

			
				“Shall I put my clothing back on?” asked Faylana.
			

			
				“Those I shall take to the laundry,” said Veera. She rummaged in the chest and selected a delicate linen gown. She passed it to Faylana. “That might be a bit roomy, but it should protect your modesty a bit. I assure you, there is no need, for you are quite fetching, miss, and I have seen many naked bodies in my duties.”
			

			
				“Fetching?” asked Faylana.
			

			
				Veera’s cheeks colored just a bit more. Her smile was mischievous. “I shall take these down to the laundry and bring you some refreshment.”
			

			
				She curtsied and left Faylana to choose from a wardrobe’s worth of luxurious gowns, dresses, and bodices. 
			

			
				Three floors down and on the other side of the castle, Caldric eased his body into the bath that had been drawn for him. He groaned as the soapy, opaque water engulfed him and the steaming heat permeated his aching muscles. The heat hurt in his wound, but Momo had assured him it was safe to take a bath as long as she cleaned and bandaged his abdomen again afterwards. 
			

			
				The initial pain of the heat receded and Caldric let out a groan of comfort. He had been filthy and stinking of cum from the mess he’d made in the wagon. Ser Godrick had commented on his stench and told him to have a bath before the feast. 
			

			
				Any chance to belittle me in front of Faylana, thought Caldric. He had seen the way the huge knight had stood close to her at every opportunity. 
			

			
				Tavek saw it too. Tavek had warned him. 
			

			
				“He’ll try to take her from you,” the dwarf had said as they filed into the castle. “Keep her close to you, Caldric. The boar is on the prowl for a wife and an elf would be quite a prize.”
			

			
				“Not a lot I can do about it while I am laid up with this damned injury,” growled Caldric, sinking into the wooden wash tub until his chin was beneath the water. 
			

			
				“Then you must heal as swiftly as possible,” murmured Momo Unahara, entering the bathroom.
			

			
				The White Healer had changed into a fresh gown of pure white, her eyes covered in a blindfold marked with a red rune of the goddess Lasha. Despite the blindfold, she sauntered confidently towards the tub as if she could clearly see the room. What was visible of Momo’s face was quite beautiful, with a delicate nose and full, pouty lips. Her skin was pale golden in color. 
			

			
				She was rather tall and made slender by the corset of her gown, but her hips were wide and her breasts were absolutely enormous. Her corset-bolstered breasts strained the limits of the human body, bulging and hanging against the gown as if eager to burst forth. Her nipples stood erect beneath the gown’s fabric, plump and inviting. There was a silver clasp at the front of Momo’s corset and Caldric knew that it would allow her to open the front of the gown and expose her breasts. Her milk, like all White Healers, was the key to her healing magic. 
			

			
				Momo wore her hair up, threaded around a pair of silver needles. As she approached the tub, Caldric wondered if the healer could wield those needles as weapon if the situation demanded she protect herself.
			

			
				“Ah, sister,” said Caldric, smiling slightly as he watched her hips move and her breasts heave. “Is it time already for you to heal me?”
			

			
				“They are setting up for a feast,” she said and knelt carefully beside the wooden tub. “I would not want you to fill your belly with food and leave no room for the cure.”
			

			
				“I wasn’t very hungry anyway,” said Caldric. “Perhaps some wine. And the, ah, cure.”
			

			
				“Of course,” she said, smiling slightly as she began to open the silver clasp. 
			

			
				Caldric stared, anticipating the release of her huge breasts and the way they dropped as they escaped from the corset. He licked his lips. He felt ashamed that he wanted to suck milk from this woman and yet this was the way of her order’s healing magic. It was not his place to judge the mysteries of Sisterhood of the White. Although he was curious…
			

			
				“Momo,” he began, watching the clasp pop open as her breasts began to push open the corset, “might I ask how it is that you came to be so, um, milky? Were you a mother?”
			

			
				“We are the mothers of Lasha and she of us,” said Momo, freeing her pale golden breasts and hefting them in her hands. They overflowed her fingers. Brown nipples taut and straining with her milk. Her body eager to express her holy cream. “We take the blessing from an anointed priest. It is a holy ritual, but one that resembles the way a child is made.”
			

			
				“You have sex with a priest?” Caldric was enthralled.
			

			
				She smiled as if tolerating an insult.
			

			
				“It is a holy ritual,” she repeated. “The cleric’s seed united with my womb and the blessing of Lasha. I never carried a human child, but I carried within me the healer’s magic. My body transformed. My breasts swelled and grew heavy with holy milk. I prayed, meditated, and practiced the healing arts during this time. When the period ended, I was ready to become a chosen sister and spread my healing magic to the needy. Such as you, Caldric.”
			

			
				She leaned against the edge of the tub, hanging her huge breasts close to Caldric’s face. The undersides of her dangling breasts broke the cloudy surface of the water. Her jutting nipples were so close that he could turn to them and touch them with his lips. 
			

			
				“I don’t like it here,” he said, tearing his gaze away from her massive breasts and looking at her blindfolded face. “This is a dark place. I’m not going to say evil, not after what we’ve just been through with the Plague Lord, but…”
			

			
				“You do not like the lord of the castle,” said Momo. “I understand. He is a cursed man.”
			

			
				“What? What do you mean?” Caldric sat up a little.
			

			
				“I cannot say for certain, such things are not within my training as a healer, but I feel the shadow of old magic upon him. His blood is cursed.” 
			

			
				“He lusts after Faylana,” said Caldric, unable to keep the bitterness from his tone. “He would have her while I am lamed by my injury.”
			

			
				“You mean the elf,” said Momo. “She loves you. This I can sense. She is bright – incandescent – with much life in her. She burns with her love for you and…”
			

			
				Momo’s words trailed off.
			

			
				“What?” asked Caldric. 
			

			
				“No,” she said. “It is time for you to take your cure, Caldric. I will say no more.”
			

			
				Any thought of a follow-up question was forgotten as Momo leaned her huge tits against Caldric face. A fat nipple brushed his lips. Her hand pressed at her mound and her warm milk flowed against Caldric’s lips. He opened his mouth at that first sweet taste and latched to her plentiful breast. He sucked at her and his stress melted away. He drank the milk and felt its warmth gather first in his gut and then in the wound that pierced his abdomen. The hole in his back from the tip of the ratkin spear had nearly healed. The entry wound was bigger. Tingling as he drank. His belly filling with Momo’s delicious cream. 
			

			
				His cock stiffening and rising from the water.
			

			
				“You worry about her, I can feel this,” murmured the priestess, freeing her nipple from Caldric’s mouth. She fed him her other nipple and he resumed gratefully sucking. “I cannot heal your wounded heart, but perhaps I can relieve some of your pain.”
			

			
				Caldric’s eyes widened as he felt Momo’s hand wrap around his shaft. His eyelids fluttered closed again and for several seconds he lost himself in the pleasure of sucking at her nipple as she worked her hand on his soapy cock. Then she lifted her breasts from his face and moved their soft weight to his lap. He floated to the surface of the water as Momo’s tits enveloped his hardness. Caldric’s cock was not small, despite Faylana’s comparisons to Straka’s massive member, but it was completely lost between Momo’s huge breasts. 
			

			
				“What are you doing?” gasped Caldric, lifting his head from the water to watch her wank his cock with her squeezed tits.
			

			
				“Shall I stop?” she asked, smiling with a bit of mischief.
			

			
				“N-no, I didn’t say that,” groaned Caldric. “But what has come over you? The hand… I understood… but… Ohhhhhh, gods, they’re so soft.”
			

			
				“They’re softer after you’ve taken the cure,” she murmured. “Not so full. If I am not giving the cure to someone in need I must milk myself regularly. You are a relief to me. I shall provide relief to you. I shall… milk you.”
			

			
				“The healing… ohhhh… the healing is enough,” gasped Caldric, watching her work faster and faster. Her tits squeezing tightly around his cock. So soft. So luscious and warm. Like a summer cloud surrounding his manhood. 
			

			
				“Do not complain, Caldric,” purred Momo, leaning her tits into the water and causing it to ripple with the motion of her breasts on his cock. “Give me your milk. Let the pressure build… build… build… until you feel as if you will burst.”
			

			
				“Y-yes,” moaned Caldric, the ripples in the water splashing over his chin. “Ohhhh! It’s building! I’m going to burst!”
			

			
				“Do not fear, Caldric. I will keep you clean.” Momo parted her breasts, and the pressure was gone from Caldric’s shaft. It was replaced a moment later by her stroking hand. She leaned her face to his cock and he groaned as her small, pouty mouth opened and engulfed his cockhead. She did not take him deeply, but her swirling tongue and sucking lips cradling the head of his cock was enough. 
			

			
				“Ahhhhh! I’m cumming!” he cried, feeling the inexorable rush of his orgasm.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” moaned Momo, bobbing her lips over his cockhead as she worked her hand on his shaft. He thrust through her fingers, surging, unable to contain the welling eruption of his cock. Pulses of pleasure gushed into Momo’s mouth and the priestess of Lasha drank his seed without hesitation. Her lips cradled him and slurped at him until he had spent his full load into her mouth. She cleaned him with a few more slow licks before lifting her mouth. 
			

			
				“Do you feel better now, Caldric?” she asked, rising high on her knees beside the tub.
			

			
				“Yes,” he groaned, his belly full and his balls empty as he floated in the tub.
			

			
				“Good,” said Momo and she stood and began to return her bountiful breasts to her gown. “I will provide you with another dose of the cure before you sleep tonight.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” he said, smiling with satisfaction, his worries seeming far away indeed.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Feast of the Conquering Boar
			

			
				 
			

			
				The castle cleaned up well, observed Tavek. It had looked like a sooty cave in here a couple days earlier. The servants had scrubbed the residue of a hundred drunken parties from the inside of the great hall and had hung fresh victory banners from the rafters high above. Four long tables had been set out with an extravagant feast. Every animal imaginable had been roasted and laid out upon the tables except for the protected boars. Minstrels had been hired, no doubt the best in Bramsch, who played like amateurs, but with great enthusiasm. Half the whores of village had been rented out and given costumes to dance and provide entertainment for local dignitaries, such as they were, and Godrick’s chosen men.
			

			
				Godrick was seated at the head of the table. On his right hand sat Tavek. On his left, Faylana. Caldric had limped in and taken a seat next to Faylana, but to Tavek’s eye the poor fighter did not belong at the party.
			

			
				“You can’t beat him in his own castle,” muttered the dwarf, casting his eyes back to Godrick. The lord of the castle roared with laughter as someone finished a joke. He raised his cup in one hand to begin another toast as his other hand stroked Faylana’s leg under the table. 
			

			
				Tavek felt sorry for his friend, unable to protect himself or his relationship in his convalescing state, but seeing Faylana stirred Tavek’s cock. He remembered that last moment with her in Zeegendorf. Lips pressing against hers. Faylana’s thighs as soft as silken pillows. Her cunt gripping him and squeezing him. Gods, she was beautiful, and Godrick had provided her with a magnificent red dress that only enhanced the shape of her bountiful beauty. 
			

			
				“You’re staring at her,” said the women to Tavek’s left. 
			

			
				It was Miranda. The whore from the Pink Tulip had been the only woman that Tavek could think to invite as his guest. Her creamy flesh was overflowing a black dress that shaped her into a luscious hourglass. Her face was painted in the height of powdered and blushing fashion and her dark hair worn up in a braid that spilled loose in a few springy curls down her slender neck. She was beautiful in a certain coarse way and Tavek appreciated her company. 
			

			
				“She’s beautiful,” said Tavek, biting a plum and feeling the juice dribble down his chin. 
			

			
				“Aye, so thinks every man here,” purred Miranda. “Look at Pel Gryphon. A proper gentleman, but his eyes are nearly popping from his skull.”
			

			
				Tavek followed her subtle gesture a few seats down the table and saw the dashing commander of the Lucan Horseguard. He was muscular and well-groomed, with a delicate mustache and an easy smile. Only his straight posture and a dueling scar on his lower cheek betrayed his martial disposition. Tavek had seen the man acquit himself quite well in the fight against the ratkin. As Tavek watched, Gryphon caught Faylana’s eye and winked at her. 
			

			
				“Oh, and even the squire is drooling after her,” chuckled Miranda, pointing behind Godrick’s thronelike chair next to Tavek.
			

			
				Godrick’s favorite squire, Andrei Turros, was holding a boar’s head tower shield behind Godrick. The small young man was hardly more than a boy, with a glossy blond bowl haircut and overly large and earnest brown eyes. He was directing those eyes, rather brazenly, at Faylana’s cleavage. Stood behind Godrick, he had an excellent view straight down the front of Faylana’s bodice. 
			

			
				Tavek chuckled. He raised a cup to Andrei and the lad went red in the face and straightened up behind his ceremonial shield. Andrei Turros was the youngest son of House Turros, a nearby merchant family that had been elevated to minor nobility during Tarol’s last war. Two of Andrei’s brothers and an uncle were attending the party in royal blue cloaks and wearing silver pins of the mountain flower from their family’s coat of arms.
			

			
				Tavek’s eyes returned to Faylana. She drew the eye with every gesture of her hand to brush away an errant strand of golden hair. Every shift in her seat and the slightest heave of her bosom. The curl of her lips as she took a dainty bite. A brush of her napkin to mop at a drop of wine in the corner of her mouth. Gods, she grew more beautiful with each passing day. 
			

			
				“Another toast!” shouted Godrick, rising to his feet. 
			

			
				Everyone was forced to rise with him, including poor Caldric. Tavek saw the dark circles and the sweat on his brow as Caldric raised his cup. 
			

			
				“To my old friend, Caldric,” said Godrick, gesturing with his cup. “Who fought the ratkin off until we could rescue him. When we arrived, the tough bastard had a ratkin spear buried in his guts. But look at him now! Celebrating with the rest of us! Ah, the best swordsman Bramsch has ever seen, not counting myself, of course.”
			

			
				Everyone was obliged to laugh.
			

			
				“Here is to Caldric,” said Godrick, raising his cup.
			

			
				Caldric raised his cup as everyone cheered. Tavek could see the effort such a gesture required. Caldric practically fell back into his seat when the toast was over. Faylana, noticing his condition, leaned over to say something to him. Godrick squeezed her thigh and pulled her attention away from Caldric. Alone in the crowded room, Caldric turned to his wine for solace.
			

			
				Tavek was not the only one who saw Caldric’s condition. The half-wise wizard, Borto, sat watching from afar. Being little known to Godrick, he had been seated far from the head of the table, alongside lesser dignitaries and common soldiers. These two groups mixed poorly, with the soldiers gorging themselves on food and wine while the dignitaries stared aghast and hoped the soldiers wouldn’t grab their wives too many times.
			

			
				Borto ignored the nearby drama to focus on the higher intrigue. It was clear to Borto that Ser Godrick desired Faylana, but the fat lord seemed to be torturing Caldric with repeated extravagant toasts. 
			

			
				“Is he trying to kill him?” wondered Borto.
			

			
				“Not kill him,” said a feminine voice beside Borto. “Just tire him out. Make him give up.”
			

			
				Borto cast his glance at the woman beside him. He knew she was a servant, and quite a fetching one, with birdlike grace and shiny dark hair. Slender, but well-furnished above the waist. What was her name? Teela? Yeena? 
			

			
				The pretty young woman saw Borto struggling to place her name and she extended a delicate hand.
			

			
				“Veera Ismara,” she said. “Dressing maid here.”
			

			
				“Ah, yes,” said Borto and on a whim he kissed her hand. She giggled softly as his mustache and beard tickled her fingers. Her dark eyes twinkled and Borto’s interest in the girl grew. A bit young for him, perhaps, seeing as how he could have been her great-great-grandfather. But spring wines could be so delicious. “I am Borto the Wise. Enchanter, conjurer, and alchemist. Most powerful and most learned in all of Tarol and the Lesser Kingdoms beyond. It is my pleasure to meet you, Veera.”
			

			
				“A wizard? I am honored,” she said, allowing him to kiss her fingers several times before relinquishing her hand. “We have not had a wizard here at Boar’s Rock in many years. My lord believes most to be charlatans.”
			

			
				“Most are,” said Borto. “But not I, young lady. Magic is my life.”
			

			
				He held his hand under the table so that only Veera could see it. With a whispered spell and a practiced gesture of his fingers, Borto conjured a luminous red rose. He passed it to her and she gasped as it twinkled and dispersed as though made from embers.
			

			
				“How did you do that?” she whispered with awe.
			

			
				“A simple spell,” said Borto. “I would be happy to show you if there were a private place where I might—”
			

			
				He was interrupted by another raucous toast. Ignoring the toast was not an option as the soldiers shoved their chairs back and loudly cheered and toasted. Veera stood for the toast and one ugly brute named something ridiculous like “Clobb” grabbed Borto by his shoulder and hauled him to his feet. 
			

			
				“Toast,” grunted Clobb, sloshing wine over the boar’s head emblazoned on his red tabard. 
			

			
				“Toast,” agreed Borto bitterly as he raised his cup.
			

			
				Back at the head of the table, the toasts were exhausting Caldric and making Faylana quite drunk. Her tummy was warm with all the wine and her head was buzzing. She smiled and raised her cup for another toast. She felt Ser Godrick’s big hand on her lower back. 
			

			
				“To my faithful squire, Andrei Turros!” declared Godrick. “Without whom I might not fit into my armor and still mount my horse. He of such a noble family, who sacrifices to remove my boots and bring me more ale. To Andrei!”
			

			
				“To Andrei!” chorused the guests. 
			

			
				As Godrick drank, his hand slid down to Faylana’s bottom. She thought it felt pleasant massaging the plentiful peach of her backside. She looked at him as she finished her sip and Godrick smiled down at her, his beard damp with wine. 
			

			
				“Ah, my lovely, it looks as though the wine is getting to Caldric. Perhaps he should retire to the infirmary.”
			

			
				Faylana saw that Caldric was in a bad state. His head was still upright, but his were unfocused and his mouth hung open in a dull grin.
			

			
				“Perhaps I should take him to bed,” said Faylana. “Caldric, my love, are you feeling well enough to talk?”
			

			
				“Hmmmmm?” Caldric looked over at her, his eyes rolling.
			

			
				“No,” said Godrick, clamping his hand on her wrist. “I will have Andrei and Pel take him to his bed.”
			

			
				“Of course, my lord,” said Pel Gryphon, rising from his seat as Andrei set aside his shield and moved to the other side of Caldric. They begin to lift Caldric from his chair so quickly and smoothly that it was as if it had been rehearsed.
			

			
				Despite her inebriated state, Faylana was clear-headed enough to sense some of what was happening.
			

			
				“My lord, I am not sure I should remain at the party without him,” said Faylana, glancing back at Caldric as Andrei and Pel Gryphon stood him up.
			

			
				“Nonsense, my dear,” said Godrick, putting a heavy arm around her shoulder. “He needs rest and cannot handle his wine. That is no reason you and I should be deprived of one another’s company. Let us retire to my study. We can have some brandy and talk about… the future of my kingdom.”
			

			
				“Your kingdom?” Faylana blinked in surprise at his choice of word.
			

			
				“My, ah, lands here,” said Godrick. “I call it my kingdom as a joke. Come, my dear. Come. All will be well.”
			

			
				Faylana allowed herself to be led away from the table and towards a guarded side door. She stopped and glanced back over her shoulder as Andrei and Pel practically carried Caldric out of the great hall. She remembered how Caldric had warned her of Godrick. Had made her promise to avoid him. Then Godrick gave her backside another squeeze, his big hand demanding her attention. 
			

			
				Had Caldric really meant his warning about Ser Godrick, she wondered, or had he meant the opposite? Had he been encouraging her to surrender to Godrick’s desires? 
			

			
				Things could be so confusing with Caldric. He seemed to hate Straka and yet he had enjoyed it when she had been fucked by Straka. He even seemed to enjoy knowing that she had been claimed by the half-orc.
			

			
				Maybe, she thought as Ser Godrick led her to his study, Caldric actually wanted her to surrender completely to the desires of the lord of the castle. Perhaps Caldric wanted her to give her body to the mountain of a man and tell Caldric all about it afterward.
			

			
				She imagined how hard it would make Caldric’s cock to learn she had been pleasured by the randy knight.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Castle Echoes with Cries of Pleasure
			

			
				 
			

			
				Borto could hardly believe his good fortune. As the party had descended into carousing and dancing, he had thought his chances of finding a companion to keep his bed warm for the evening had been reduced to nearly nil. Perhaps one of the hired entertainers to relax him. But then, like an angel of Lasha sent to grant him mercy, Veera had returned to him. Her cheeks flushed from dancing. Her spirits high and her decolletage deep. 
			

			
				“Master Borto,” she said. “I thought you had left.”
			

			
				“No, my dear,” he said, gesturing with his pipe. “Only short and easily lost in the crowd. I saw you waltzing with those fine horsemen.”
			

			
				“Yes!” she laughed. “Quite fetching in their crimson tunics. But I have had enough dancing for the evening. Would you care to join me for a stroll?”
			

			
				She held out her elbow to him. He rather preferred a good sit or perhaps a lie down, but a stroll with this lovely raven-haired delight? How could he refuse?
			

			
				“Of course, my dear,” he said, taking her arm. “Fresh mountain air would do me well.”
			

			
				They left the smoky warmth of the guild hall. Veera giggled as she pulled Borto through the castle and to the outer courtyard. The smell of mountain honeysuckle was thick in the air. They padded over soft grass found a bench together beneath a statue of one of Ser Godrick’s forebears. Leaner and meaner looking.
			

			
				“Do you ever take assistants?” asked Veera, offering herself up to him with her question.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, my dear,” said Borto, taking both of her hands and holding them against his chest. “I have taught many fine young women. Every person has a bit of magic in them. But I can sense it in you, my dear. Something more. The spark of a real witch.”
			

			
				“Truly?” she gasped, her eyes wide and silvery in the moonlight.
			

			
				“Mmmhmmm,” said Borto, nodding sagely and pretending to study her hands. “Deft fingers. Good for casting. And a warmth in your core. I can sense it, my dear. Embers inside you, waiting to be stoked by the right teacher.”
			

			
				She leaned her head back against the statue’s plinth and gazed up at the stars. Her beauty seemed magnified by the soft glow of the night sky. Borto was quite taken with Veera, finding her perhaps an equal to Faylana’s beauty. He wanted her. He wanted her badly.
			

			
				“I’ve always felt there was something more for me than dressing noblemen and being groped in their wardrobes.” She glanced over at Borto. “You’re not a groper, are you, Master Borto?”
			

			
				He jerked back the hand that had been creeping towards her thigh.
			

			
				“Ah, no, me? Ha ha. Not at all, my dear.” He took her hand again. “I am a lover though. Unafraid to share my affection with those I find enchanting. Such as you, my dear. So winsome. So vital. A sylph cavorting in this moon-dewed garden.”
			

			
				“Oh, Master Borto,” she giggled. “Such sweet words. Do you mean… do you mean you have an interest in me?”
			

			
				Those eyes – those breasts – so large and lovely! Of course, he had an interest in the porcelain-skinned, raven-haired beauty. 
			

			
				“My dear, my heart stirs with passion,” he said and kissed both her hands. “Your beauty is more potent than any spell I have ever—”
			

			
				“Okay, that’s enough,” she said, smiling. “You can stop saying stuff like that. I’ll fuck you.”
			

			
				Her innocence was flung away. She had been playing a game with him, but it was a game he both lost and won as her lips pressed against his and her hand sought the interior of his robe. Her mouth was as sweet as the wine she had been drinking at the party. Her lips soft and eager. Her body so warm and firm against him. Veera knew what she wanted and she was not shy about getting it.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm,” moaned Borto, surprised but not complaining about the reversal. “My dear… I could teach you a spell or two…”
			

			
				“Later,” she said, her hand finally discovering the path to his loins. Her fingers encircling his stiff cock. She kissed him again, her tongue hot and her breasts squeezing against his chest. She pushed him back against the plinth and climbed astride his lap, gathering her skirt up and dropping it over him as she settled the ruffled gusset of her panties over his cock. 
			

			
				“You’re quite forward,” he gasped, feeling her stroking him. Rubbing his cock against the soft, warm groove of her cunt through the fabric of her panties.
			

			
				“Let’s say it’s because I’m drunk, old man,” she laughed. She lifted her hips and drew aside her panties. She bit her lower lip and her eyelids fluttered as she settled her young cunt on Borto’s straining cock. 
			

			
				The old wizard groaned in surprise as the heat of Veera’s tight pussy enveloped his manhood. He grabbed the firm globes of her ass through her skirt, clinging to her more for his own stability than to fondle her. She rode her pussy down to his root, squeezing him with her inner muscles. 
			

			
				“Gods,” gasped Borto, who did not hold the gods in particularly high regard, but still felt the need to invoke them in that moment. “That’s… that’s good.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmmm,” agreed Veera, wantonly moving her hips and bouncing atop his cock. Her tits heaved against her bodice, up and down, again and again, until she pulled at the laces and let her creamy mounds fall free. Nearly against Borto’s face. Her soft mounds marked with faint lines from the seams of her corset. Her nipples small and pink and stiff as pebbles.
			

			
				Borto was in heaven, disbelieving his luck at landing one of the most beautiful women at the celebration. He might have believed himself dreaming if Veera’s pert breasts weren’t rubbing in his face. If her silken cunt weren’t gripping at him as she rode up and down his cock’s length. 
			

			
				“Yes, my dear,” panted the old wizard. “Ohhhh. Your loveliness… unmatched. I shall… teach you such things. I shall… ahhh!”
			

			
				He lost himself to the rhythmic, youthful movements of her body atop his lap. Her dark hair shining in the moonlight. Her smile visible above the mounds of her breasts as they swung and splashed against Borto’s face. 
			

			
				“Yes, that’s it,” gasped Veera, her arms around his shoulders. Her skirt moving and shushing atop his lap, hiding the steamy obscenity of their union. “Oh, come on now, Borto. No… holding back. Cum for me. Show me how a wizard cums.”
			

			
				Their intensifying motions knocked Borto’s floppy hat from his head, revealing the bald patch in his white hair. His grip tightened on Veera’s firm bottom. He lifted his hips to meet her, though his thrusts hardly contributed to the sum of their movement. 
			

			
				“My dear, I warn you,” he wheezed, “to expect a monumental… explosion!”
			

			
				“Yes! Yesss!” she cried, upright atop him. Gripping him so tightly with her slick cunt that it felt as though she were trying to wring the pleasure from his cock. “Explode! Explode, Master Borto!”
			

			
				“HnnaaaaaahhhhHHH!” he bellowed with pleasure, hilting inside her as his cock strained. The rush of ecstasy erupted into hot bursts of his seed, pumping into the young dressing maid’s tight quim. She clearly felt his seed, crying out and slapping her tits against his face as she fell against him. In the throes of his ecstasy, Borto wiggled his fingers and moaned a few words into her bust and sent sparkling hummingbirds and butterflies cavorting around them. 
			

			
				It was a trick he had used before during the consummation of such acts, though never at the peak of his pleasure. A few of the birds came out as flying beetles and bobbled around more than swirling dramatically. 
			

			
				“Oooooooooh!” crooned Veera, clinging tightly to Borto as the phantasmic creatures spun around their bodies. Her cunt trembled and drained the seed of the lucky wizard. Her soft cries of pleasure were as sweet as her delighted smile as she watched the display of magical pyrotechnics. 
			

			
				The illumination faded and the pair slumped together on the bench, laughing and catching their breath. It was the highlight of the night for Borto. 
			

			
				“You know,” said Veera, dismounting from Borto and squeezing beside him on the bench. “I’ve been thinking about your injured friend.”
			

			
				“Huh? You have?” He blinked at her. “Just now?”
			

			
				“No, earlier,” she said, smoothing her skirt. Borto watched with dismay as she tucked her breasts back into her bodice and began to lace it up. “I know that healer he brought is doing a fair job of it, but I know of another cure for such things. Uses mountain flowers and astringent mint. A dash of that peculiar milk. I know there’s a recipe somewhere in the library. Might be you could brew him up a potion. That would heal him quicker than those laden tits of the healer.”
			

			
				“Truly?” Borto was only half listening to what the girl was saying. “That would be fine. I’ve brought my portable, ah, case of alchemy such and such, hmm, I could, or rather, you could help me brew a potion. If that were your inclination. I mean.”
			

			
				He smiled at her, his ears ringing from the intensity of his recent climax. Veera grinned and threw her arms around him, squeezing his bearded face against the soft cushion of her cleavage.
			

			
				“I’d like that, Master Borto,” she said. “I could learn so much from you, I’m sure.” 
			

			
				Borto smiled happily, his nose buried in the perfumed valley between Veera’s breasts. He couldn’t see her smile. Knowing. Wicked.
			

			
				The castle around the new lovers was alive with the sounds of nocturnal pleasure. Partygoers had paired off with one another or absconded with hired whores and were enjoying the softer delights of an intimate aperitif. Tavek leaned against the windowsill of his bedchamber, listening to the gasping from the castle’s inner courtyard. Someone was certainly having a fine night. Somewhere else in the castle, rhythmic moans were echoing down a hallway. Further still, a woman’s delighted laughter signalled either a fine joke or cruel amusement at a small cock. But the two in the courtyard drowned everyone else out with another bout of yelling and moaning.
			

			
				“Listen to them go,” chuckled Tavek, feeling the cool breeze through the open window against his face. “I’m almost jealous.”
			

			
				“Will you pay attention?” demanded Miranda. “A girl will get her feelings hurt.”
			

			
				She held Tavek’s wet cock in her hand, crouching between his dangling legs as he sat on the built-in bench beside the window. Her knickers were off and she had one hand between her creamy thighs as she had been nursing on Tavek’s rather large dwarf cock. 
			

			
				“Of course, my sweet,” said Tavek, stroking Miranda’s cheek. He was feeling warm and happy and full of good wine. “Let me pay you all the attention you deserve, my lovely harlot.”
			

			
				He kissed her painted lips, tasting a salty hint of himself on her tongue before sliding off the bench to join her on the rug beside the fire. He burrowed under the layers of her skirt, much to her delight, and assaulted her trimmed cunny with his eager tongue. Not many would lick a whore, but Tavek had a deep appreciation for Miranda and wanted to show it. She grabbed his head and thrust her hips, savoring each lick of his tongue along her dewy slit. 
			

			
				“Nnnnnhnnn,” moaned Tavek, relishing her hot folds and womanly musk. Touching himself as he licked. His cock ready to plunge into that steamy thatch between Miranda’s dimpled thighs.
			

			
				“Oooh, that’s the spot,” gasped Miranda. She rested a hand on his head through her skirt, holding him against her cunt. Grinding with her hips and drenching Tavek’s braided beard in her nectar. She was gasping, on the very brink of ecstasy, when Tavek lifted his face from between her thighs and threw back the covering of her skirt. She looked at him with flushed annoyance. “Why’d you stop?”
			

			
				“Because my prick is going to poke a hole through the floor stones,” he grunted, pulling himself onto his knees between her thighs. “You’ve had enough of my tongue. It’s time for some of this.”
			

			
				He stroked his fat cock and beat it against her clit. Miranda gasped and pulled her legs up with her hands beneath her knees. 
			

			
				“Alright then, dwarf,” she panted. “Show me what you can do with a bottle of Bramsch Red in your belly. Most men can scarcely get their cocks—OooooooOOOOoooh!”
			

			
				Tavek was as hard as stone as he hilted in her juicy cunt with a single stroke. A dwarf worth his beard could drink a barrel of ale and finish it off with a cask of brandy and still fuck. He grabbed Miranda by her lightly padded waist and plowed deep into her cunny. Or as deep as he could reach. Again and again. She was not virgin, to be sure, but she gripped him with a whore’s skill. His thrusts sent her fat tips swaying and slapping against her ribs and nearly into her chin. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, that’s it,” she moaned, her pleasure real. “Oh, you fuck like you mean it, you do. That’s it. Harder now. Harder. I want to feel it in the morning.”
			

			
				Tavek, a bit peeved by her demands, pulled his cock out of her cunt and roughly flipped Miranda onto her hands and knees. He slapped her big ass, watching in jiggle as he rammed his cock into her from behind. He gripped her wide hips, holding them tight as he pummeled her pussy with furious thrusts.
			

			
				Miranda was surprised by his strength and vigor. She’d seen what the man had been drinking and he was only half a man at that. 
			

			
				“Oooooh, but the big half,” she gasped, finishing her thought aloud. 
			

			
				The small bedchamber filled with the collision of their rutting bodies. Sighs and moans echoing from the stone walls as they reached their crescendo in almost perfect unison. Tavek growled and cursed in a dwarven tongue he barely knew to speak. Miranda wailed with unexpected pleasure, not just cumming, but cumming hard on Tavek’s thrusting cock. She felt him twitching and spurting inside her. Continuing to cum as he pulled out and wanked his seed onto her creamy buttocks. 
			

			
				Tavek was suddenly very tired. He staggered back and managed to collapse onto the rug by the fire. 
			

			
				Miranda remained with her plump bottom in the air a moment longer, cum dripping from her folds and spattering her cheeks. She reached back and wiped away Tavek’s seed with a practiced swipe of her handkerchief and crawled over to the exhausted dwarf. He was groaning, a stupid smile on his face. She kissed his shoulder. His cheek just above his beard. 
			

			
				“Never thought… never thought I’d have feelings for a whore,” said Tavek, using the word to poke at Miranda.
			

			
				She smiled, beautiful despite being a bit older than most of his lovers. Her body warm and soft against him. Her tits pressing and overflowing his left arm and shoulder. 
			

			
				“Never thought I’d have feelings for a dwarf,” she said. “Gods’ll surprise us all. But you’re a good fuck, Tavek. I reckon that’s a horsecock for a dwarf. Feels big. Can’t be denied.”
			

			
				“That’s what I like about you,” laughed Tavek, stroking her hip. “Your so ladylike.”
			

			
				“What do ya want? An elf?” She grinned. “Oh, but that’s right, your friend has that elf. Pretty, she is. But you’ve had her once or twice, haven’t you?”
			

			
				Tavek sat up a bit, shocked that she had somehow known. He sputtered, “No, not me, I never.”
			

			
				“Right,” she laughed, kissing his chest. “You just look at her with those dopey eyes of yours, thinking about how you’d like to rip open her bodice. Suck on them big elf tits, eh? Plow her little golden elf cunny? Bet that was a nice row to hoe.”
			

			
				“Do not speak of this, Miranda,” growled Tavek.
			

			
				“Temper, temper, little dwarf,” chuckled Miranda, playing with his flaccid cock. “Not like your friend keeps much of a leash on her. He’s moaning and groaning while Godrick has set his sights on her. And Godrick gets what he wants.”
			

			
				“Caldric has never been very good at keeping an eye on Faylana,” admitted Tavek. 
			

			
				“I saw your friend carried back to his room by Pel Gryphon and that squire,” said Miranda. “Godrick is probably already plowing the elf. She’ll be wed to him before the week is over.”
			

			
				Tavek pushed Miranda away and stood up. It was exactly as he had feared when Godrick had invited Faylana and the others back to the castle. Ser Godrick was looking for a suitable wife and he had fixated on Faylana the moment he’d met her. 
			

			
				Maybe it was guilt over his one-night fling with Faylana, maybe it was loyalty to his friend or fear of what might happen to Faylana if she wed Ser Godrick. Whatever the case, Tavek shook off his cups and reached for his trousers. Miranda, lounging by the fire, smiled at him with amusement.
			

			
				“Where are you off to?” she chuckled.
			

			
				“To do the right thing,” snapped Caldric.
			

			
				“Alright then,” said Miranda, a bit miffed by his tone. “C’mere. Let me help you lace up. You can fuck me again when you’re back.”
			

			
				The infirmary was not so far from Tavek’s room. Caldric was rolling in his bed, drenched in sweat from pain and drink. 
			

			
				“Should we leave him delirious like this?” asked Andrei Turros. The young squire’s eyes were wide with concern. He gathered that Ser Godrick cared little for this man, but Andrei had not yet had the human instinct for compassion driven from his soul by the depravity of nobility and the cruelty of battle. 
			

			
				Captain Pel Gryphon, though not noble, had seen more than enough battle to harden his heart. He cared little for Caldric. The man was a stranger to him.
			

			
				“Godrick said nothing about tending to this wounded drunk,” said the cavalry commander, smoothing a rumple in his crimson tunic. “Track down his cow-titted wet nurse if you want. I have a nubile little daughter of a duke drooling for my saber in the stable. I’d like to make it to her before she gets bored and decides to have a go at one of the stallions.”
			

			
				Pel Gryphon was a swordsman of some renown, a gentleman by reputation, handsome and well-groomed by all appearances, and a cocksman of almost legendary practice. In his thirty years he had pleased more well-bred ladies of Tarol than a canter on a thoroughbred followed by a warm bath. He intended to seduce his way into the nobility and have fun doing it. Though his loyalty was unquestioned, he secretly held Ser Godrick in total contempt. 
			

			
				He donned his white gloves and reached for the door. Andrei hastened to follow him. The young squire stopped when Caldric let out a miserable groan and thrashed on his bed. 
			

			
				“I shall… I shall fetch him some water,” said Andrei. “You go ahead, Captain.”
			

			
				“Carry on then, squire,” said Gryphon, lazily saluting and already heading off down the hall. 
			

			
				Andrei scurried about the infirmary, tracking down a cup and a fresh pitcher of water. He poured Caldric some water and returned to the bedside. Caldric’s red-rimmed eyes were wide open. He seemed to be in the throes of a favor, but unable to speak. Andrei helped him to sit up and gave him a drink of water.
			

			
				“Fay… Faylana,” choked Caldric. “Ser… Godrick. Bastard.”
			

			
				Andrei pulled the cup of water away, his pride wounded by the insult.
			

			
				“No, you are mistaken. Ser Godrick Lucan is well bred and not at all—”
			

			
				Caldric clawed at Andrei’s tunic, pulling the boy closer. The stench of wine and bile wafted off the warrior.
			

			
				“Faylana. The elf. Godrick… pig.”
			

			
				“Boar, sir,” said Andrei. “The boar. I shall leave you some water to drink. Would you like me to find the healer?”
			

			
				Caldric collapsed back into the bed. Muttering and closing his eyes.
			

			
				Andrei, affronted by Caldric’s apparent insults towards Ser Godrick, left the warrior to sleep it off. Caldric moaned, twisting in the sheets. Haunted by images of his old foe violating the woman he loved.
			

			
				 
			

			
				In the Study of the Pig
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Caldric mentioned that you knew each other,” said Faylana, leaning her shapely hip against Ser Godrick’s oversized desk. 
			

			
				The fat knight was sitting nearby, in an overstuffed chair by the fire, his hands caressing the mound of his belly in his scarlet doublet. He watched Faylana fidget beneath drooping eyelids, a faint smile visible within his red beard. 
			

			
				“Did he not tell you?” asked Godrick.
			

			
				“Not much. He has not been well. But thank you for seeing to his healing.” 
			

			
				“Oh, yes, the White Healer,” chuckled Godrick. “I am sure even now that lovely priestess is holding his face to her bosom. Feeding him a fair portion of that sweet milk. I almost envy him. Perhaps I’ll stab myself in the arm and ask that holy heifer to give me a taste.”
			

			
				Faylana’s cheeks, already flushed from the wine, turned an even deeper shade of red. She pictured Momo leaning her tits against Caldric’s face as he sucked greedily at her nipples. The thought inspired a hot flash of jealousy that Faylana instantly knew was unfair. He was healing and, after all, had been so very tolerant of Faylana’s insatiable elven desires.
			

			
				“Ah, well, Caldric and I share a unique connection,” said Godrick, his eyes roaming over Faylana’s body in her rather snug gown. “We both loved the same girl, you see. We were hardly more than boys and Phoebe was, for a time, a playmate. She liked to roughhouse and practice swords with us both. But as we grew older, there was no denying she was blossoming into a beautiful woman. We both hand intentions Phoebe, a close bond of friendship aching to become something more. And… nature took its course.”
			

			
				“You stole her from him?” asked Faylana.
			

			
				“To the contrary, he stole her from me,” said Godrick. “Phoebe and I enjoyed a brief romance, intense as such things are in the fire of youth. Caldric was jealous. He wanted to steal her away from me. To ride with her to a neighboring kingdom. He tried… but there was a tragic accident.”
			

			
				“Oh, no,” said Faylana, covering her mouth with her hand. Her brow furrowed sympathetically. 
			

			
				“Yes, her horse was not used to the eastern pass through the mountains. Caldric’s horse was and he tried to lead her through the pass at night. Her horse lost its footing and, I’m sorry to say, horse and rider perished. She was gone. Stolen from me by my good friend Caldric and then stolen from me again by fate.”
			

			
				Godrick seemed to choke back his emotion. Faylana moved closer to him. Placed a comforting hand on his shoulder. He looked up at her, his eyes welling with emotion.
			

			
				“I lost a friend too, you know,” said Godrick. “We blamed each other for her death. It took me years to accept that it was an accident and not something more. I don’t think Caldric has ever accepted it.”
			

			
				“How could he blame you?” said Faylana, crouching beside Godrick’s chair.
			

			
				“I cannot say, Faylana,” murmured Godrick, locking eyes with her. He took her hand and kissed it, his beard soft and his lips softer. He held her hand against him. “Perhaps by saving his life I have earned his trust. Perhaps by bringing you… he has sought to heal the rift between us.”
			

			
				“By… bringing me?” 
			

			
				“Yes. He knew I was alone all these years. In need of a woman to remain beside me.” He kissed Faylana’s hand again. “In need of a wife.”
			

			
				The word sent a jolt of wariness through Faylana. This man sought her as his wife? Such an offer seemed to be a trap yawning open beneath her. She could not permit herself to fall prey to Ser Godrick’s desires.
			

			
				“Oh, my lord, there has been a misunderstanding,” said Faylana. “I love Caldric and have no desire to marry anyone else.”
			

			
				“So he has asked for your hand in marriage?” Ser Godrick raised an eyebrow. “Given you a ring that you have simply forgotten to wear?”
			

			
				Faylana was just drunk enough to glance down at her hand and extend her ring finger. 
			

			
				“No, he has not, but—”
			

			
				Ser Godrick interrupted Faylana by swinging a big arm around her slender waist and pulling her against the side of his chair. She cried out, bumping into the chair and then falling over the arm. She plopped into his lap, almost on her back, looking up at him in surprise as her body rested across his legs like a feast waiting to be devoured.
			

			
				She was stunned for a moment. Ser Godrick, for all his piggish behavior and gluttonous appetites, was rather handsome. His red beard suited him and he even wore his size well. He smiled genuinely at her, cradling the back of her head as his other hand began to prowl over the buttons of her corseted bodice. 
			

			
				“I have been so very alone since Phoebe was taken from me, Faylana,” said Godrick, his voice a deep rumble that stirred inside her. “I would not hesitate to offer you a ring of finest gold and priceless gems. To bathe you in rosewater and clothe you in the finest silks of Shaddobar. I would make you a wife and you would give me sons that have the strength of a Lucan and the wisdom of an elf.”
			

			
				“Sons?” Faylana murmured, her heart beat faster as she remembered the feeling of Straka spilling his seed inside her. The hot throb of the estrea powder triggering her fertility. What would Ser Godrick do if she gave birth to an orc son rather than his son? What would his reaction be?
			

			
				“Daughters would be fine as well,” chuckled Ser Godrick, his fingers working the clasps of her bodice. Moving from her waist towards the restrained mounds of her bust. “But we must get to work making them, my dear.”
			

			
				He tore open the remaining clasps of her bodice with a single tug of his powerful arms. Faylana gasped as her breasts burst free of the parted bodice, huge and soft and flawless but for the slight indentations of her corset’s seams. Her cry of protest was stifled before it could leave her lips as Ser Godrick pressed a ravenous kiss to her mouth. He thrust his tongue and fondled her tits with one big hand, squeezing and measuring her mounds for her bridal gown. Plucking at her stiffening nipples and causing her to cry out against his smothering lips.
			

			
				She almost relented. Almost gave him what he wanted. Then she felt the bulge of his cock against her body. Trapped beneath her. Throbbing to claim her pretty elf cunt. 
			

			
				She used a cantrip with a snap of her fingers, summoning a crackling, popping snapdragon of violet magic that momentarily distracted Ser Godrick.
			

			
				“By Arsenus,” grunted Ser Godrick, invoking the name of the god of war. He let Faylana spill off his lap and roll onto the floor as he stood up. He reached for a decorative sword as the sparkling sprites continued to dance before him.
			

			
				“Another time, my lord,” said Faylana, clambering to her feet. 
			

			
				The sprites faded as she gathered her bodice against her breasts and fled for the door.
			

			
				“Huh?” Ser Godrick blinked. He realized he had been tricked by the illusion. “You’re a witch! Ha! Even better! Come back here, elf!”
			

			
				He reached for her, but she slipped past him and out the door of his study. He chased her to the hallway and stopped in the doorway. Angry at being denied but aroused by the chase and by her incomparable beauty. She rounded a corner in the castle, a last glimpse of her golden hair before she disappeared from sight.
			

			
				Ser Godrick smiled. His gaze settled upon his towheaded squire, who was standing fearfully at attention near the door. 
			

			
				“Andrei? What are you doing there?” 
			

			
				“N-nothing, my lord,” said the squire. “Keeping watch.”
			

			
				“Caldric?”
			

			
				“Asleep, I believe, my lord,” said Andrei. “He was delirious and drunk. We left him in his bed.”
			

			
				“Good.” Ser Godrick was about to leave it at that, but as he turned back towards his study, he felt the pinch of his trousers against his hard cock. “Mmmm. Fetch me one of the whores. A blonde with big tits.”
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” said Andrei, bowing obsequiously and backing away.
			

			
				“And clean her up first!” shouted Ser Godrick. 
			

			
				The mountain of a knight lumbered back into his study and shut the door. Faylana had given him more trouble than he had expected. No matter, he had other ways of winning her heart. Other plans in motion for eliminating Caldric from the playing field.
			

			
				“Before a fortnight is up,” he said, stroking a silver boar’s head statue on his desk, “that elf will be my wife.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Collecting the Secret Ingredient
			

			
				 
			

			
				The first golden rays of dawn were sparkled through the frosted glass. Momo Unahara longed for a view of the countryside. She had but a short time to see the world each day. She wanted to know what this place in the mountains looked like at that most beautiful moment of the morning. 
			

			
				She had just donned her dressing robe when the door behind her opened. She closed her eyes so that she would not see another’s face and quickly reached for her blindfold. It was the teaching of her order that she must not look upon the face of a man or woman. In this way, she averted any shame for the acts she performed as a White Healer. 
			

			
				“Hello? Is someone there?” she called, tying the blindfold tightly over her eyes. 
			

			
				Footsteps padded softly closer across the tile of the bathing chamber. Momo felt the motion in the steam as someone moved behind her. She turned to face the intruder.
			

			
				“Please, identify yourself,” said Momo. “I do not recognize the sound of you.”
			

			
				“Apologies for intruding, priestess.” The voice was female, soft and almost girlish in its tone, but with a hint of mischief. “I am Veera Ismara. I am the dressing maid to Ser Godrick.”
			

			
				“Why have you come?” asked Momo, though she betrayed no annoyance at the interruption in her morning ritual.
			

			
				“I have come to ask you a favor on behalf of another,” said Veera, moving slowly to the side of the priestess. Her footsteps were almost silent. “I think you might agree to help me though. It is for Caldric, who continues to be ill despite your holy milk.”
			

			
				“He is recovering,” said Momo. “Even with the blessed milk of Lasha, healing takes time for such a grievous wound.”
			

			
				“It does. But there are ways to hasten it. Certain techniques passed down by the mountain witches who practiced the art of herbal alchemy.” Veera’s hand moved like serpent, reaching inside Momo’s dressing robe and slithering under the taut underside of the priestess’ engorged right breast. The gentle upward pressure produced a few eager droplets of milk that spilled over Veera’s fingers. “I believe I can use your blessed milk to brew a potion that will heal Caldric much more quickly.”
			

			
				“Is that so?” Momo stood obediently still as Veera moved closer. Untied Momo’s dressing robe. Opened it gently and exposed the swollen tits of the freshly-bathed priestess. 
			

			
				“It is so,” said Veera, pressing against Momo.
			

			
				The priestess sucked in a surprised breath as she felt bare skin press against her body. Veera was naked! Tiny, stiff nipples like pebbles. A firm body, but large, soft breasts. Veera was slightly shorter than Momo, squeezing her body against Momo’s breasts to produce twin spills of the priestess’ warm cream.
			

			
				“Ohhhh,” moaned Momo, unable to control the pleasure of her spurting milk. “What… what do you intend?”
			

			
				“Might I collect just a little of your milk?” asked Veera, leaning down to lick at Momo’s left nipple. The maid’s fingers played with Momo’s right nipple. “I will put it to fine use in a potion and we can try it out on Caldric. If it works, we can continue administering it. But if it does not, well, no harm done. What do you say?”
			

			
				Veera punctuated her question by latching her mouth to one of Momo’s breasts. The young dressing maid drank heavily of the holy milk, sucking and swallowing until Momo cried out and gently pushed her away. 
			

			
				“Stop,” whimpered the priestess. “The holy milk must be… I… very well, I shall give you some of my blessed milk. But in the proper way. Prayerfully and under the eyes of Lasha.
			

			
				“Very well,” chuckled Veera. “But there is no reason it can’t be a bit fun.”
			

			
				The maid’s hand pressed between Momo’s ample thighs and stroked the dark-thatched mound of her cunt. Momo cried out as Veera rubbed at her clit and pressed two fingers into the tight folds of Momo’s hot cunt. 
			

			
				“I must not… chastity is a part of… oooooohhhh…”
			

			
				Momo found she could not resist the dressing maid’s advances. There were few strictures about the interaction between a woman and another woman. Some priestesses took advantage of these gaps in the teachings and practically wed one another at the temple. Momo had not indulged in such gray areas of pleasure and had devoted herself entirely to her work. Veera kissed Momo’s lips, thrusting her tongue into Momo’s mouth as she continued to plunder Momo’s tight quim, and the priestess forgot all about such abstinence. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm,” murmured Veera, pressing her cunt against Momo’s thigh. She continued to forcefully pump two fingers into the hot channel of Momo’s cunt. “Your lips are very soft, priestess. I could kiss them all day and never chap my own lips. Mmmmm, but I would rather kiss you somewhere else?”
			

			
				“Another kiss?” gasped Momo, her thighs beginning to tremble with pleasure.
			

			
				“Yes, that’s right,” giggled Veera. “Take my hand. Trust me.”
			

			
				Momo did not trust Veera. The woman, though smaller and seemingly younger, made Momo feel like a mouse that had been caught by a cat. But desire had overwhelmed all of Momo’s training and her common sense. She followed Veera back to the tub. The dressing maid turned her around and sat her against the edge of the tub. Momo sucked in a breath as she felt Veera’s hands move. The dressing maid was crouching or kneeling between Momo’s thighs.
			

			
				From between those creamy thighs, Veera looked up and smirked. This poor sex-starved priestess had been easier to seduce than that wizard. She was fresh and clean, the only defect to her pale golden body a single dark mole next to her cuntlips. Veera leaned in, nuzzling against the warm, tan folds of Momo’s vulva. Breathing her bathed scent through that silky dark cunt hair. Pressing her lips. Eliciting a stifled cry from the priestess.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm,” murmured Veera, planting kisses on Momo’s mound. “Do not fight it, priestess. Make as much noise as you’d like.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhhhh!” sang Momo as Veera’s tongue lashed her clit.
			

			
				The bathroom soon echoed with the priestess’ cries of pleasure. She held to the edge of the bathtub, her thighs quaking as Veera lapped at Momo’s near-virgin cunt. Such pleasure as Momo had never known. Far greater than any she had experienced with the priest of Lasha. Far greater than her own sinful fumbling under the sheets or in the bath on a few occasions. This was glorious and she could not hold back her cries of pleasure.
			

			
				Veera licked with all the deftness and focus of a predator. She employed fingers and tongue and even her nose as she pressed against Momo and tongue fucked into her honey-sweet cunt. That slick passage squeezed and quaked against Veera’s tongue. The priestess howled and grabbed Veera’s hair as if uncertain whether she wanted to hold Veera or push her away. 
			

			
				“Lasha,” cried Momo. “Lasha, forgive me!”
			

			
				Momo’s breasts dripped and even spurted with her excited lactation. White droplets spilled down her quivering body and spattered onto Veera’s upturned face. The dressing maid moaned with amusement, tongue buried in Momo’s cunt, feeling the priestess cumming.
			

			
				Momo thrust her hips in those last moment. Ecstasy rippled up from her core and made her entire body convulse. Her milky tits bounced and drizzled milk onto Veera as the dressing maid knelt between Momo’s shuddering thighs. 
			

			
				The pleasure gripped her for what seemed like hours, perhaps days, and then, briefly exhausted, Momo slid from the edge of the tub and collapsed to her knees. Veera held her and kissed her. Stroking Momo’s back and sharing the sweetness of Momo’s cunt on her tongue. 
			

			
				“Th-thank you,” gasped the priestess. “Such a… such a glorious feeling. It could not be a sin.”
			

			
				“Whatever you need to tell yourself,” chuckled Veera. “There’s nothing wrong with a good morning cum.” Veera pressed her lips to Momo’s ear and whispered, “Now, let’s get some of your milk into a bottle.”
			

			
				“Yes.” Momo nodded weakly. Sat up. “Yes, follow me to my room.”
			

			
				Veera dressed as she helped Momo into her dressing robe. Veera followed the top heavy priestess through the corridor and to her bedchamber on the second floor. The castle was beginning to wake up by that point, with maids and footmen bustling about and casting surprised glances at Veera and Momo. This was Veera’s fault. As she had helped Momo dress, she had intentionally left one of Momo’s brown areolas almost fully exposed. The footmen goggled at this tempting sight. The maids scowled with disgust or blushed with mutual embarrassment. Veera laughed at each reaction, amused by her little game as Momo continued in ignorance.
			

			
				“Here we are,” said Momo, outside the door to her room. “It will only take a moment for me to assemble the consecrated stand.”
			

			
				“What’s that?” asked Veera, following Momo into the small, stuffy bedchamber.
			

			
				“Whether nursing a patient or storing milk, the act of milking is a sacred and very particular act,” said Momo, opening a long lockbox and taking out a framework of lacquered red dowels. “The blessed milking stand was carved by priests. It is the only acceptable way to prepare the holy milk for storage.”
			

			
				“Ah, I see,” said Veera, sitting on the windowsill and watching curiously as Momo began to assemble the blessed milking stand.
			

			
				She erected the scaffold of dowels first. These provided the structure for a narrow bench with a slightly tapered middle almost like an hourglass. At one end of this bench, Momo fitted a carved crosspiece with double “U” slots clearly meant to support the priestess’ massive breasts. Mom removed her dressing gown and straddled the narrow part of the bench. She leaned forward over the long bench and draped her breasts into the “U” slots of the crosspiece. The entire structure supported Momo’s weight and freed her hands to reach beneath and gather up the dangling softness of her breasts. 
			

			
				Veera had to admit, this apparatus and Momo’s pose looked quite lovely in a sadomasochistic way. She could imagine spanking the plush bottom of the priestess as she lay atop her back and tortured her dangling tits.
			

			
				“Bring me the vessel you wish to fill,” said Momo. 
			

			
				“Ah, right,” said Veera, snapping out of her fantasy of toying with Momo. She took the small glass vial from her apron pocket and removed the stopper. The mouth was a little small for Momo’s fat brown nipples, requiring Veera to hold the bottle steady beneath Momo’s dangling right breast. The priestess began to softly intone a prayer and squeezed and expressed the milk from her laden teat. Milk spurted out, most of it going into the bottle, but a fair bit spraying over Veera’s fingers. 
			

			
				“Let me know when it fills,” gasped Momo. 
			

			
				Veera watched with delight, admiring the dedication of the priestess and the sloppy loveliness of Momo’s gushing milk. She let the bottle fill completely before telling Momo, “That’s enough.”
			

			
				“I hope there will be enough for Caldric,” murmured Momo, hefting her other breast.
			

			
				“Gods, the size of those things? You could feed a brigade.” Veera leaned down and planted a kiss on Momo’s cheek. “Thanks for the help, Momo. I’ll go see that little wizard and we’ll get started on a cure for Caldric’s wound.”
			

			
				“I am honored to help,” said Momo. “If there is anything else I can—”
			

			
				Veera planted a deep kiss on Momo’s lips. She whispered, “Don’t worry, Momo, I’ll let you know when I need you. Whatever the reason.”
			

			
				Momo moaned with desire, completely under the spell of the dressing maid. Veera gave Momo’s plump bottom a good hard smack. The priestess whimpered in pain and the blow left a red handprint on her jiggling buttock.
			

			
				“See you later,” laughed Veera, leaving Momo bent over her milking stand.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana’s Naughty Ride
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana had breakfast alone in the small dining room facing the misty mountains through leaded panes as high as the dark ceiling. The gold of dawn had faded and was muted by the fog coming off the green mountainsides. The biscuits were warm at least. The butter melting into the crevasses and the jam of uduberry sweet and sticky. The tea was good too. Fine cooks in this castle.
			

			
				She felt tired, having slept poorly next to Caldric in his sick bed in the infirmary. She had been awakened by that huge-breasted nurse and had excused herself rather than watch her beloved Caldric suckle from that woman’s milk. It made her think of Caldric as a pitiful little infant. Hardly a man at all. Hardly a man like that big-handed knight who had groped her and kissed her in his study. Had he truly promised to marry her?
			

			
				“Well, hello, my lady,” said a vaguely familiar voice behind Faylana. The speaker stepped around beside her and she recalled his face, handsome, strong jawed, with oiled brown hair parted neatly, a thin mustache, and long mutton chops that suited his lean face. His green eyes sparkled. He looked very dashing in his riding boots, white breeches, and red tunic with gold epaulettes. The uniform of the Lucan Horseguard. 
			

			
				“I’m sorry,” said Faylana, wiping her lips with a napkin. “I recognize you, but I met so many last night I cannot recall your name.”
			

			
				“Pel,” said the man. “Pel Gryphon. Captain of the Horseguard.” 
			

			
				He took Faylana’s hand and kissed her fingers. It was a gentlemanly gesture and he executed casually. She felt a flutter in her tummy gazing up into his eyes.
			

			
				“Pel,” she said. “I remember. I watched you fighting at the abbey.”
			

			
				“Yes, we acquitted ourselves well, I should say.” Pel smiled. “I, of course, recall you, my lady. Faylana Pyuur. From the Sylvan Enclave. Not many elves make it to Boar’s Rock and we are worse off for it. It is an honor to reacquaint myself with you.”
			

			
				“The honor is mine,” she said, almost breathless in her appreciation of him. “Where are you off to on this fine day, captain?”
			

			
				“Call me Pel, please, my lady,” he said. “I will be conducting a review of some of my men and then going for a ride in the mountains.”
			

			
				“The eastern pass?” asked Faylana, recalling something Ser Godrick had mentioned the night before.
			

			
				“Ah, well, no, actually,” said Pel. “The eastern pass is quite treacherous this time of year. No, we shall be riding up Old Pike to a hunting cabin in the woods there. A little lodge we keep for the Horseguard. A private celebration of our victory. Something quiet, you know. Just myself and a few other officers.”
			

			
				“Oh, it sounds lovely,” she said. 
			

			
				“It is!” Pel’s eyes sparkled. “Would you like to join us?”
			

			
				“At the cabin?” 
			

			
				“For a ride,” he said. “It will be a pleasant ride up Old Pike, I promise. The muddy season is over and it should be easy going. There is a waterfall nearby the cabin. You can go for a swim if you’d like. My men would be heartened to see you there, I’m sure.”
			

			
				“Well, that does sound nice,” said Faylana, blushing as she pictured this dashing officer riding atop his charger. “Perhaps… perhaps some fresh mountain air and a ride would do me well.”
			

			
				“It’s settled then,” said Pel, taking her hands. “Finish your breakfast. I will have our best horse picked out for you. An easy rider. I can have breeches and a jacket laid out for you at the stable or you could ride side saddle as you are, if you’d like.”
			

			
				“Breeches and a jacket would be lovely,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“Then I shall see you at the stable,” said Pel, kissing her hand once more and giving her grin. “It will be a rousing good time up there. You will not regret it!”
			

			
				Faylana admired Pel as he departed the small dining room. His strides so upright and confident. His long saber at his hip.
			

			
				Faylana had a quick bath after breakfast. She dressed in a simple shift with leggings and headed out to the stable. She could hear the cavalry exercising outside the castle walls. Pel’s voice was clear and authoritative. Each time he shouted for a formation it sent a little quiver of desire up Faylana’s thigh. She was blushing by the time she arrived in the stable. 
			

			
				It was a huge stable, though mostly empty with the Horseguard doing drills. A squire in a chain shirt and red tabard with a boar’s head crest met her near the door. He was fair haired and handsome in the shy, gangly way of a youth just grown to manhood. He could hardly meet Faylana’s gaze.
			

			
				“Um, yes, you must be Faylana,” he said. 
			

			
				“That’s right,” she said, offering the lad her hand. He took it as if surprised by it. He almost lifted it and kissed it, then thought better and simply shook it. Faylana giggled and asked, “Who are you, young man?”
			

			
				“Andrei Turros, my lady,” said the squire, bowing deeply.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, of course! I met you at the celebration last night. You stood as an honor guard behind Ser Godrick’s chair. Such a handsome young man!”
			

			
				“Yes, my lady,” said Andrei, blushing at the compliment and bowing again. “Captain Gryphon asked me to fetch you some breeches, riding boots, a tunic and jacket. I do not, um, normally dress ladies such as yourself, so I asked Veera for some help. She said she knew your size.”
			

			
				It was Faylana’s turn to blush a little as she recalled the way Veera had handled her during her fitting for the gown she had worn to the party. 
			

			
				“Through here, miss,” said Andrei. 
			

			
				The young squire led Faylana through the barn, past stall after stall with the faint scent of animals. The stable boys did a good job of keeping the barn mucked out. Andrei brought her to the final stall in the line. Fresh straw had been spread over an unused stall. It was remarkably clean and comfortable. 
			

			
				“It has never been used for the horses,” promised Andrei. “Here you are, miss.”
			

			
				Andrei gestured to a small collapsible table. There was pile of neatly folded clothing, a crimson velvet hunting jacket, and a pair of expensive-looking boots in calf-high leather. 
			

			
				“Oh, my, what a lovely selection,” said Faylana, approaching the table.
			

			
				“Yes, if you have any problem with the fit, do let me know,” said Andrei. “I shall be just outside. I can fetch Veera and…”
			

			
				Andrei’s words trailed off as Faylana shamelessly lifted her shift dress over her head. The squire’s eyes went wide as he saw the elf’s bare back and her peachy bottom covered only by her leggings. His mouth hung open as Faylana proceeded to remove her boots and strip off the leggings. She bent forward as she did and revealed the perfect globes of her creamy backside, the toned backs of her thighs, the golden thatch of her cunt, and even, twice as she bent low to slip the leggings off each foot, the pale pink knot of her anus. 
			

			
				“My… my lady…”
			

			
				Faylana turned, stark naked, her plentiful breasts swinging as she moved. Her nipples puffy but stiffening in the slight chill of the morning air. She realized Andrei was standing there, beet red, embarrassed and unable to look away from her naked body. He looked as if he might faint.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmyyyyyy…” 
			

			
				His eyes rolled up and he begin to sway unsteadily. Faylana rushed forward and caught him in her arms just as he began to fall backwards. Her gentle arms encircled him. His face was pressed against the warm mounds of her bosom. His eyes widened again as he came around and awakened to who was holding him and how she was completely naked.
			

			
				“My lady,” he gasped, trying to stand up.
			

			
				“Shhhhh, be calm, Andrei,” she soothed him and helped him to stand upright. “I must apologize. I forget myself. I am an elf and we are unashamed of nudity.”
			

			
				He could not meet her eyes and yet his gaze was drawn to the luscious curves of Faylana’s body. His cheeks burned deep crimson. 
			

			
				“I am sorry too, my lady,” he said. “I should have departed when… when…”
			

			
				“Nonsense,” she said, moving back to the table as he watched her bottom and swaying hips. “You are an adult. A young gentleman. You must have seen a woman before.”
			

			
				She chose the delicate white tunic from the table and held it up. The sunlight coming through the high window of the paddock door beamed through the fabric and made it sheer. 
			

			
				“Never,” he admitted. “I have certainly never seen a woman in such… such completeness.”
			

			
				“Never?” Faylana laughed and looked back at him over her shoulder. “How have you made love to a woman with out seeing her body? Were you clothed when…” She stopped herself as she saw the embarrassment on his face. The way he looked at his boots. “Oh, Andrei, you’ve never… you haven’t been with a lady, have you?”
			

			
				“No, miss,” he muttered, nearly in tears with embarrassment. “There was a lady, a maid, but I… it ended before… and she… she laughed at me and told the other maids that I couldn’t… that I… that when it came time to prove myself I was, ah, quick to the charge.”
			

			
				“Oh, Andrei, I’m so sorry,” said Faylana, feeling like a villain. She hurried back to the poor boy and embraced him, pulling his face into her cleavage. Her arms tight around him. Her body pressing against him. Against the bulge in his trousers. Feeling the dampness beginning to soak through his pants.
			

			
				Andrei let out a helpless cry, tried to push Faylana away from him, but it was too late. His cock surged in his trousers, stimulated only by the slickness of his copious precum and the pressure of Faylana’s leg against his trembling length. He moaned hotly against her breasts, his push turning to a squeeze of her ample hips as he exploded forcefully into his pants. He filled his undershorts with cum, shaking and panting desperately as Faylana held him.
			

			
				The beautiful, naked elf suspected what had just transpired. She heard the ragged sigh of Andrei’s release and felt the warm wetness spreading at the front of his trousers. 
			

			
				“Forgive me, my lady,” moaned Andrei, finally prying himself loose from her embrace. He backed away from her, his tan trousers dark and glistening wetly over his groin. “I shall go and, ah, leave you to it.”
			

			
				Faylana fought back an amused expression. She showed only sympathy as she followed him, still stark naked, out into the bran. 
			

			
				“Wait, please, Andrei,” she called. 
			

			
				He stopped, his back to her. Hands covering his shameful release. He dare not look in her direction lest his quivering and still hard cock somehow explode a second time. He tensed as she approached him and placed a gentle hand upon his shoulder.
			

			
				“It can be helped, Andrei,” she said. “You can learn to control yourself. Let me teach you.”
			

			
				His eyes widened with disbelief.
			

			
				“Miss? What do you mean?” He stammered.
			

			
				“I will come to visit you, Andrei,” she said. “In your room. Where do you sleep?”
			

			
				“The third floor, miss,” he said. “My room is two doors from Ser Godrick’s. On the other side of the corridor. But it is hardly more than a broom closet. Not fit for a lady to visit. Please.”
			

			
				“Shhhhh,” she said and stroked the back of his neck in a way that sent chills down his arms. “I will come to you in your room. We will work on your problem. After the pain I have caused you today, it would be my pleasure to help you.”
			

			
				He was terrified of what she was saying and yet a part of him wanted to sing with joy. A beautiful elf in his room? It was greater than his wildest fantasy. Becca, the scullery maid, with her pudgy face wouldn’t believe him if he told her.
			

			
				He muttered something between a thank you and a curse and he fled from Faylana. She watched him go a moment longer, amused by his adorable shyness, but also sympathetic to the boy’s plight. After all, what good was a man if he could not properly pleasure a woman with his cock? Her mood darkened as she remembered poor Caldric, lame in the infirmary, just as unable to give her what she needed as a boy with a hair-trigger like Andrei Turros. 
			

			
				There were some stableboys entering the far side of the barn, their lean figures and pitchforks silhouetted by the morning sun. Faylana did not want to tempt them with her body, so she ducked back into the stall. 
			

			
				The clothing Veera had chosen for her was perfectly fitted to her figure. The tunic was ruffled over her bust, adding a feminine touch that looked fetching with the crimson hunting jacket. The breeches were very luxurious, cream colored, with patches of inner knee and thigh reinforcement made of soft suede. The boots were beyond lovely. Master crafted and finished with gold clasps. They were so comfortable and soft they felt almost like stockings on her feet. 
			

			
				“I am glad everything fits,” said Pel Gryphon, leaning on the doorway of the stall.
			

			
				His eyes admired her without ogling her. She felt appreciated by the look and his sly smile. She turned for him, holding her arms out so he could admire her a bit more. She realized that her jacket matched the color of Pel’s cavalry jacket. It made her feel like she had been invited to join the unit.
			

			
				“I’m glad you like it. But what of my steed, captain?” she asked, pretending to command him with her tone.
			

			
				“Whisper is all tacked up and ready,” he said, taking her hand and kissing it. “I’ve had one of the boys exercising her in the yard. Come.”
			

			
				Whisper was a storm gray mare with a long white mane done in neat braids. Pel helped her onto the large horse and she immediately felt confident in the horse’s saddle. Whisper responded to the slightest tug on the reins and the least pressure of Faylana’s heel on the mare’s muscular flanks.
			

			
				“You look at home in the saddle,” said Pel, climbing into the saddle of his white charger. “Ready for a ride up Old Pike Mountain?”
			

			
				“Yes, I think I am,” she said, squinting at the morning sun as she looked at the long line of mountains. “Which is it?”
			

			
				“The one that looks like the fish,” laughed Pel, clicking his tongue and wheeling his charger around. “Try to keep up, my lady!” 
			

			
				He kicked at his charger’s sides and let out a “Yah!” and the horse took off at a canter. The stableboy at the gate barely had a chance to get it open in time. Faylana felt her heart swell at the sight of the dashing horseman riding so stylishly away. 
			

			
				“Yah!” she said, imitating Pel. 
			

			
				Whisper took off after Pel and his charger. The race had begun.
			

			
				Pel drove his charger hard, but never allowed much distance to widen between his horse and Faylana’s. She kept after him, almost catching up to him several times as she pursued him out of Bramsch and up the winding northern pass. The mountains loomed around them at times, dark and imposing as they followed worn tracks that curled around the mountainside. 
			

			
				Old Pike was steep and one of the tallest of the mountains. The view became more and more awe-inspiring with each turn in the pass. The course opening up as they went higher. Riding onto sunlit roads that were colder in the high mountains. Faylana was glad for the jacket and the warmth of the horse beneath her. Faylana’s long blonde hair was tied back, but sailed behind her like a golden pennant during burst of galloping speed. The heat and motion of the horse excited her. The animal strength pressing against her loins. Stirring deep, almost primordial desires. 
			

			
				The road passed beneath a roaring waterfall. Pel was waiting for her in the shadow beneath it. The thundering of the water too loud for conversation. She drew alongside him. He took her hand, marveling with her at the roof of roaring water arcing over their heads. She tried to shout a question to him about flooding the road. He shook his head and leaned closer as if to listen. She leaned towards him.
			

			
				Pel caught her cheek in his gloved hand and pressed a kiss to Faylana’s lips. A very long kiss, though a gentlemanly one in so much as a stolen kiss could be gentlemanly. Her heart pounded. Her tummy tumbled. He drew back and smiled. Her lashes fluttered and she felt the heat in her cheeks. She returned his smile. 
			

			
				He drove his heels into the flanks of his charger and rode off, out from under the waterfall and around the curve in the road. Faylana remained there a moment longer, in that surreal chapel of romantic desire, Whisper shifting its hooves impatiently beneath her.
			

			
				“Goddess, forgive me,” she said into the roar of the waterfall, and resumed the chase with eagerness.
			

			
				Faylana’s mind was filled with romantic notions and swirls of guilt at the affection she felt for Pel Gryphon. Caldric had not forbid her from being with anyone other than Ser Godrick, so she considered a dalliance with Pel to be permitted, but there was still some guilt. She knew such guilt was a human construction. In her heart, it was perfectly fine to feel fondness for a handsome man and to let him kiss her and to do much more than that.
			

			
				But a romantic escape was not what Captain Pel Gryphon had in mind for Faylana. They arrived at the cabin on the upper reaches of Old Pike and found two brown chargers already grazing outside. A fire burning in the chimney. A pair of boots on the cabin’s small porch. 
			

			
				“I hope you don’t mind,” said Pel, helping Faylana off Whisper’s back. “I invited Lieutenant Davros and Lieutenant Sporfeld to join us. They both received medals of valor for the battle at the abbey. I thought you might want to thank them.”
			

			
				“Thank them?” she said, feeling unmoored as Pel led her through the cabin door.
			

			
				“Thank the three of us,” he said, closing the door behind them.
			

			
				“Oh,” was all she could reply as she saw Davros and Sporfeld leering at her with lust in their eyes. 
			

			
				Pel had not brought her to the cabin for a romantic getaway, she realized. He had invited her as the guest of honor at an orgy. Her expectations shifted. Her mood changed. But Faylana smiled at the two men. 
			

			
				“You tricked me, Pel,” she said, eyeing Davros and Sporfeld. “I thought this would be a party for gentlemen. But I see I will be spending the afternoon with three cads.”
			

			
				Pel laughed and the other two chuckled. 
			

			
				Lieutenant Davros was short, bald, stocky and swarthy. Handsome after a fashion, dangerous looking, and with several ugly scars on one side of his face. He wore his cavalry jacket unbuttoned to his tunic and held a large wooden cup that was no doubt filled with brandy. Beside him, Lieutenant Sporfeld was a pale whisp of a man. He was still buttoned up, though drinking, and he had a cruel look in his pale blue eyes. His hair was oiled and neatly parted, his facial hair in a sparse goatee that failed to hide his receding chin. His smile revealed several gold teeth, so he was a man of wealth if not good dental hygiene.
			

			
				Neither man could hold a candle to Pel Gryphon’s good looks. The dashing captain had already taken off his jacket and hung it over the back of a chair by the fire. He sat down and began to remove his boots. 
			

			
				“Would you like a drink?” he asked. “One of you fill a cup for her.”
			

			
				Davros brought a cup filled nearly to the brim with strong-smelling brandy. He gave it to Faylana and looked her over like he was eyeing a strange animal at a zoo.
			

			
				“Sorry, miss,” he said. “Never seen an elf before. Heard your kind was tough though. Gave it to them Heimsvak armies back in the day.”
			

			
				“We lost that war,” noted Faylana, sipping the brandy. 
			

			
				“Numbers,” said Sporfeld. “Your troops were better. Particularly your archers. And King Gontholyn had three-to-one spell casters over Heimsvak. Plus the Deep Elves—”
			

			
				“Were treacherous,” said Faylana, recalling her history teachings as a girl. 
			

			
				“They had their own agenda,” said Sporfeld. “But you couldn’t match the sheer numbers of the humans. No great battle plan, just pure numbers. Heimsvak could have run Gontholyn’s archers out of a—”
			

			
				“Enough of that,” said Pel, sipping his own brandy. “Apologies, Faylana. Lieutenant Sporfeld has a fascination with history. Most unbecoming of a cavalry officer.”
			

			
				“Those who don’t learn from history are doomed to repeat it,” said Sporfeld.
			

			
				“Yes, yes, cheers to that,” said Pel, raising his cup for a casual toast. He gulped down his brandy. Faylana toasted with him and swallowed hard, feeling the brandy hot in her tummy. 
			

			
				She was nervous about these three men, but excited by the idea of what they had in store for her. Three men at once? She would feel like one of those prisoners in the goblin cave. Her holes filled. Her body quivering. She wanted to laugh at the thought of it. Only with real human men and not little goblin cocks. 
			

			
				She finished her drink as the three men eyed her expectantly.
			

			
				“Well,” she said, setting her cup aside. “Shall we get started?”
			

			
				“I’ll be going first,” said Pel, starting to unbutton his tunic.
			

			
				“Oh, no,” said Faylana. “You either draw lots or it’s all at once.”
			

			
				Davros and Sporfeld exchanged a grin. Pel’s cheeks reddened, but he could not argue the point without revealing himself as something far less than a gentleman. 
			

			
				“Alright then, Faylana,” he said, his smile returning. “We’ll do it your way.”
			

			
				Pel helped her to undress, his hands skillful compared to Davros and Sporfeld as they crowded around. Faylana shrugged out of her jacket and felt Pel reaching around her to unbutton the tunic. She leaned over and planted a kiss on Davros. Tongue to tongue, hot and urgent, pulling back as the man groaned with lust. She turned to Sporfeld and kissed him as well. He was ready for it and he stroked her cheek as he replied with his hungry tongue. 
			

			
				“Oh, my,” laughed Faylana. “You’re quite the kisser, Sporfeld. Perhaps—Mmmphhhh!”
			

			
				He kissed her again as Davros opened the front of Faylana’s tunic and began to fondle her breasts. Pel chuckled as he moved behind Faylana, reaching around her to unbutton her breeches and then peeling the cream-colored fabric from the firm peach of her bottom. 
			

			
				“That’s a fine one,” he murmured to himself, running his hands from her hips to her ass and down the back of Faylana’s thighs. He opened the clasps for her boots and she stepped out of them as her kiss with Sporfeld intensified. Davros was bulling his way between them, grabbing her tits, grunting and kissing them. Sucking at her left breasts and keep his hand on her right. 
			

			
				Despite her initial displeasure at being lured out here by Pel, she quickly yielded to her body’s desires. She groped for both cocks. Worked open Sporfeld’s trousers as Davros helped her with his own. She soon held one man in each hand. Sporfeld was disappointingly small, but hard as steel and unusually warm in her hand. Davros was stubby and thick. His cock practically dripped with his precum. He fucked against her fingers as she sucked at Faylana’s tits.
			

			
				She had one knee on a padded chair, the other leg standing up straight as Pel tilted her hips with his hands. A moment later, she felt him rubbing at her aching cunt. She spared a glance back and was not disappointed by what she saw. Pel’s cock was long, slender, and slightly curved upwards as it jutted from his chiseled abdomen. It was rather surprisingly hairless with only the slightest hint of stubble. 
			

			
				Then Pel hilted his cock inside her from behind, rocking her forward and into the arms of his comrades. Faylana cried out, her mouth falling open. Sporfeld and Davros took the fullest possible liberties with her from the front, kissing and licking and sucking at her as Pel took her from behind. She did her best to stroke their cocks. Sporfeld seemed indifferent to her touch, while Davros feverishly humped against her fingers.
			

			
				“Goddess,” she panted, struck by the overwhelming pleasure. Pel’s cock was incredible. The upward curve of it caused it to hit a peculiarly pleasurable spot inside her with every stroke. Each thrust sent a hot ripple of ecstasy through her core. One that reached up to the pulsating pleasure in her nipples each time they were pinched or sucked by Davros. She whine with her building ecstasy against Sporfeld’s hungry kiss. “Yes! Ohhhh, fuck me! Bury your saber inside me!”
			

			
				“That’s right,” laughed Pel, vigorously pounding his cock into Faylan’s clutching elf cunt. “I knew you’d be game for a proper seeing to. By Arsenus, that’s a tight one. I’ll bet Caldric couldn’t even stretch you a bit.”
			

			
				“Oh, no, his is bigger,” she laughed, which earned a chuckle from Davros. Caldric’s cock wasn’t quite so long as Pel’s, but it was more substantial.
			

			
				“Bet he doesn’t fuck like me,” snarled Pel, his pride stung.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, no, maybe not,” moaned Faylana, pushing her bottom flush against his hips and taking every bit of his cock to her quivering core. Pel held Faylana by her slender waist, sawing his curved cock in and out of her cunt and grunting with the effort of it. His grip tightened. He groaned with pleasure.
			

			
				Faylana’s cries in answer were muffled by Sporfeld’s greedy kiss. She felt the captain’s cock throbbing inside her and the warm rush of his seed as he began to cum. It lubed her properly and soon her thighs were damp with his dripping spunk. Pel drew his cock from her creamy folds and groaned as he staggered back.
			

			
				“Next man,” he panted. 
			

			
				“Right then, that’s me,” said Davros. “Her fingers have me fit to burst.”
			

			
				Faylana moved to a rug beside the fireplace, going down to her hands and knees as Davros knelt behind her. He eased his cock into her creamy pussy, grunting as he hilted inside her. Pel, bare-bottomed and with his cock dangling, sauntered over to the table to pour himself a drink and catch his breath. Sporfeld stood by her face, wagging his smallish cock and rubbing it against her cheek. She moaned and took it into her mouth, sucking it nearly to the back of her throat as Davros began to rut into her cum-filled cunt.
			

			
				“Heaven,” groaned the swarthy cavalryman. “Ohhhh. So hot and tight and slippery.”
			

			
				“That’s my seed,” chuckled Pel, toasting his cup towards Davros.
			

			
				“Whatever,” grunted Davros, smacking his rough hand on Faylana’s ass.
			

			
				“Mmm!” she moaned around Sporfeld’s cock.
			

			
				“Careful, you oaf,” grunted Sporfeld, she might bite my prick off.
			

			
				“Who’d notice?” laughed Davros, plugging even harder into Faylana’s drenched socket. 
			

			
				Faylana was lost to the animal pleasure of what was happening. She pushed back against Davros’ fat cock and sucked wantonly, not to mention sloppily, on Sporfeld. Pleasure surged through her, taking her to the brink, but denying her ecstasy as Davros exploded quickly into her frothing cunt. She felt the hot surge of his cum, but it was not enough to trigger her own orgasm. He thrust hard, rocking her forward, emptying his balls with a final, satisfied stroke.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, that’s good,” he grunted. “Better cunt than you’ll find at the Pink Tulip.”
			

			
				“I’ll drink to that,” agreed Pel.
			

			
				“Alright, you thick idiot,” said Sporfeld, dragging his cock from Faylana’s mouth with a wet pop. “Move aside. It’s my turn. In fact, elfy, roll over. I’ll have you face-to-face so I can taste those lips.”
			

			
				“Just wants a taste of his own cock,” laughed Davros, hitching up his trousers and staggering over to sit and drink with Pel. Faylana was on her back as the two men watched and joked. Sporfeld atop her, between her parted thighs, kissing her and covering her lovely body with his tanned, lanky physique. 
			

			
				Faylana knew this man would never make her cum. His weak thrusts. His small cock. His smothering kisses and sweaty body. But it wasn’t unpleasant. There was something exciting to her about the neediness of his intimacy. The way he stroked her and kissed her. Like he loved her. Or like he wanted to be loved. 
			

			
				She moaned against his lips and wrapped her legs around him, her body aching for his cock to be bigger. His thrusts moved faster. His moaning breaths becoming almost whines of pleasure. His breath hot against hers. His tongue scarcely leaving her mouth as his cock worked like a piston into her creamy cunt. 
			

			
				His entire body stiffened and he howled with pleasure. His cock twitched inside Faylana and she felt a fresh, hot flood of cum into her filthy cunt. It overflowed. It drenched the crack of her ass an the rug beneath her. 
			

			
				Sporfeld’s weight lifted and he climbed away from her. Staggered back to a chair with red knobbly knees. Davros passed him a drink and gave him a clap on the shoulder. 
			

			
				All three men regarded Faylana by the fire, her naked body colored red by the fire. Thighs quivering. Plump tits heaving. Cum and the froth of more cum dripping from her flushed cunt. She lifted her head, sweat glistening on her face.
			

			
				“One of you brink me a drink at least,” she said. 
			

			
				“Of course, my dear,” said Pel, his cock stiff again and bouncing with each step he took as he brought a cup of brandy over to Faylana.
			

			
				She stared at him, her eyes still hot with lust as she drained the cup. Tossed it aside. Reached for his cock.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, my!” laughed the cavalry captain as Faylana began to eagerly suck him. She bobbed her head, her tailed hair bouncing as her lips slid over his slender cock. She took him deep, into her throat, and he groaned with pleasure, hands on her head as he held her there. Her throat muscles worked around his cock. Her eyes looked up at him through welling tears. “Gods, she still wants.”
			

			
				“Give it to her again,” said Davros.
			

			
				“Mmmmmphh!” complained Faylana, struggling to breathe. 
			

			
				Pel let her up for air and she gasped and choked, her hand holding the root of his cock to keep him from trying to slide back into her mouth.
			

			
				“He’s right,” she croaked. “I need to cum. You’ve all had your fun, but you’ve left me aching for it.”
			

			
				“That sounds downright ungentlemanly of us,” said Pel. “Right, lads? Another go?”
			

			
				“Be a while for me,” said Sporfeld, his fingers toying with his limp cock.
			

			
				The moment Faylana released Pel’s cock, he guided her mouth back to it, pushing her head down until her nose brushed his shorn groin and her tongue tasted his bollocks. The salty taste of his cum stung in her throat and she choked around him as her tears began to flow down her cheeks. 
			

			
				“Good girl,” laughed Pel. “Now I shall grant your wish.”
			

			
				He drew his long, slender cock from her throat like a man drawing his saber for battle. Strands of saliva connected Faylana to his red length for a moment longer, then he stepped back and the spit was left dripping from her chin. She gasped and looked up at Pel. He smiled, charming, his cock nearly slapping her face. He pushed her onto her back on the rug and climbed atop her. Not like a beast, not like Sporfeld, but like a lover. Kissing her and caressing her breast. Moving between her parted thighs and thrusting his curved length into the drenched cove of her cunt.
			

			
				“Oh, you’ve been at a canter,” groaned Pel, squeezing her tits as he began to pound his cock into her frothy cunt. He hilted inside her with each stroke and the perfect curvature of his cock rubbed against that spot inside Faylana, driving her closer and closer to the brink of the ecstasy she was desperately seeking. 
			

			
				“Yes!” she cried. “Oh, yes! I can feel it!”
			

			
				He pushed her legs back and went even deeper into her creamy cunt with each stroke. Her feet were in the air. Her knees pressed almost to her heaving breasts. Her soft lips formed into an “O” of pleasure as she let out a wordless cry. The musk of the cum was thick in the air. The heat building by the instant, permeating her core, hotter and hotter. 
			

			
				“OOOOooooOOOOOooo!” she crooned, clawing at Pel’s muscular shoulders. 
			

			
				The handsome cavalryman drove home one last charge and pleasure rose from within her like a great leviathan surging from the depths. Her core convulsed and her creamy walls clutched at Pel’s thrusting cock. Faylana howled with her ecstasy. She left trails of red from her fingernails down Pel’s tensing shoulders. 
			

			
				“Ah! You wildcat!” cried Pel, the runnels stinging down his back. But he was compelled by her clutching ecstasy to reach his own orgasm. He hilted again into the spasming depths of her cunt and erupted. His cum pulsing from the length of his cock and gushing against Faylana’s womb. For a momentary infinity, they were united in pleasure. Then both climaxes wilted and they were left gasping, sweaty, and smeared with yet more cum.
			

			
				“Brandy,” croaked Pel, disengaging from Faylana at last and rolling beside her. 
			

			
				“Ooohhhhh,” moaned Faylana, her tits rising and falling with her shuddering gulps of air, a hand on her sweat-slick tummy. Her cunt sore from all the fucking, but her desire at last quenched. 
			

			
				Davros brought them cups of brandy and Sporfeld lit up fat cigars that he passed around to them, even one for Faylana. She propped herself beside the fire, smoking and drizzling ash on her bare breasts. Puffing out whiskey-scented clouds of blue smoke. She blew a ring and glanced over at the cavalrymen. They laughed and clapped at her. 
			

			
				“Not many ladies could do that,” admitted Pel. 
			

			
				“I’m an elf, not a lady,” said Faylana, feeling the warmth of the brandy and the dizzying smoke from the cigar. 
			

			
				“Better than a lady,” said Davros, raising his cup in a toast. “To elves!”
			

			
				“To elves!” they cheered and Faylana drained her cup with them.
			

			
				“I thought Ser Godrick had his claws into you after that first night,” said Pel, rolling onto his side to admire Faylana. He set his brandy aside and idly toyed with her warm, puffy nipple and pink areola. “But then I heard you went back to the infirmary and Godrick was furious. Well done.”
			

			
				“Don’t you like Godrick?” Faylana was surprised to hear the captain speak in this way about his lord.
			

			
				“Oh, sure, he’s a laugh, right?” Pel and the others exchanged a glance and a chuckle. “Drinking, whoring, and dreaming of revolt. But we’d be the vanguard in his revolt and we’d have our heads on pikes after it failed.”
			

			
				Faylana felt oddly offended by the way they laughed and talked about Ser Godrick. The man had been overbearing, to be sure, but he was Tavek’s friend. And he had such a tragic story about his lover. 
			

			
				Seeking to change the subject, Faylana asked them, “What about this cabin? What is this place for?”
			

			
				“Enjoying the mountain air,” offered Sporfeld.
			

			
				“Bringing the wives of noblemen,” said Pel.
			

			
				“Hunting,” said Davros.
			

			
				“Like I said,” chuckled Pel. 
			

			
				“What do you hunt?” asked Faylana.
			

			
				“Oh, you know, just about everything,” said Davros. “Mountain goats, some elk, bears. Anything you want except for boars.”
			

			
				“Right, the boars,” said Pel, rolling his eyes. “Lord Pig doesn’t allow hunting of boars. Supposedly there is a big red one that lives in the mountains and it’s his family’s blessed idol. If you see, it’s supposed to be good luck. I don’t think it exists.”
			

			
				“I’ve seen it,” said Davros, lowering his voice. “Creeping through forest, I come to a stream and decided to had a drink. It was night and the full moon was out. I put my face down to drink some water and there he was, standing on t’other side of the stream, his snout down in the water. Tusks as big as daggers. Eyes as red as his mane and mean as a devil. He woulda charged across the water and gored me, but it was after rains and I hoped the water was too high, even for a great beast like him. It gave him pause. I could see he was thinking about it though.”
			

			
				“What did you do?” asked Faylana, feeling the tension of the moment.
			

			
				“Shit his pants,” suggested Pel.
			

			
				“Fired off my powder gun,” said Davros. “Sound of it sent him running.”
			

			
				“Oh, my!” said Faylana, sitting up more. For a moment, all three men focused on the shifting weight of her breasts. Davros licked his lips. Sporfeld rubbed his cock. Pel reached out and squeezed one of her breasts. Grunted. 
			

			
				“You know, you should leave that sick dog in the infirmary,” said Pel, his words a bit thick with the brandy. “Caldric, wasn’t it? Forget about him. A man who has had a spear in his belly will never be the same.”
			

			
				“We could take care of you,” suggested Davros. 
			

			
				“I could take care of her,” growled Pel, glancing at the other men. “Better than that loser.”
			

			
				Faylana was incensed. First the way they spoke of Ser Godrick and then the way they had told her to leave Caldric and called him a loser. She tossed her cigar into the fire and stood up.
			

			
				“I will not hear of it! I was lured here and we had fun, but I will be leaving now. Where are my clothes?” 
			

			
				Sporfeld gestured to a messy pile near the door. 
			

			
				“Faylana, come on now,” said Pel, standing and grabbing her wrist. “Come now, we are only getting started. We’re just having a few laughs, right, gents?”
			

			
				“That’s right,” agreed Davros, rising from his chair.
			

			
				“A chuckle,” said Sporfeld, standing.
			

			
				“I am leaving,” said Faylana, pulling away from Pel and grabbing her clothes under one arm. Pel grabbed for her again. She shook him off, growing furious. “Do not touch me.”
			

			
				“Let’s have another bout,” said Pel. “You’ll forget your temper.”
			

			
				He reached for her hair, his fingers twisting around her loose ponytail. She tried to pull away from him and he tried to pull her towards him and, whether intentional or not, it ended with him pulling her head sideways and her crying out in pain. 
			

			
				“Come on, love,” said Davros, reaching for her breasts. “A bit more fun.”
			

			
				“Yeah, you just need some more cock,” agreed Sporfeld.
			

			
				She cast the first spell that came to mind. Gale of the Ether, it was called. Borto had taught it to her. The words were simple and forceful to match her anger. The spell exploded from her fingertips and everything within the cabin was blow against the far way. Pel, Davros, and Sporfeld were thrown through the air along with a collection of furniture and slammed against the timbers twenty paces away. The gale lasted only a second, but it demolished the cabin’s interior and pinned the three randy horsemen under debris. 
			

			
				“Do not follow!” warned Faylana, escaping from the cabin and pulling on her clothes as best she could as she hurried for her horse. Inside the cabin, the three men groaned in pain. Their pride had been injured worse than their bodies, but it would be a long while before they could crawl out from under all the debris.
			

			
				By then, Faylana would be halfway back to the castle. Back to Caldric.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Schemes of the Pig
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ser Godrick Lucan sat wallowing in the steaming water, his belly just cresting the surface, his hair heavy and damp, his back and his big arms resting against the rim of his whitewashed iron tub. Veera stood behind him. Nude but for the ribbon she wore in her dark hair to hold it up from her shoulders and slender neck. She worked the sponge across the back of Godrick’s shoulders and the knight gave a dull grunt of contentment.
			

			
				“From what I could tell, she was quite cross with Captain Gryphon when she returned from her ride,” said Veera, massaging Godrick’s muscular shoulders. “I doubt she will go riding with him again.”
			

			
				“Just as well that she is too good for him,” chuckled Godrick. “He’s a fair cavalryman. It would be a waste for me to kill him in a duel. What of that other thing you mentioned to me? With the little old wizard?”
			

			
				“Borto,” purred Veera, leaning her breasts against the back of Godrick’s head as she reached around and sponged his hairy chest. “He’s very helpful. He listens to what I want.”
			

			
				“I’m sure he listens to those fat tits,” laughed Godrick, lazily reaching a hand behind his head to squeeze and grope Veera’s soapy mounds. She moaned softly but slid her tits down his back and out of reach. He groaned with faint disappointment as the soft weight of her breasts pulled away and her hands returned to his shoulders. 
			

			
				“He’s a skilled wizard and an amateur alchemist. The poor old fool had no idea the sort of potion I was brewing. He believes I am trying to help his friend and a little kiss here and a whisper there will help him forget any doubts.”
			

			
				“So the potion is ready? Show it to me!” 
			

			
				“Careful with this,” warned Veera.
			

			
				There was a soft rustle of Veera’s discarded dress and then her hand reached around Godrick’s face to show him the vial filled with faintly luminous pink liquid. Godrick took the potion from her and held it up to the lamplight. The colors swirled within the liquid. He could almost feel the magic vibrating inside. He removed the stopper and inhaled the sweet, faintly milky scent. He was so intent on the fluid within that he allowed the vial to slip in his soapy hand. Before he could react, it slid from his grasp. 
			

			
				“Fool!” gasped Veera, catching the vial only a finger’s width above the water. A pink droplet bounced up from the open vial. She tilted the vial’s mouth to deftly catch the drop back inside the vial. Veera let out her breath and lifted the vial to safety. She quickly replaced the stopper.
			

			
				“Gods! Do not speak to me that way!” growled Godrick.
			

			
				“That is the potion in its concentrated form,” said Veera. “One or two drops in your bath might have been enough to transform you until dawn. If the whole vial had spilled into the bath you would be spending your life transformed.”
			

			
				“I can be many things,” said Godrick, turning slowly in the tub to face Veera, “but I cannot imagine becoming a woman.”
			

			
				“I do not think it would suit you, my lord,” said Veera, returning the potion to the pocket of her discarded dress. 
			

			
				“Oh, but that warrior will like it,” chuckled Godrick. “He will forget all about the elf, forget his past and everything else, and perhaps he will become a whore. I can send Pel to visit him at the Pink Tulip.”
			

			
				“You are devilish, my lord,” laughed Veera.
			

			
				“That is why you adore me,” said Godrick, sloshing in the tub as he reached her and pulled her towards the bath. “Now then… enough with this cuckolded fool. It is time for you to bathe my front.”
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” purred Veera, lifting a slender leg over the rim of the tub and climbing slowly into the water. Her mind was elsewhere as she bathed Godrick with her entire body. Veera saw past the aspirations of her lord and the crude almost bestial desires that guided his actions. She saw a future cloaked in darkness. A future of masters far older than House Lucan.
			

			
				A time ruled again by the old gods and by their monsters.
			

			
				A smile curled her lips as Ser Lucan’s cock pounded into her trembling cunt and made her soapy tits bounce and splash. She cried out with false pleasure. She dared not speak her true mistress’ blasphemous name, so she spoke it at the dark altar in her mind.
			

			
				All hail, Amonothus! The Mother of Monsters!
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				Encouragement
			

			
				 
			

			
				The night was alive with the sound of summer insects. Caldric could see glowbugs pulsating through the gently blowing curtain of the infirmary. It was hot and stick and he was miserable. Or at least he had been, until Faylana had arrived to visit him.
			

			
				“I feel like my strength is leaving me each day I spend in this bed,” growled Caldric. He watched Faylana’s delicate hand as she washed his chest with the washcloth.
			

			
				“You still look quite handsome and muscular to me,” said Faylana. “A little rest is doing you good. Your treatments with Momo are working and your bandage hardly had any blood on it when I changed it earlier.”
			

			
				“Aye,” said Caldric. “I’m well enough to get out of this damned bed.”
			

			
				Faylana smiled sweetly. “You can move around, but don’t strain yourself. We can have lunch together or—”
			

			
				“I’m going to practice sword with Tavek,” said Caldric. “Tomorrow. No more laying about. I want out of this damned castle and this damned town. Nothing good will come of staying her. There’s something wrong here, Faylana. Don’t you feel it?”
			

			
				“No, and actually I have made some friends,” she said. She blushed slightly. Caldric saw it. Saw the smile on her lips. He caught her slender wrist and met her gaze.
			

			
				“What sort of friends?” he asked, his voice gruff, but his cock stirring. “Not Ser Godrick.”
			

			
				“No, you told me to stay away from Ser Godrick and I have,” said Faylana, showing an unusual trace of annoyance with Caldric. “There were some horsemen led by Pel Gryphon. Davros and Sporfeld. We went off into the mountains and had a bit of fun at a cabin.”
			

			
				The casual way she said it surprised him.
			

			
				“You went with three men to a cabin in the mountains?” Jealous flashed in his eyes. Then curiosity in his voice as he whispered, “What happened?” 
			

			
				“They were very friendly with me, Caldric,” said Faylana. “So excited to meet an elf. So eager… to please me. And I was eager to please them.”
			

			
				Caldric’s heart thudded in his chest. Faylana returned to washing him, cleaning his shoulders and neck. 
			

			
				“How eager?” croaked Caldric.
			

			
				“Oh, there cocks were so very hard. I pleasured them so well, you would have been proud of me, Caldric. One after another, I satisfied them and they satisfied me.” Her light tone darkened as she continued. “But they wanted more than I was willing to give them. So I said farewell to them and knocked them about a bit.”
			

			
				“You WHAT!?” Caldric sat up and winced in pain. “What did they do to you?”
			

			
				“Shhhh. Don’t reopen your wound.” She eased him back onto the bed. “I am fine, my love. A simple spell handled them quite easily. I’m getting better at magic, you know. Borto says I am becoming more attuned to my inner essence.”
			

			
				“Give me their names again,” said Caldric. “I will… I will…”
			

			
				“You will heal,” said Faylana. “There is someone else.”
			

			
				“Who is this? Another brute in need of a beating?”
			

			
				“No, a very sweet young man. Ser Godrick’s squire. Do you remember him from supper?” She stroked Caldric’s forehead and smiled sweetly at him.
			

			
				“The boy?” asked Caldric. He had a memory of the squire helping him into the infirmary after that supper. Caldric had said something to the squire, but he could not remember it all. He had been very drunk and in a great deal of pain.
			

			
				“Andrei Turros,” said Faylana. “He is a man, not a boy, and a finely endowed man. But rather inexperienced. A virgin, in fact. He tends to, mmm, enjoy himself rather quickly.”
			

			
				“You mean he explodes at your touch?” chuckled Caldric. “So you’ve already robbed the boy of his innocence?”
			

			
				“Oh, just a bit of teasing in the stable,” said Faylana. “He was like a fountain. It was so adorable. The poor boy needed a change of trousers, I’m sure. But I offered to help him learn to control himself.”
			

			
				“Did you now?” Caldric’s cock twitched again. “How do you intend to do that?” 
			

			
				Faylana leaned her bust against Caldric’s arm, her sun kissed mounds straining at the neckline of her bodice. She ran her fingers over Caldric’s abdomen. Teased her fingertips against the prominent bulge beneath the sheet cover his lower half. 
			

			
				“I have many ways of teaching him,” she purred, her voice husky with lust. “My fingers.” She stroked the bulge beneath the sheet and felt it twitch against her fingertips. “My lips.” She pressed a kiss to Caldric’s bare chest. “My tongue.” She circled Caldric’s nipple with a slow lick. “My breasts.” She murmured, hooking a finger into her neckline and dragging her bodice lower to reveal the upper edges of her pink areolas. “So many way to teach the boy. Even my cove. Shall I teach him, Caldric? Would you like that?”
			

			
				“Ohhhhh,” groaned Caldric, his cock jumping beneath the sheet. Precum glistening gray against the taut white linen. 
			

			
				Faylana pressed her lips to Caldric’s ear. Her words hot and honeyed as she whispered, “Do you wish for me to love that naïve young man with the whole of my flesh? To introduce him to every pleasure I can imagine?”
			

			
				Her hand gripped Caldric’s cock through the sheet and gave it a squeeze.
			

			
				“Every one,” groaned Caldric. “But, my sweet, you must tell me. Tell me everything.”
			

			
				“Oh, I will,” she promised. “Every detail for you, my love.”
			

			
				She kissed him passionately, her tongue dancing into Caldric’s mouth as she reached a hand under the sheet and grasped the damp shaft of his cock. He moaned against her lips as her soft fingers and palm caressed and cradled his straining hardness. She stroked her thumb beneath his tip, rubbing the spot that she had learned would drive him wild.
			

			
				“Ohhh, Faylana,” he groaned. 
			

			
				“Would you like my mouth tonight?” she whispered. “To relieve the pressure?”
			

			
				“The boy,” groaned Caldric.
			

			
				“You think of Andrei with my hand on your cock?” Faylana giggled. “You are such a thoughtful man. Yes, I promised him I would go to him tonight. But he can wait.”
			

			
				She lifted the sheet away, stroking Caldric’s cock as she leaned her face towards his hard cock. Something about the pleasure she seemed to take in Caldric’s generosity filled him with a strange urge for selflessness. Her lips parted. Her pink tongue reached for his cockhead.
			

			
				“No, my love, stop,” moaned Caldric. “Do not relieve me of my lust. Go to Andrei first. Go to him. Be his first, Faylana. Teach the boy what an elf knows of pleasure.”
			

			
				“Oh, my love, you are a saint!” laughed Faylana. She planted a single soft kiss upon the head of his cock. Her lips connected for a moment to his tip by a glistening strand of precum. Then she sat up and covered his cock with the sheet. “Very well. Andrei will take precedent! I will teach him everything I know.”
			

			
				“Then tell me?” asked Caldric hopefully.
			

			
				“I shall tell you everything,” said Faylana.
			

			
				It was only as she disappeared through the infirmary door that Caldric felt a deep well of self-loathing open inside him. He had gone from fighting to keep Faylana faithful to eagerly sending her off to pleasure some virgin squire. His cock twitched again at the thought. He groaned, as much in pain from his unsatisfied lust as the ache of the wound in his belly.
			

			
				 
			

			
				A Visitor in the Night
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric’s cloak nearly reached Faylana’s ankles as she stood outside the door to the squire’s bedchamber. Beneath the cloak she was wearing a sheer pink nightgown and nothing else but the soft golden tuft of hair above her cunt. She knocked softly in a musical rhythm. 
			

			
				“C-come in,” answered Andrei, his voice managing to break in two words. 
			

			
				She opened the latch and stepped into his bedroom. The boy was sitting in his bed, his back against the wall and his knees nearly up against his chest. He was wearing a nightshirt and a floppy sleeping cap and holding a candle atop his knees. He looked pale, stricken, and younger than he had in the stable. But he was tall and gangly, overgrown for his young face and seemingly too long-limbed for his small bed.
			

			
				“Faylana,” he gasped as she stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. 
			

			
				“Andrei,” she said. “I promise you I would come. I hope I haven’t kept you waiting.”
			

			
				“N-n-no,” he said. “I was… was reading…” 
			

			
				His teeth chattered nervously. He stared awestruck as Faylana untied Caldric’s cloak and let it slip from her shoulders to reveal her shapely body clouded by the sheer pink fabric of her baby doll dress. Her ample breasts fully visible. Her round hips. Her buttocks as she turned. Her cunt as she brazenly lifted one foot onto his bed and leaned against the bedpost. 
			

			
				“What were you reading?” she asked in a singsong voice. 
			

			
				Andrei stared wide-eyed and couldn’t look away from Faylana. Those breasts. That slender waist and those wide hips. Her smile. Her big eyes and pointed ears. Golden hair. An overwhelming vision of beauty. She hadn’t been a dream in the barn. She had been real. 
			

			
				He fumbled for the book and held it up.
			

			
				“1,001 Goblin Mischiefs?” Faylana chuckled. “Oh, I am very familiar with goblin mischiefs. I shall have to tell you about Greebi some time. But not tonight, Andrei. Tonight, I’m all yours. Caldric even gave me permission.”
			

			
				“P-p-p-permission?” Andrei’s wide eyes somehow grew wider as Faylana dropped to her hands and knees on the bed and crawled up from the foot to squeeze beside him on the narrow mattress. She smelled of flowers and strawberries. Her soft body was warm and pressing against his side. The candle kept shaking in his hands, dripping wax onto the dish beneath it. 
			

			
				“Relax, Andrei,” purred Faylana. She put her hand on his and steadied the candle. She gently took it from him and set it on the table beside the bed. The single flame illuminated the lush terrain of her elven body in deep shadow and heaving peaks. Faylana stretched and moaned and luxuriated in his lust-mad gaze. She turned away from him and leaned over the edge of the bed, giving him a good glimpse of her plush bottom as she reached for the pocket of Caldric’s cloak.
			

			
				“W-w-what are you d-d-doing?” asked Andrei, staring at her ass and imagining disappearing into the cleft between her creamy plush cheeks. 
			

			
				“I’ve brought you a gift,” she said as her fingers pinched the soft fabric in the pocket. She drew out the rumpled silk from the pocket and rolled back to face Andrei. She pressed against his trembling body and he moaned as she held the material towards him. 
			

			
				“W-w-what is it, my lady?” asked Andrei, trying to make sense of the soft white fabric dangling from Faylana’s fingers. He smelled her flowers and strawberries scent wafting from the material. Something else. A musk, an odor, but exciting rather than unpleasant. 
			

			
				“These are my panties, silly,” she said. “I wore them this afternoon, while I was thinking about all the naughty things I would like to do to you. Do you smell my nectar?”
			

			
				She pressed the panties against his nose and he gasped in surprise, breathing in the heady aroma of Faylana’s most intimate and exciting body. It was beautiful. Exciting. At the scent alone was nearly enough to make Andrei cum in his nightshirt. 
			

			
				“Show me, Andrei,” she whispered, teasing the tip of his nose with the bunched-up fabric. “Show me where you need my touch.”
			

			
				“Y-y-yes,” he said, looking at her with those wide, innocent eyes as he drew up the nightshirt. He exposed his pale, skinny legs, his quivering thighs, and his red bollocks and long, slender cock with a delicate thatch of hair.
			

			
				“Oh, my, it’s bigger than I had expected, Andrei,” said Faylana with delight clear in her expression. Faylana pressed against Andrei, her lips close to his ear and her thigh across this leg so that he could faintly feel the heat of her cunt against his hip. He sucked in a shuddering breath as her hand stroked his chest. She had her panties in her fingers, brushing them against him and tickling him like a maid with a feather duster. Moving closer and closer to the dripping pillar of his cock. 
			

			
				“Are you ready, Andrei?” she whispered hotly in his ear.
			

			
				“Y-yes, m-my lady,” he gasped, staring in awe as her hand and the pair of panties approached his cock.
			

			
				“Imagine,” she whispered, “this silk snug against my delicate cove. Cradling my bottom. Cinching ever-so-slightly between my cheeks. Now, touching you, Andrei…”
			

			
				The silky panties tickled the head of his cock. Faylana pressed them down with sudden force, gripping his cockhead and upper shaft through the soft, silky material. She squeezed him once and Andrei let out a desperate cry, thrusting his hips, driving his cock against the soft fabric and the padded palm of her hand. 
			

			
				“Ahhh! My lady! I’m… I can’t…”
			

			
				“Cum,” she gasped. “It’s alright, Andrei. Cum!”
			

			
				She stroked him once. Twice. His cum spurted into the panties. Through them. Drenching her fingers and dripping down his shaft in hot trickles. The smell of it overwhelmed Faylana’s delicate scent. The hot shame of it flushed Andrei’s cheeks. His orgasm receded and was replaced by the over-sensitivity of his straining cock.
			

			
				“Faylana,” he gasped as the elf continued to stroke him.
			

			
				“Shhhhhhh,” she whispered, her lips tickling against his ear. Her hand squeezing his filthy cock. Pumping the panties up and down his shaft and over his aching tip.
			

			
				“It hurts,” he whimpered, twitching on the bed as she slid her hand up and down again and again.
			

			
				“Not for long, I promise you,” she said. “Endure it, my sweet squire. Endure. That’s it. Oh, it’s feeling better, isn’t it?”
			

			
				“Ohhhh, yes,” he cried, his breath hitching in his chest. He turned his face towards her. She did not pull back. She smiled and he pressed a desperate kiss to her lips. His pleasure rising through the pain of friction against his cockhead. Her lips so soft. Yielding. Her tongue against his. He moaned, “Mmmmmmm!”
			

			
				“Mmmmhmmmm,” she replied against his lips. He thrust against her hand. Into the cum-drenched panties. Hips jerking. Crying out in pleasure as he released again, somehow even more intense than the first time, though the volume of his seed was somewhat diminished. Spurt after spurt oozing through the panties and through Faylana’s fingers. Dripping down his cock as she deftly milked out every drop.
			

			
				“Verrrry good,” she whispered against his lips. “It took more than twice as long that time.”
			

			
				Her hand slowly continued to move against his cock. The pain began to return to him. He whimpered and jerked his hips. He wanted, suddenly, to push her away. But her lips were so close to his. Her words so warm and sweet.
			

			
				“I can’t d-do it again, my lady,” moaned Andrei.
			

			
				“Oh, but you can, I’m sure of it,” she giggled. “The question is whether you can last long enough to earn my reward. You see, Andrei, I am going to count to 100. If you can keep from cumming, I promise you I will let you slide your cock into my tight elf quim. Would you like that?”
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, yes,” cried Andrei, though he was nearly in tears from the sensation of the cum-drenched panties rubbing his cock. 
			

			
				“I bet you would,” she said. “And I want that too, Andrei. You have such a nice, hard, eager cock. I can almost imagine it parting the folds of my cove. Impaling my warm, wet, squeezing elf cunt on your might human spear.”
			

			
				“The counting,” Andrei reminded her.
			

			
				“Right!” giggled Faylana. Her hand squeezed his cock through the sopping panties and she began to stroke him more vigorously. She shifted her body beside him, propping up higher on one elbow. She began to count, “One… two… three…”
			

			
				By “four” Andrei felt another climax beginning to tickle inside him. Pleasure forced its way through his discomfort. He looked away from her hand on his cock, hoping not watching might help him resist the urge, but he found himself staring at her breasts propped up right next to his face. Hanging slightly to the side, jiggling with the motion of her pumping hand.
			

			
				“Six… seven,” she continued. Faylana realized he was staring at her breasts and she giggled and pushed her soft mounds against his face. She resumed her count as she felt him begin to kiss her breasts. “Eight… that’s it… ooooh, Andrei, lick them. Yes. Oooohhh. Suck them too. Mmmmhmmmm. Where was I? Six? Seven… eight… nine…”
			

			
				Her sweet scent and her jiggling breasts smothered Andrei’s face. He sucked at her delicate nipple and moaned with growing pleasure. He made it to fifteen and the ache became agonizing. He had to cum. His balls throbbed and his cock felt like it was bursting from his body with need.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmmm!” he cried against Faylana’s breasts. 
			

			
				“Seventeen… eighteen,” she moaned, each count seeming to Andrei to be slower than the last. “Nineteen…”
			

			
				“MMMM!” his cries became a wail of ecstasy as a third orgasm spurted from his cock. He was wracked by powerful spasms that seemed to reach from his bollocks up into his abdomen, as if his pleasure was drawing on some physical reserve of his strength. He spent his seed into the panties and over Faylana’s fingers. 
			

			
				“Twenty-one,” she finished as the last of his cum dribbled through the filthy, frothy material of the panties. “You only made it to twenty-one, Andrei.”
			

			
				His head fell back against the pillow. He was beaten, but also ecstatic. Delirious in the afterglow of Faylana’s ministrations. 
			

			
				The young squire looked up at her and panted out, “I’m not… not going to get to…”
			

			
				“No,” said Faylana. “Not this time, Andrei. Your innocence remains intact. But I shall return soon. Perhaps tomorrow night. Would like that? Some more practice?” 
			

			
				“Y-yes, miss,” he said, nodding as he stared into those large elven eyes.
			

			
				“Good,” she said, lifting the filthy panties from Andrei’s cock. “I had meant to give you these, but they are so filthy now. They must be washed. I think… I will give them to Caldric to do the job.”
			

			
				Andrei’s eyes bulged in shock. Faylana giggled at his reaction. She stood from the bed and tucked the filthy panties back into the pocket of Caldric’s cloak. Before leaving, she leaned over the exhausted squire and planted a soft kiss on his forehead. The kiss afforded him a view down the neck of the cloak at her dangling breasts and stiff nipples. 
			

			
				The sight was enough to make Andrei’s cock begin to stiffen once more. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Mother of Monsters
			

			
				 
			

			
				Morning began for the servants before dawn. They hurried about the castle and set to work preparing the breakfast banquet that would feed Ser Godrick and his guests. Maids bustled from room to room, performing the necessary duties of gathering laundry, emptying piss pots, and filling wash basins. Senior servants snapped orders at their juniors. But none dared speak a word to Veera Ismara. The beautiful maid with her straight dark hair, pale skin, slender body, large bust, and glittering dark eyes moved through the halls like a shadow. 
			

			
				She arrived outside the infirmary just minutes after the White Healer, Momo Unahara, there for her morning ritual with Caldric. Veera’s delicate lip curled in disgust at what she glimpsed through the cracked open door. Those huge milky udders pressed to Caldric’s face. The healer pumping her hand on the fighter’s cock as he sucked her milk. Veera knew it was an unwitting imitation of what Faylana had been doing with Andrei, because she had witnessed that through a peephole in Andrei’s bedroom wall. 
			

			
				All these men whimpering like babies and having their cocks wanked. No wondered Caldric was a cuckold. He sucked his breakfast from the White Healer and lay about in bed moaning. Faylana needed to be fucked properly. Ser Godrick’s fat cock would give her what she needed if she could simply find the sense to take it like a good girl. 
			

			
				Veera continued to watch, reaching into her apron pocket and fingering the vial containing the potion she had brewed with the help of that daft wizard. Just a drop could change Caldric for a night. The entire vial? She doubted he would ever be himself again. Ser Godrick would find his transformation hilarious. But was that what Amonothus would desire? Even thinking the name of the old god sent a forbidden thrill through Veera’s body. She pressed herself against the door frame, her breasts squeezing tightly in her maid’s dress. Her breath becoming ragged as she watched Caldric suckling from those huge tits.
			

			
				“Amonothus,” she gasped. “The stars are almost right. Send me a sign. Send me—”
			

			
				She stopped herself, aware that she was being watched. She looked over her shoulder and saw a mousey, brown-haired little maid girl named Olivee. 
			

			
				“What?” hissed Veera.
			

			
				“The linens, miss,” said Olivee, her eyes darting uncertainly.
			

			
				Veera hissed with annoyance and stepped back from the door. Olivee hurried into the infirmary just as Caldric groaned loudly with pleasure. Veera left the scene, though she could imagine what Olivee was witnessing. Men were so very predictable. Governed by urges as simple as the bellows that fed the smith’s forge or the millwheel that turned with the river.
			

			
				Veera ignored the other servants as she made her way through the halls of the castle and to an ominous iron door. She took a key out and unlocked it and descended a staircase past the wine vault and to the bare stone and dampness of the dungeon. A single fat guard accosted her as she walked between the cell doors.
			

			
				“You ain’t supposed to be down here,” he growled, eyeing Veera’s breasts. “Gonna have to go back up or I’ll…”
			

			
				She thought about seducing him to get what she wanted. It was as easy as tossing her hair and playing a finger against the neckline of her dress. Instead, she stared at him with her glittering dark eyes full of malice and he winced. Backed away. Returned to his duty eating slop or picking scabs. Whatever it was fat guards did in the dungeon alone. 
			

			
				Veera swept to the end of the long passage lined with iron doors. Men groaned in pain from their cells. Some prisoners called out to her for food, water, or sex. She stopped before the last cell door. 
			

			
				“Bitch,” she heard the man growl.
			

			
				Yes, the wifebeater, thought Veera. He will do nicely.
			

			
				Havold was big and oafish, with an overhanging brow that shadowed beady little eyes. He was a butcher by trade but had nearly killed his wife with his fists for the second time. Veera smiled sweetly at him as she opened his cell door.
			

			
				“Havold Gibnis? It seems there has been a mistake. We will be releasing you from the dungeon.”
			

			
				“Goddamn right,” he growled. “Stupid bitch. It was her what spilled to the guards. Weren’t me done nothing.”
			

			
				“Yes, right,” said Veera, tossing her dark hair and touching the neckline of her maid’s dress. “If you will follow me, I will take care of everything for you.”
			

			
				“Be glad to follow you,” he said, his smile revealing rotten black teeth. He shuffled after her as she walked deeper into the dungeon. His eyes were on her swaying hips as Veera led him through the pickle cellar and drew aside a curtain to reveal a neat door of black wood. She opened it with a key around her neck.
			

			
				“What’s froo der?” asked Havold.
			

			
				“Your release,” purred Veera.
			

			
				Even a cruel oaf like Havold Gibnis might have been wary of a woman like Veera leading him into a dark and secret corner of the dungeon, but he could not see past the creamy white mounds of her bust swelling and heaving at the neck of her dress. He loomed over her and shuffled into the room behind her. He had to duck slightly to get through the door, but once inside the dark room he had the odd sensation of being outdoors. When he looked up he saw only darkness. Not even a hint of beams or the ceiling.
			

			
				Then his attention turned back to Veera. She was smiling up at him. He couldn’t resist. He grabbed the front of her maid’s dress and yanked. Stitching tore and a button popped loose. Veera gasped at the brute exposed her pale breasts. Oversized for her slender frame. Soft in the brute’s rough hands. She continued to smile at Havold and this made him unreasonably mad. Why wasn’t she whimpering? Pleading for him to stop?
			

			
				Why wasn’t she afraid?
			

			
				He yanked again and tore her dress down from her hips, exposing her skinny waist and the roundness of her hips. Slender legs. The dark thatch of her cunt. He grinned. She’d peeled naked like a casura fruit. Now she was all his to have fun with. 
			

			
				“Pretty,” he said.
			

			
				“Thanks,” said Veera. “I do try to keep myself presentable.”
			

			
				He saw the black blade in her hand as if it had appeared there through magic. Then it was in his chest, buried to the hilt. She yanked the dagger down like he had yanked her dress away and the keen blade split Havok Gibnis open like a fish. Blood poured out of him. As he staggered back and fell to the floor, he had just enough time to wonder why all his blood was falling upwards towards the darkness above. The darkness that was like the sky. Bigger. Infinite.
			

			
				Veera laughed and wiped the ritual dagger clean on Havold’s trousers. She gazed up at the darkness above her and began to pray.
			

			
				“Oh, Amonothus,” she intoned. “Mother of all. Mother of monsters. Hear your devoted servant and accept this sacrifice. Amonothus, send me a sign.”
			

			
				Veera’s hair stirred as if by some impossible subterranean wind. She stared up into the darkness and saw the blooming colors of the stellar void, stars winking to life, and the eternal visage of Amonothus forming in the purple light of a nebula. The hooded woman spoke with the voice of a crone. Her words in Veera’s head.
			

			
				“The elf. Yes, the elf. The old blood is so difficult to corrupt,” said Amonothus. “Permit your lord to think he possesses her. Aid him as he wishes, but when the stars are right, you will eliminate the son of the moon. He is not worthy. You must begin to train the elf. Do you understand?”
			

			
				“Mistress, I do not,” said Veera.
			

			
				There was a disappointed silence and then Amonothus rasped, “When the stars are right, my time will come again. The elf must learn to love as you love. To adore my children. To submit to my sons. Take this.”
			

			
				Veera felt a weight in her hands and saw a small chest of black wood resting upon her palms. 
			

			
				“What is it, mistress?”
			

			
				“A gift for the elf,” said the crone, her voice beginning to fade into the void. “There is another gift. For my faithful acolyte.”
			

			
				The stars faded and the room returned to darkness. Something moved in the recesses of the secret shrine. Veera put down the small chest intended for Faylana to face the movement. She heard a clatter and a soft hiss. Her heart pounded in her chest. What had Amonothus sent?
			

			
				The creature emerged from the darkness, a cursed angel from before the time of man. It stood taller than Havold, slender and long-limbed, with a beautiful body of overlapping armored plates that seemed powdered with verdigris. It had four legs and four arms and huge mandibles that dripped with slime. Its six eyes were small and red and stared out from its blue-green armored head with inhuman desire. Veera gasped as a pale pink cock as long as her forearm slid from an armored slit beneath the creature’s abdomen. The head of this cock was covered in fleshy protrusions and the shaft of it throbbed and pulsated.
			

			
				Inrugar. The name of the beast. It echoed in Veera’s mind. Each name she learned, each beast she pleasured, she could recall, and she could summon. Inrugar. The 66th servant of Amonothus. Warrior knight of her ancient and blasphemous court. 
			

			
				“Thank you, Amonothus,” whispered Veera.
			

			
				She knelt before Inrugar and the insect monster strode closer, each step producing a soft clatter of his chitinous armor. The foul scent of his cock filled Veera’s nostrils like the sweet aroma of a flower. Her heart raced. Her cunt ached. He stepped closer still and his huge glistening cock slapped against her face and rubbed his unholy slime across her lips and chin. The fleshy protrusions smeared back and forth against her and she moaned and opened her mouth. Her lips caressed him. Her tongue tasted him. Her throat yielded to the monster from beyond.
			

			
				Veera adored the chitinous monster. She worshipped his huge cock with her mouth and hands. Sucking, slurping, stroking, and gulping down the slime oozing from his tip. Her throat bulged. His cock pumped with intense spasms. Her belly filled with the hit spurts of his blasphemous seed. He unsheathed his length from her throat and left her choking and gasping. Cum dripping in long greenish strands from her chin and onto her breasts.
			

			
				Inrugar clacked his mandibles and reached down with two clawed hands. Veera knew that her mouth was not sufficient offering for her to earn the trust of the monster. 
			

			
				“Yes,” she croaked. “Yes, Inrugar! I am yours! You are mine! Claim me and grant me your allegiance!” 
			

			
				Inrugar lifted her like a ragdoll in his four arms. His eyes flicked back and forth, taking in the sight of her body. His mandibles clicked open and revealed the moist inner flesh and beak of his sawtoothed mouth. For a moment, Veera though he might try to bite her head from her shoulders. His small antennae twitched and he tilted his head to one side. Then, with a clicking sound, he pulled her down and impaled her pussy onto his monstrously massive cock. 
			

			
				The shock it his slick flesh filling her cunt drove the breath from Veera’s lungs. She recovered after a moment and wrapped her legs around the armored plated of Inrugar’s midsection. He drove into her like a piston with a frenzied pace. Her ass thumped against his thorax and her tits bounced and slapped against his chest. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, yessssss!” she cried. “Fuck me! Fuck my human cunt!”
			

			
				“Sssssskkrrreeeee!” answered the hideous cry of Inrugar.
			

			
				The shape of his cock drove Veera to plateaus of pleasure both forbidden and terrifying. Each thrust felt as if it might tear her open or impale her guts, yet with these rapid shocks of pain and fear came overwhelming, leg-shaking pleasure. She gripped his armored body with her thighs and swung her hips against him. Her devotion to her goddess was as fevered as the monster’s lust. 
			

			
				“Yes! YESSSS!” she wailed, her pleasure ascending higher still. Her entire body quaking and clutching at the slick piston pummeling her womb.
			

			
				Inrugar gripped her hips and shoulders in his clawed hands and screamed in an inhuman voice. Veera had carefully warded her secret shrine against all sound, otherwise cries such as Inrugar’s would have been heard echoing throughout the entire castle. 
			

			
				They climaxed in unholy unison, Veera’s body gripping him tightly in every way as his cock throbbed and jerked and pumped her womb full of his blasphemous seed. It poured into her and overflowed her. It spilled and slopped to the floor from her stretched cunt. Splattering into greenish puddles beneath her. At the greatest peak of her ecstasy, Veera leaned up and Inrugar parted his mandibles and the two kissed. It was an obscene gesture of affection, soft lips to toothed beak, but it sealed their bond.
			

			
				Veera felt the darkness coming as it always did and she desperately clung to Inrugar, not wanting the moment to fade. Her love for Amonothus and for the monster was absolute. Her faith was unshakeable. 
			

			
				She collapsed onto the floor and darkness enveloped her. When she awoke, every trace of the monster would be gone, even the puddle of its cum and the offering of the human Veera had sacrificed for her goddess. But its name would remain. Inrugar. Burned into Veera’s mind. 
			

			
				Waiting to be summoned again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Unwanted Approach
			

			
				 
			

			
				“For you, my love,” said Faylana, handing the small box to Caldric.
			

			
				She was radiant. A flush in her lightly tanned cheeks. Her golden hair tied back with a ribbon. Her body draped in a pale blue and white sun dress with a tight bodice that left little to the imagination and a wide, loose skirt that revealed glorious glimpses of her legs.
			

			
				“A gift? What is it?” He sat up in bed and looked at the red giftbox. It weighed almost nothing, so he reasoned whatever was inside must not have been substantial.
			

			
				“Oh, I think you will enjoy it,” she giggled. “A little treat for you. But please, return it clean when you are finished.” 
			

			
				“Finished?” 
			

			
				“I’m going for a walk in the courtyard,” said Faylana, twirling in her sun dress and showing off the curve of her hips and the length of her toned legs. “It’s such a lovely day. You should get out if you are feeling better. But be careful if you are going to roughhouse with Tavek.”
			

			
				“Oh, I’m not afraid of him,” laughed Caldric. “But you be careful as well, my sweet. Are you sure you will be safe after what happened during your ride?” 
			

			
				“They wouldn’t dare to bother me again,” she laughed. 
			

			
				“And Andrei?” asked Caldric, raising an eyebrow.
			

			
				“Well, if I happen to run into him while I’m out for a walk I might just need to teach him another lesson about self control.” 
			

			
				Caldric’s hand tightened against the sheet. Jealous and desire. That scrawny young man, barely more than a boy, and his beautiful Faylana. 
			

			
				“Suck his cock,” hissed Caldric.
			

			
				“What was that?” Faylana’s eyes widened.
			

			
				“N-nothing,” said Caldric, shaking his head. “I didn’t say anything.”
			

			
				“Oh, I thought I heard… well, never mind,” she beamed. “Farewell, my love. I will come and see if you’re having fun with Tavek later.”
			

			
				“Yeah. Yes. Right,” said Caldric as he watched Faylana go.
			

			
				Caldric’s face was hot with the self-inflicted fantasy of Faylana bobbing her head and moaning wantonly as she knelt before Andrei Turros. The scrawny squire with no self control. Gasping and pumping his seed into Faylana’s eager mouth. Holding the ribbon in her hair as he fed her his cream. Caldric’s cock twitched beneath the sheets and he groaned with jealous shame.
			

			
				He remembered the box she had given him. It had fallen beside him on the bed. He retrieved it and he held it up. There was a faint smell to it. He untied the red ribbon – just like the one in her hair – that wrapped the box and lifted the lid.
			

			
				His first reaction was disgust at the stink that arose from the box when he opened it. Like the unwashed sheets of a teenage boy. He saw glistening fabric and liquid smeared inside the box. He fought back his disgust and realized what it was. He understood. 
			

			
				Faylana’s panties, rumpled and thoroughly saturated with the seed of Andrei Turros.
			

			
				“Gods,” groaned Caldric, startled by his elf girlfriend’s raunchy gift. He sniffed at the box again and this time, beneath the smothering musk of fresh spunk, there was the faint womanly aroma of arousal and Faylana’s clean, flowery scent. His cock stirred. He breathed again, more deeply than before, the strong, foul aroma exciting him even further. His beautiful Faylana’s scent corrupted with the seed of another man. He reached a hand under the blanket and felt for the hardness of his cock. He breathed deeply again and—
			

			
				“Knock, knock, you big cripple,” said Tavek, rapping his knuckles on the infirmary door. He stepped in, clad in creaking leathers and carrying a pair of practice swords. 
			

			
				Caldric jerked his hand away from his groin and nearly dropped the box containing Faylana’s panties. He just managed to get the lid on as Tavek walked over the bed. 
			

			
				“You alright to grip a sword?” asked Tavek. “You look a bit pale.”
			

			
				“Not enough sun,” croaked Caldric, setting the box aside.
			

			
				Tavek sniffed the air. “Hmmmm. What is that odor? You have a fish in that box, lad?”
			

			
				“No! Nothing!” Caldric reddened. “Give me a sword. Let me get my trousers on. We’ll go out to the practice yard and I’ll beat the beard off you.”
			

			
				“Ha! That’s the spirit! First round to the man – or dwarf – who can score a hit!” 
			

			
				While Caldric was limping out to the practice yard, Faylana was strolling through the intermittent shade of the sargrove trees. Pausing occasionally to admire a gold-winged butterfly or sniff one of the blooming mountain flowers. It was a beautiful day, it might have been hot, but the pleasant breeze stirred her hair and cooled her down.
			

			
				She was just rounding a corner in the topiary portion of the courtyard garden when she bumped directly into the last man she wanted to see. Her breasts collided with the muscular chest of Pel Gryphon, captain of the Lucan Horse Guard and the mastermind behind that bit of unpleasantness at the cabin. 
			

			
				“Pel!” she cried, backpedaling from him.
			

			
				He smiled as he recognized her and caught her slender wrist in his hand before she could retreat. She had remembered him as a gentleman, even after what had happened, but he had a cruel look on his face. A smirk that might’ve had something to do with the bump on his forehead just below his hairline. 
			

			
				“You like the knot, eh?” he said, looking up as though he might see the bump protruding. “A table caught me in the head. You nearly killed poor Sporfeld.”
			

			
				“I didn’t m-mean—”
			

			
				“And you should see Davros,” said Pel, yanking her against him. “You broke his nose. He’ll be even uglier than he was. They’ll make him wear a pillowcase over his head at the Pink Tulip.”
			

			
				Pel pinned Faylana’s hand at her side and forced his fingers between her digits. She realized he was intentionally preventing her from casting a spell.
			

			
				“That’s right,” he murmured and brought his face closer to hers. “I’m wise to your tricks, Faylana. No more spells. Just you and me and a little score to settle between us. I think that tight elf cunny might make up for some of it. Right here. Right now. Then I’ll take you back to my private quarters and give that little elf asshole a good widening.”
			

			
				“Unhand me!” cried Faylana. “Pel, this is too much!”
			

			
				“Too much? You attacked Ser Godrick’s horsemen with your witchery. Assaulted us without provocation.” He brought his snarling face close to her. “You could receive a hundred lashes for that, elf. I could have you hanged from the walls of the castle.”
			

			
				He squeezed her wrist and pinned both her hands over her head as he pushed her against a statue. Faylana cried out as he smashed a savage kiss against her lips. She felt his free hand on her breasts. Squeezing them through her bodice. Curling fingers over the laces and yanking downward until the laces pulled loose and her left breast bounced free. 
			

			
				“Bastard!” she cried, unable to cover herself with her hands pinned. Tears stinging her eyes. 
			

			
				“Oh, I’m only starting with you,” laughed Pel. She felt his cock bulging in his trousers and rubbing against her thigh and abdomen. 
			

			
				Suddenly, a shadow fell across them both. One of the statues seemed to have come to life. Pel looked up, dumbfounded, as a huge fist shot out and caught him in his jaw. Pel reeled and collapsed onto the ground. Pulled himself up, blood trialing from the corner of his mouth. Ser Godrick stepped past Faylana.
			

			
				“Blackguard!” shouted Ser Godrick. “To treat a fine woman with such violence. I will smash your head, captain of my horse guard or not!”
			

			
				Pel tried to shield himself from Ser Godrick’s blow, but the knight’s fist battered Pel’s arm aside and he landed another blow on Pel’s face. Two more quicky followed. Pel staggered and fell to his knees. Ser Godrick raised his fist to finish him off. 
			

			
				“No, Ser Godrick,” cried Faylana, pressing against the burly knight and catching his meaty arm in her hands. “Please. Don’t kill him. Have mercy.” 
			

			
				Ser Godrick’s attention was immediately on Faylana. He swept her into his arms and against the great barrel of his chest. She felt the quilting of his doublet against her bare nipple and remembered to cover her unlaced bodice. She looked up into his handsome, but slightly piggish face, his beard thick and soft and his smile charming.
			

			
				“Then it is mercy for you, Pel,” shouted Ser Godrick. “For I cannot deny this beauty’s request. Go to the stable. I shall lash you later for what you have done.”
			

			
				“Y-yes, lord,” muttered Pel, retreating from the courtyard and clutching his bloody face. 
			

			
				For Ser Godrick, it was a struggle not to indulge his own baser deniers with the lovely elf in his arms. He was keenly aware of her bare breast and longed to lean his face to her neck, kissing her there as his hand engulfed that creamy mound and played with her pink nipple. But Ser Godrick showed uncharacteristic restraint. He released Faylana from his grasp and stepped back.
			

			
				“My dear, shall I escort you back to the castle?” He offered her his elbow.
			

			
				“That would be… yes, thank you, Ser Godrick,” she said, fixing the laces of her bodice as best she could. She took his arm and he walked with her back along the sunny path through the courtyard garden. 
			

			
				“I know I acted forward with you previously, Faylana, but I hope I did not come across as a beast like Captain Gryphon.” 
			

			
				“No, not at all,” said Faylana. “It was my fault. I, um, appreciated your desires. I might have met them with my own, Ser Godrick, but for your past with Caldric.” 
			

			
				“But what does the past matter when we have the present?” Ser Godrick puffed up his already quite puffed chest. “Let us forget my over-eagerness with you before. We can start anew. Dine with me in my study tonight. Please. Let me prove I can be more the gentleman than Captain Gryphon.”
			

			
				“Such proof was just amply given,” said Faylana. But she felt a tug in her core. She looked up at the big knight and she appreciated his strength and his size. Could Caldric have saved her from Pel Gryphon? In his condition, Caldric was liable to get hurt even worse. Or killed. No, Ser Godrick had saved her and he had proved himself a gentleman. A dinner with him could not violate her promise to Caldric. 
			

			
				“Please,” said Ser Godrick. “It would ease my conscience.”
			

			
				“Very well,” said Faylana. “I shall dine with you in private tonight. But you must promise not to speak of it to Caldric. He might be cross with me.”
			

			
				“Not a word,” said Ser Godrick. He lifted her hand to his lips and kissed her fingers. Faylana blushed, curtsied, and walked back into the castle. 
			

			
				Ser Godrick waved and waited for her to depart. When he was certain she was gone, he marched across the courtyard in the opposite direction, through the castle, and out to the stable. Captain Gryphon was inside, leaned against stacked bales of hay. Veera was tending to the wounds on his face with a healing balm and several small bandages. He hissed and swatted her hand away as he saw Ser Godrick approaching.
			

			
				“My Lord,” said Pel, standing at attention.
			

			
				“Relax,” said Ser Godrick, clapping his hand on Pel’s shoulder. “All is forgiven over that foolishness at the cabin. You did well for me today.”
			

			
				Pel smiled and winced slightly.
			

			
				“Thought you were going to kill me there, my lord,” he said.
			

			
				Ser Godrick’s expression darkened. “Don’t think I wouldn’t have if it might have moistened that elf’s panties, you fool. Make no mistake, captain, she will be my wife and if you or any of your saddle scum touch her again, I will personally crush their skull.”
			

			
				“Understood,” muttered Pel.
			

			
				Ser Godrick turned to Veera who was packing up her medicine bag. The burly knight grinned at his favorite dressing maid.
			

			
				“Your plan worked beautifully, my dear,” he said, sweeping her into his arms and planting a kiss on her lips. “Such a devious strumpet. And how long has it been since you’ve warmed my bed? I would invite you tonight, but I hope to have another there. Still, well done, Veera.”
			

			
				She pushed away from him, laughing. “All in service to you, my lord.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Gifts from the Goddess
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I want to delight him,” said Faylana, looking at the gowns that Veera had placed upon the bed. “You know him better than I. Which do you think he would favor?” 
			

			
				“Your presence alone would delight him, my lady,” said Veera, leaning against Faylana’s shoulder and looking at the dresses with her. “The crimson dress will enhance your bust the most extravagantly and the sewn golden outlines of the cups will draw his eye to your ample shelf. The cinched waist will flatter your hourglass figure, the skirt will be loose and comfortable, and these boots, my lady, oh, they will suit you so well.”
			

			
				Faylana ran her fingers over the dress’s velvet material. She smiled. “Lord Godrick does seem to favor shades of red. Very well, this will do nicely, Veera.”
			

			
				“I’ve already sized these dresses to suit you, my lady,” said Veera. “Oh, and there was something for you. A gift.”
			

			
				“From Sir Godrick?” Faylana felt a flutter of excitement as Veera brough over a small wooden chest. 
			

			
				“No, I think it is from a secret admirer, my lady.” She handed the chest to Faylana. “Who do you think it might be?”
			

			
				“There is no note?” asked Faylana. 
			

			
				“No, miss. It was waiting outside your room when I brought you the dresses.”
			

			
				Faylana barely heard her reply. She was already distracted by the object in her hands. She could feel powerful magic emanating from within the chest. Strange magic. Like none she had ever encountered before. 
			

			
				A less trusting wizard might have assumed the chest was a trap, but Faylana could imagine no one wishing her harm, even after being accosted by Pel Gryphon. She opened the latch with a soft clank and lifted the lid of the chest.
			

			
				Faylana almost screamed and dropped the chest. It contained a faintly glowing object resembling a pale grub worm roughly twice the length of Faylana’s pointer finger and roughly twice as thick. It was slightly curled, as though resting, and it had a tip that both resembled a penis and the glossy armored head of a burrowing grub. There was a faint brown coloring on the underside. More unusual than the grub itself was that its rear end was inserted into a base of iridescent green metal. 
			

			
				“W-what is this?” gasped Faylana. The magical aura of the object was so intense it was almost visible without spellcraft. She could feel the essence imbued in the strange item.
			

			
				Veera leaned against Faylana’s shoulder for a better look.
			

			
				“Ooooh! Mistress, this is a fine gift! But one of a very personal nature!”
			

			
				“You know what this is?” asked Faylana, surprised by the dressing maid.
			

			
				“Yes, miss,” said Veera. “I’ve seen it sketched in a book I read about magical devices. A disara. They were made in Shaddobar, in the age before magic was outlawed, and were gifts for wealthy or powerful women. I believe when you grasp it, you concentrate on the, ah, pleasures of a man, and this item will transform itself into that man’s cock.”
			

			
				“Oh, my! That is very personal!” said Faylana, blushing deeply. Despite her initial revulsion, Veera’s description of the disara reassured her and she could not resist reaching into the box and grasping its length. She gasped, for it was as warm as living flesh and softer than she expected. It flexed and articulated slightly as she lifted it from the box. 
			

			
				“Yes, grip it well,” said Veera, her dark eyes dancing with delight. “Imagine the pleasures of a man. The man you most desire or the finest ecstasy a man has ever given you.”
			

			
				“Y-yes, Caldric,” said Faylana. The disara lengthened slightly and stiffened in her grasp. The insect head of the object fully transformed into the familiar mushroom tip of Caldric’s cock. The shaft swelled beneath her fingers. Veins bulged along the sides and she swore she could almost feel the throb of a heartbeat. 
			

			
				“So that is all Caldric has for you, eh?” giggled Veera.
			

			
				“Veera!” gasped Faylana. “It is quite…”
			

			
				“Adequate?” asked Veera. Both women exchanged a glance and laughed. 
			

			
				“Well, I have had bigger,” agreed Faylana.
			

			
				“Show me,” said Veera and leaned against Faylana’s shoulder again.
			

			
				“Oh, no,” said Faylana, flushing as the disara began to change. She put it back in the box quickly and it reverted to its grublike form. She closed the lid and felt relieved not to be looking at the strange object any longer. She said, “I cannot show you that, Veera. It would not be proper. But, ah, thank you for your help with the dresses and your knowledge of the disara.”
			

			
				“Of course, my lady,” said Veera, curtsying. “My lord asks you to join him at seven of the clock in his private study. Supper will be served there.”
			

			
				Veera gathered all but the chosen gown and retreated from the room. Faylana, smiling to the last, locked the door behind the dressing maid. She returned to the bed where she had placed the chest containing the disara and sat down beside the black chest. She only hesitated a moment before being overwhelmed by curiosity. 
			

			
				She lifted the disturbing grub from the box and grasped it in her hand. She pictured one of her favorite lovers. One who excited and pleasured her more than Caldric had ever imagined. She saw him by firelight, moving atop her, thrusting into her as their naked bodies collided in ecstasy. The disara transformed, drawing in on itself to barely half its length and growing slightly thinner. It became green, with a pinkish tip, and the pulse within it raced with rapid heartbeat of a goblin. 
			

			
				“Greebi,” whispered Faylana, holding the cock closer to her face. The detail was perfect. She sniffed it and even found that it captured that unique unwashed sour smell of a goblin cock. Her cunt ached at the thought of the pleasures she had experienced in the arms of her goblin lover. 
			

			
				“Naughty little elf,” murmured Veera, watching Faylana through the keyhole in the door as the elf held and even sniffed the small greenish cock. “So you have a taste for monster men? This might be easier than I thought.”
			

			
				Something hard bumped into Veera, nearly knocking her over. Her hip landed against the wall and she felt the vial in the pocket of her apron press against her. She gasped, reaching a hand into the pocket. Thank Amonothus, the vial had not broken!
			

			
				“S-sorry, miss,” said a soft, fearful voice. 
			

			
				Olivee! Again! Veera wheeled on the small, brown-haired maid. She slapped Olivee across her cheek and grabbed the maid by a lock of her brown hair.
			

			
				“Twice now,” hissed Veera. “Twice. Once more and I’ll have you whipped. Or worse. Mind yourself, Olivee. I do not forget a face, even one as forgettable as yours.”
			

			
				“Yes, miss,” cried the maid, on the verge of tears. 
			

			
				Veera shoved her away and looked down at the cart the maid had been pushing through the corridor. Her anger abated as she picked up the decanter of wine and glanced at the wine cups, bread, cheese, and sausages on the cart.
			

			
				“Where was this going?” asked Veera.
			

			
				“Um, Ser Godrick is having some guests in his study,” said Olivee. 
			

			
				“Get another cart for him,” said Veera. “I have somewhere else for this to go.”
			

			
				“But—”
			

			
				Olivee’s objection as cut short by a murderous, black-eyed glare from Veera. Olivee scurried away, back towards the kitchen, surrendering the cart and its contents. Veera’s smiled revealed her sharp canines. She pushed the cart down to the infirmary and stopped just outside the door. She poured a cup of the strong red wine and extracted the vial of pink potion from her pocket. She removed the stopper and carefully poured a single drop of the potion into the cup of wine. The swirled the cup and the milky pink droplet disappeared into the red wine.
			

			
				Veera backed into the infirmary door, pulling the cart with her.
			

			
				“I’ve brought you some lunch, sir,” she said as she turned the cart around. She was surprised to find Caldric standing next to the bed. He was finishing up bandaging his abdomen. There was a hint of blood on the bandages. He looked up at Veera and quickly pulled his tunic down over his muscular abdomen.
			

			
				“Got a bit rough playfighting in the practice yard,” said Caldric, sounding a bit sheepish. “Don’t tell Faylana my wound reopened.”
			

			
				“Of course not, sir,” said Veera. “I’ve brought you something to eat. Some wine. Would you like to have it in bed?”
			

			
				“This table here would be fine,” said Caldric, taking a seat at the small table beside his bed. “I was thinking of eating in the main dining room, but since you went to all the trouble…”
			

			
				“Very good, sir,” said Veera, arranging the plates and his cup of wine on the table.
			

			
				“Oh, looks good. Simple. I like it. Wine? I’ve worked up a powerful thirst.” He grabbed the cup and tilted it down his lips. 
			

			
				Veera watched, her eyes glittering as he gulped every drop and let out a contented grunt. He refilled the glass and tore into the bread and sausages. 
			

			
				“Will there be anything else?” said Veera, smiling at him.
			

			
				“No, thank you, uh…”
			

			
				“Veera, sir,” she said, curtsying for him.
			

			
				“Veera! Thanks!” He took another big bite of bread, this time topped with soft cheese. “Mmmm! Perfect!”
			

			
				She was not sure precisely how long it would take the potion to work on Caldric, but she knew it would not be long. She excused herself from the infirmary with the cart. 
			

			
				Borto, the short, white-bearded old wizard, was so close to the door she nearly rolled the cart over his feet. He jumped back and doffed his hat, ready to explode in anger at her. Then he recognized Veera and his anger disappeared.
			

			
				“Veera, what’re you doing down here?” he asked.
			

			
				“Bringing the patient something for lunch. Were you going to see him?” 
			

			
				“Yeah, there’s something I need to warn him about,” said Borto. “Remember that potion we were working on together? I think it might have some unintended side effects. I was looking up the reagents we used and powdered mnemium might cause blackouts and memory loss. Plus the use of the milk will actually risk feminine—”
			

			
				“Shhhhhhh,” she shushed him, grabbing his robe with both hands. “Don’t tempt me, Borto. Mmmmm. Remember the fun we had together?”
			

			
				“Well, ah, yes. But what does that have to do with the potion?” 
			

			
				“Nothing,” said Veera. “But ever since that day in your room I have not been able to stop thinking about you. Oh, Borto! Such an incredible lover! Make love to me!”
			

			
				She planted a kiss on the old wizard’s lips. He exclaimed in surprise, but her soft lips and yielding mouth persuaded him that there were more important things than warning Caldric about what the potion might do to him. Veera abandoned the cart in the corridor and pushed Borto down the hall. She managed to keep his lips occupied with hers and his hands filled with her heaving breasts as she guided him back to his room. 
			

			
				Once inside, she pushed Borto to his bed. Her apron dropped from her shoulders and he stared in delight as she revealed the pale slenderness of her body to him. So delicate and youthful, but with large, plush breasts with stiff pink nipples. She brought her tits towards Borto’s face, knocking his oversized hat from his head as she smothered him with her mounds. Borto gasped her breasts, kissing them and licking them with abandon. 
			

			
				“Oh, that’s right, Borto,” she moaned, pushing him back onto the bed and climbing atop him. “Suck them. Ooooh, yes, tickle my tits with your beard! Ohhhhh. Your mouth is so warm! You’re making my little pussy even hotter!”
			

			
				“Mmm, yes, oh, Veera,” gasped Borto, feeling the nubile maid reaching beneath his robe to grasp his cock. “Did I really have such a big effect on you?”
			

			
				“Yesssss,” she moaned, squeezing his cock through his underwear. “You were incredible.”
			

			
				“Yes, well, I am rather great,” said Borto, before taking her pink nipple back into his mouth and sucking it hard enough to send a pulse of pleasure through Veera’s body. 
			

			
				Veera broke loose of Borto’s fondling hands and moved down his stunted body, opening his robe up to reveal his sunken chest, potbelly, and the tent erected in his underwear. She dragged his shorts down his thighs, exposing his rather stubby and unimpressive cock and his thicket of white hair. Outwardly, Veera cooed with delight, grasping Borto’s prick and wanking it beneath the weight of her breasts. Inwardly, she was revolted by Borto’s pitiful human cock. Hardly a specimen, even for the meager offerings of mankind. And old to boot. She was surprised he was still able to get so hard beneath her tits. 
			

			
				“Oh, my lovely maid,” moaned Borto, watching as Veera’s lovely pale mounds bounced and squeezed around his ruddy cock. She dripped saliva from her tongue into her cleavage, adding to the lubrication of his precum. She grinned at him as she squeezed, massaged, and stroked his hardness between her soft tits. “Give it a lick. Ohhhhh, yes. You are an angel, my dear. Another. Ohhhhhh. Your tongue so deft! But I crave more, my sweet maid. I am greedy!”
			

			
				“Yes! Oh, but that’s what I want, my wise wizard! To be fucked by your mighty cock!” Veera slid back onto the bed and spread her slender white legs wide for Borto. She touched her blushing cunt and ran her fingers through the dark triangle of hair above her mound. “Please, Master Borto. My tight young quim cannot endure another moment without your cock.”
			

			
				“Truly?” laughed Borto. “Well, I do like to be helpful. Allow me,” he grunted as he shifted onto his knees, gripping the root of his stubby red cock, “to assist your poor, bereft pussy.”
			

			
				Veera gasped and laughed with feigned joy as Borto climbed atop her and stuffed his prick into her slick cove. She wrapped her legs around him, stroking his back and kissing him. 
			

			
				“Don’t cum too quickly now,” she moaned. “I want to savor this pleasure.”
			

			
				“Oh, don’t worry,” grunt Borto, sliding his cock in and out of Veera’s tight cunt. “I can go several times.”
			

			
				“Perfect,” she said, crossing her ankles around his back and holding him atop her body. Borto kissed her, his tongue against hers, unable to taste the bitterness that Veera was holding back. She would let the damned wizard kiss her, paw at her, and fuck her until she was satisfied the potion had time to work on Caldric.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Strange Flesh and Strange Pleasures
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric had just finished his lunch when he began to feel a strange burning sensation in his stomach. He began to sweat and rose from the chair to pace the length of the room. 
			

			
				“Damned peppercorns in the sausage,” he muttered, though he knew he was lying to himself. With each passing moment, the head spread through Caldric’s body. Sweat glistening on his forehead. He began to feel short of breath. He thought of calling out to Momo or one of the infirmary maids. He tried to tell himself, “No. You’ll be fine. Only a bit of indigestion.”
			

			
				A spasm of agony shot through Caldric’s stomach and into his chest. He was paralyzed with pain, unable to make more than a strangled groan as he dropped to his knees on the floor beside his bed. Something was happening. Poison? No, this was different than poison. 
			

			
				He felt the loose tunic he was wearing begin to shift. His chest seeming to grow. His muscles and fat rearranging throughout his torso, sliding over his skeleton like he was donning a suit of armor, but each new piece caused excruciating pain to wear. His arms grew slender. His hair lengthened, grew lustrous, and spilled down his back in a dark brown cascade.
			

			
				“W-what is happening?” hissed Caldric through clenched teeth.
			

			
				Even his mouth was changing. Lips growing fuller. Jaw tapering. Nose becoming more delicate. His waist narrowing, hips widening, his bottom growing rounder as his legs grew thinner and muscle became deposits of squishy fat. His skin stretched and grew more supple. Hair retreated from arms and legs. His mind… his identity… was slipping into a dark ocean within his head. 
			

			
				Caldric let out a last gasp and collapsed face down onto the floor, his chest oddly soft under his ribcage and his fingers clawing once at the rug as he disappeared beneath the surface of that dark ocean.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmmm,” he moaned, his delicate jaw clenched. His long, silky brown hair covering his face. Something was happening in his undershorts. Something terrible and impossible.
			

			
				Outside, the bright noonday sky darkened with ominous thunderclouds. A distant rumble shook the windows of the castle in their frames and a downpour burst from the clouds as they moved up the mountainside. Heavy rains lashed the castle of Boar’s Rock. Sheets of water washed the windows and gurgled in the gutters. The bright summer morning gave way to a dark, drowning afternoon.
			

			
				On the other side of the castle from Caldric, Faylana sighed, still sitting upon her bed. A glance out the window was all she needed to know that there was no point going for another walk this afternoon. She considered paying another visit to Caldric, or perhaps Andrei, but the weight of the rains seemed to press at her and sap her of her vitality. She had put the disara away in its chest, but with the rains she lit candles against the darkness and reopened the box to examine her gift anew. The magical device had retained the shape of Greebi’s goblin cock, lying against the velvet bottom like a severed appendage capped with the green metal base.
			

			
				She picked it up, feeling its warmth again. She closed her eyes and recalled another lover who gave her even greater pleasure than the mischievous goblin. Ruvar, the half-orc engaged to marry Caldric’s sister. His cock faintly green, huge compared to Greebi and considerably bigger than Caldric’s. An exquisite shape. Perfect, with a well-defined tip that reminded Faylana of a blunted spear. It had made her cum like no other cock. The disara even transformed the weight of the object in her hand, going from the lightness of Greebi’s goblin prick to the bludgeon weight of Ruvar’s maleness. 
			

			
				But there was another still. Even bigger than Ruvar. And once, in the throes of ecstasy, this cock had poured its seed into Faylana’s fertile womb. She gasped as the disara stretched again, the green flesh becoming more pronounced and the weight of it increasing once more. Straka. His massive cock seemed to bulge with muscles of its own. That cock had driven her so mad with lust that even now she felt ashamed to remember how she had treated poor Caldric in its presence.
			

			
				“Do you live still, Straka?” wondered Faylana aloud. 
			

			
				The cock certainly felt alive. Straka’s mighty heart pounded along the veiny shaft. She grasped it more tightly and the thickness of it seemed to throb in reply. She lifted it closer to her face. She smelled him, the way he always smelled of her those days on the road they traveled together. Her scent lingering upon him, only washed away when her mouth cleaned his cock.
			

			
				“Oh, Straka,” she moaned, and pressed his cock to her face. She kissed it and felt it beating against her cheek. Her lips. Her tongue. Tasting the length of it and moaning, “Nnnnnnnnnn.”
			

			
				Faylana could not resist what she held in her hands. She filled her mouth the with the disara, sucking wantonly upon the magical duplicate of Straka’s cock. She gripped its shaft with one hand while she writhed on the bed and tore at the sun dress she was wearing. She managed to get her skirt up to her waist and desperately yanked aside the gusset of her silky panties. She was intoxicated all over again by the realness of Straka’s cock. The way it twitched against her lips. The way she tasted the first salty hints of his precum. 
			

			
				She moaned with need, pulling the orc cock from her mouth and trailing saliva over her cleavage. She fell back across the mattress, her head and shoulders against the wall and her legs spread wide, facing the doorway to her bedchamber. Lightning flashed behind the leaded windows, flashing bright blue and a crisscross pattern like intermittent hosiery across her bare legs. She watched as she brought the green length of Straka’s cock towards her steamy cunt.
			

			
				“Oh, gods, yes,” she whispered. “Fuck me. Fuck me, Straka.”
			

			
				She plunged the huge cock downward in her best imitation of the way he would take her so forcefully. The fat tip met her cuntlips and she pushed hard, forcing her tight pussy open and stuffing herself with half the cock’s length. The sensation was almost right, but she could not fuck herself with the raw fury that Straka exhibited. She moved the disara as forcefully as possible. Her nectar slicked the green shaft and the huge cock made lewd sounds as it plunged in and out of her trembling folds. She managed to work the full length of it inside her and her tummy bulged slightly from the size of it. 
			

			
				“Oooooh, yes,” she cried, her pleasure building with each thrust. “Fuck me! Fuck me, Straka! Ooooohhh!”
			

			
				Faster and faster, not caring about the obscene sounds her went cunt and the thrusting cock were making. The sloshing and slurping and the creaking of the bed as she thumped the cock in and out of her clutching cunt. Chasing the peak of a pleasure she had not felt since that last time with Straka. 
			

			
				“Fill me!” she gasped. “Breed me! Yessssss!”
			

			
				Her pleasure reached a crescendo as Faylana arched her back, her weight on her shoulders and her bottom as she plunged Straka’s cock deep into her rippling pussy. The ecstasy radiated from her core in warm waves. The cock in her hand throbbed and twitched inside her and she felt a warm gush of Straka’s seed. The cum shocked her. She pulled the green, pulsating length of Straka almost completely out of her pussy. The head remained inside her, pulsating, spurting deep into her fluttering cove. 
			

			
				Suddenly, the disara changed again. It widened and widened again in two bursts of growth. It made a sound like stretching leather as the tip bulged inside her. The shaft lengthened and took on a gruesome appearance, white almost like the grub’s body she had seen in the box, with bulging rings and a tracery of black capillaries visible through the translucent flesh. 
			

			
				“W-what is this?” gasped Faylana and she tried to pull the head of the cock out of her pussy. But that had changed shape as well, from Straka’s fat tip to something wider and shaped more like a spade. When she pulled, it hurt and she whimpered and let it sink back into her creamy cunt. 
			

			
				Spindly limbs of iridescent green metal unfolded from the base of the disara, six in all, and they reached past the bulging cock to pinch Faylana’s parted thighs with tiny metal calipers. 
			

			
				“No… no, please,” gasped Faylana. “Stop this. It’s too big.”
			

			
				She grabbed a candlestick from the nearby night table and swung it at the disara. The impact thumped painfully inside her as the spade tip shifted. The sixth caliper pinched Faylana’s inner thigh and the disara began to vibrate. The cock was as thick as her bicep now. Pulsating visibly and a central black vein twitching with some unwholesome heartbeat. What did this cock belong to? What was happening?
			

			
				Then, such curiosity was swept away by the first downward thrust of the disara. It plunged half the length of the loathsome cock into Faylana’s creamy pussy with a horrible squelch and a frothy spatter of Straka’s cum that landed on the bed and the floor. The cock had become shockingly cold and it squeezed into her, stretching her wider than she had ever been stretched, even by the wug chieftain.
			

			
				“Ooohhhh goddess, help me,” cried Faylana, gripping the bed with both hands as the foul cock rose and plunged again into her pussy. A fist-sized head beat against her womb. The length of it squeezed into her and stretched her cunt again and again and again. She was helpless to stop it. She thought magic might saver her, but she could think of no spell as her mind reeled from the strange violation.
			

			
				Faster and faster, louder and louder, the slimy white cock rammed into Faylana’s tortured cunt. Stretching her out like no man ever had. Drenching her pussy and ass and most of the bed beneath her in foul-smelling slime. The pain was excruciating, but even worse than the pain was the numbness. Her flesh succumbing to the oozing slime. Going cold as it seemed to saturate her entire body.
			

			
				“No,” whimpered Faylana, her tits bouncing nearly free of her sun dress with each thrust of the disara. “No, no, no. Please.”
			

			
				But the pleading was pointless. The cock was merciless and it violated her until her entire body was cold and drenched in a fever sweat. Her jaw chattered. Her breath came in shallow gasps. Her abdomen bulged grotesquely with each thrust of the glistening cock. 
			

			
				Then, which a twitch she felt in her chest, the disara unleashed a torrent of cum. Black and viscous. Pumping into her womb and inflating her distended belly. Faylana was suddenly cumming with it, a supernova of ecstasy bursting through the numbness in her limbs. 
			

			
				“Faylana Pyuur,” rasped a woman’s voice. “You are free of the laws that men will impose upon you. Free of the lies of morality and restraint. Say my name. Find it upon your lips and tongue.”
			

			
				“No,” gurgled Faylana, suffering excruciating pleasure as black cum continued to gush into her cunt.
			

			
				“Speak it. You know it in your heart.” The woman’s lips seemed to press to Faylana’s ear. She spoke a single word. A name. Coming to Faylana like the wind that howled through forbidden tombs. The wind that caressed ancient black statues in forgotten caves. The wind that roared across the void between the stars. “Amonothus.”
			

			
				The pain was too great to endure. Faylana convulsed with her prolonged orgasm. Black cum leaked from her lips. 
			

			
				“Amonothus!” she wailed.
			

			
				The wind roared and extinguished all the candles in the bedchamber and blew Faylana’s hair across her face. Blasphemous black cum gushed from Faylana’s mouth, her nipples, and poured from her stretched cunt as the disara finally slipped free. A moment later, darkness seemed to flood into the bedchamber and Faylana lost consciousness.
			

			
				She awoke only minutes later. The smell of cum hung in the air and Faylana left her head fearfully. There was no black cum, but a trickle of yellowish white seed had spilled from her cunt and soaked into the bedding. Her legs dangled over the side of her bed. She sat up, feeling slightly woozy, but also strangely invigorated. The disara, still in the form of Straka’s huge orc cock, was lying on the floor in a small puddle of cum. Faylana picked it up gingerly and it reverted to its smaller, grublike state. She dangled it over the chest in which it had arrived and dropped it inside. She slammed the lid shut and kicked the chest under her bed.
			

			
				Afraid of it, not because of the disgusting grublike appearance, or even the vivid nightmare she had experienced, but because even holding it for a moment had aroused her. She smiled at that, still feeling the lingering heat of desire in her tummy. 
			

			
				“Ser Godrick,” she whispered. “Maybe he has what I need.”
			

			
				She glanced down again at the mess she had made of herself with her new toy. First, a bath was in order. Then she could put on her fine lingerie and that lovely crimson gown Veera had helped her pick out. She would be ready for her supper with Ser Godrick.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Lost and Lusting
			

			
				 
			

			
				Callie awoke on the floor of the infirmary drenched in sweat. She groaned and pulled herself to her feet using the frame of a nearby bed. Rain was driving against the windowpanes. Lightning flashed and thunder rumbled. She staggered a few steps towards the door out of the room and stopped. Something was moving in the room with her. Something that had caught her eyes.
			

			
				The lightning flashed bright blue in the windows and illuminated Callie’s reflection in the mirror. She had seen herself moving in the shadows, but for a moment she saw herself brightly lit by the overlapping flashes of lightning. 
			

			
				She was tall, powerfully built, and stunningly beautiful. Her large breasts were draped beneath a loose gray tunic and her masculine undershorts showed off her toned legs. Her piercing blue eyes stared back at Callie from the mirror. Intelligent and determined. She caught her sweat-damp hair in one hand and tied it back from her face with a length of string. Callie had no idea where she was or why she awoke on the floor.
			

			
				“I know one thing for certain,” she muttered. “I’m getting the hell out of here.”
			

			
				She found a dusty pair of boots beside the bed. They were too big for her dainty feet, but she wrapped the laces around the boots and tied them tightly. The storm seemed to be worsening, the wind picking up and lightning crackling nearby. Callie pushed through the door of the infirmary and was faced with a strange woman dressed mostly in white. She was tall and had unusually large breasts that were barely contained by the odd bodice she wore. Stranger still, the woman wore a blindfold marked with a red symbol. 
			

			
				The woman seemed familiar to Callie, but she couldn’t place her for certain.
			

			
				“Who is there?” asked the woman. “Caldric? Is that you?”
			

			
				She reached out with both hands and Callie brushed past her. The woman tried to grab at Callie as she passed, but Callie was able to slip free and hurry down the hall. 
			

			
				“Come back,” called the woman. “Caldric, what’s wrong with you? Come back!”
			

			
				Callie crept through the corridors of what seemed to be a castle or manor house. She soon found an exit from the building and fled into the rainy, almost black afternoon. Her initial instinct was proved correct as she saw the castle’s outer wall and gatehouse. A stable and several rain-drenched wagons. She made for the gatehouse as the heavy rain soaked her tunic and caused it to cling to her breasts. By the time she reached the gatehouse, her top clinging to her ample mounds like a second skin and her shorts were so waterlogged they had become transparent. 
			

			
				“Halt! Who goes there?” A man stepped out from the gatehouse to challenge Callie.
			

			
				He was tall and lean, dressed in a heavy oilskin cloak that shed the rain. He had a beak of a nose and a long scar that reached from the middle of one cheek and continued to his collarbone. He regarded Callie in her sodden tunic and water-sheer shorts and his lips spread into a grin. 
			

			
				“I don’t think I know you, miss. What are you doing out and about in this storm?” He sidled closer to Callie and looked her up and down.
			

			
				“I’m leaving,” said Callie, staring at the man without a hint of fear.
			

			
				“Well now, why don’t you step into the gatehouse, my lovely. Get out of the rain. Then I can make sure Ser Godrick doesn’t have a problem. It won’t be any trouble.” The guard reached for Callie. “Come along now. No trouble.”
			

			
				“No trouble,” agreed Callie as she caught the guard’s arm and twisted it violently behind his back. She wrenched it just short of breaking his arm at the shoulder and sent the man to his knees. His cry of pain was lost to the crash of lightning. She added, “I’m taking your coat.”
			

			
				She yanked the oilskin cloak from the man’s shoulders and kicked him over into he mud. He turned to look up at her as she donned his heavy, waterproof cloak.
			

			
				“I suggest you stay down,” she said, “or I’ll break something.”
			

			
				The guard whimpered as rain splashed into his face and soaked his crimson tunic. Callie followed the path from the castle down the side of the boar’s head cliff to a rather miserable looking village. Old decaying houses slowly sinking into the mud and the occasional business. It seemed to be mostly whorehouses and taverns. 
			

			
				“Bramsch,” muttered Callie. She wasn’t sure how she knew the town’s name, but it filled her with contempt. Nevertheless, her clothes were soaking wet beneath the oilskin cloak. She needed to get out of the rain and dry off somewhere that the guards wouldn’t find her if they decided to come looking. She chose the most pitiful looking tavern with lights still burning behind its windows. A rotten little place called “The Rusty Cup.”
			

			
				She opened the door and light spilled out into the rainswept street. A few heads turned towards her as her muddy boots thumped past threshold and she staggered over to a table by the hearth. Smoky and fed by green timbers that popped with sap. The rain spilled off her oilskin and puddled on the floor as she lifted her feet out of her boots and pressed her wrinkled toes on the brickwork at the edge of the hearth. 
			

			
				A slovenly barkeep trundled out from behind bar, his apron marked with stains and his multiple chins fuzzy with a patchy beard. His eyes widened a bit as Callie pulled back the hood of the guard’s cloak and he saw that it was a woman. He straightened up and tried to suck in his big belly.
			

			
				“Miss,” he said. “Welcome to the Rusty Cup. What’ll you have?”
			

			
				“I don’t have any coin,” she said. 
			

			
				“First drink’s on me,” said the barkeep, grinning with crooked teeth. “You can sit out the rain by the fire. But, ah, after that one… you’ll have to figure out some ways to pay.”
			

			
				“You mean with my body?” Callie finally gave him the courtesy of her full attention, but it was to look him up and down and roll her eyes. “I don’t think so.”
			

			
				“Well… drinks ain’t free,” said the incensed barkeep, returning to his post behind the bar. His offer of a first drink was evidently rescinded.
			

			
				“I’m buyin’ her drinks,” came a voice as rough as pumice. 
			

			
				Another man approached Callie and sat beside her at the table. He was tall, well-built, with a scruffy face and shaggy black hair. Maybe a woodsman or a smith. He was handsome, a bit at least, but seemed older than the barkeep. His brown eyes nestled deep in crow’s feet and his face heavily lined. He looked over Callie’s body as she shed her oilskin and leaned her sodden tunic towards the fire to dry it against her dangling breasts. She knew he was looking. Strangely, she found she liked it when this man looked at her.
			

			
				“You know, I don’t think I’ve ever seen a woman as tall or as beautiful as you,” the man’s grin was lopsided in a most charming way. He aske Callie, “What are you drinkin’?”
			

			
				“Something strong,” she said. “Hard. Something that can keep a girl warm. What’s good?”
			

			
				He ordered them both small cups of something called “pepper wine.” The wine was thick and smelled of spices and when Callie tasted a sip it burned her tongue and straight down her throat. 
			

			
				“Tastes like lamp oil,” she croaked. 
			

			
				“Aye, I think he mixes in a bit of it,” muttered the man and he downed his cup and gestured for another. 
			

			
				By her third cup, Callie was ready to introduce herself to the man. 
			

			
				“The name is Callie,” she said.
			

			
				“Pyter,” said the man, offering a thickly callused hand. She shook it and felt his strength. The contact sent a flutter through her tummy. His eyes on her breasts stoked a heat between her thighs. Pyter leaned closer, his raspy growl of a voice low and exciting. “You married to a guard, Callie?”
			

			
				“What? No.” 
			

			
				He reached out and touched the red fabric at the lapels of her oilskin cloak. 
			

			
				“That’s a guard’s coat. Why were you wearing it?”
			

			
				“It was raining,” she said. “I needed a coat. So I took one.”
			

			
				Pyter laughed. His teeth were clean. His smile exciting to Callie for some reason. She leaned towards him, the pepper wine burning in her belly.
			

			
				“Your hand,” she said. 
			

			
				“Yes?” He showed it to her, palm up. She could see the dark patches of his calluses. 
			

			
				“It’s so rough,” she said, touching it with her fingertips.
			

			
				“I’m a woodcutter,” he replied. “Hard pine. I promise I can be gentle though. If that’s what you desire, Callie.”
			

			
				He took her hand. Kissed her knuckles. Her face, already warmed by the fire and the pepper wine, grew very hot indeed. 
			

			
				“Is your house far from here?” asked Callie.
			

			
				Pyter raised an eyebrow. “Up in the mountains, I’m afraid. No weather for the climb either. But Harlow has a room in back he’ll rent us if you mean to share a bed.”
			

			
				“Aye,” said Callie, unable to suppress a grin. “That’s what I had in my mind.”
			

			
				She left her boots by the fire to dry but took the coat and followed Pyter back behind the bar. Everyone else in the tavern was staring at her and muttering enviously about Pyter. Harlow, the fat barkeep, ogled her as she brushed past, perhaps imagining what was going to happen in the room he had rented to Pyter.
			

			
				The room wasn’t much. Not even a window. The bed was just a musty cloth sack of straw. There was a small wash basin and a pitcher of water. Pyter lit a candle and set it by the bed. Callie took his rough hands and kissed him. She held nothing back and eagerly thrust her tongue into his mouth, their kiss flavored with pepper wine. Her hand groped for his trousers. Pulled at his belt. Exposed the bulge of his hardness. Then that hardness was in her hand and Callie was stroking it. Feverish with desire. 
			

			
				“You know what you want,” laughed Pyter. “There’s a couple things I want too.”
			

			
				He lifted her tunic over her head, catching the weight of her ample breasts on the damp cloth and lifting them both before they dropped free and bounced against her ribcage. He filled his hands with her tender mounds and Callie cried out as his rough thumbs brushed against her stiff pink nipples. He kissed her neck and moved one hand down her body. Into her shorts. She sucked in a breath as his rough finger traced the seam of her pussy. Her clit throbbed and pulsed with pleasure. Her nipples were so stiff it nearly hurt each time he touched them. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, gods,” she whimpered and clung to him as Pyter’s finger drove her suddenly over the edge. She tensed and held herself against his muscular torso. His finger stroked unerringly against the bud of her clit as shudders of ecstasy rippled out from her core. “Yes. Ohhhhh… yes.”
			

			
				She hissed, bucking her hips, fucking against his finger. Then, her pleasure receding from her, she collapsed back onto the straw-stuffed bed. Pyter stood over her, gripping his cock like he might grip an ax. He smiled and she peeled her shorts down her long, toned legs, baring her blushing cunt and the small triangular patch of her brown hair. 
			

			
				“Are you ready for this?” asked Pyter, slowly stroking his manhood. Teasing the uncut skin over his fat cockhead.
			

			
				“Yes,” gasped Callie. “Show me what you can do with it. I’m ready.”
			

			
				Pyter knelt before her, pushing her legs up and her knees back towards her breasts. He exposed her cunt, causing the delicate lips to part and reveal her glistening inner pink. Her pink asshole clenched as Pyter rubbed his cock across her mound. He soaked in the heat of her eager cunt and rubbed the weight of his hardness against her clit. He reached past her bent legs to her breasts, fondling and squeezing them, making Callie pant with desire.
			

			
				“Do it, old man,” she gasped. “Fuck me with that big cock.”
			

			
				“Old man?” Pyter laughed, pushing her knees back and leaning atop her. “You’ll wear out before me, you little tart!”
			

			
				He let his hips guide the head of his cock to Callie’s parted folds. She sucked in a breath as he thrust inside her. The head of his cock caught inside her for a moment. There was pressure followed by a sharp pinch of pain. Callie cried out in surprise. He thrust deep, filling her with his hardness, and all was forgotten. He took her with forceful strokes, beating his muscular hips and hairy groin against her as he hilted with each thrust. His heavy bollocks swung against her ass. Her tits jiggled with the force of his impact.
			

			
				“Ooooooh!” crooned Callie, overwhelmed with the sensation of his pounding cock. Her toes twitched in the air. Her hands held his powerful hips, fingers on his muscular buttocks as he drove deep with each stroke. Smiling above her. Leaning down to kiss her. 
			

			
				Her orgasm was upon her with sudden force, rising from within her core and up her clutching cove. Shuddering through her and sending rhythmic spasms through her muscles. Pyter laughed and kept fucking her. He only pulled out to tun her around. Smack the firm peach of her bottom. Rub a thumb into her crack and cause her to moan wantonly. He thrust back into her pussy, slamming against her ass.
			

			
				His big, strong hands held her waist as he took her from behind. Her dangling breasts swung and bounced until she collapsed face down into the bedding. Cumming again, even harder than before, the woodsman’s mighty cock finding all new places to pleasure inside her. She threw her ass back against him, crying out and looking over her shoulder at him with delight dancing in her blue eyes.
			

			
				“Gods, you are tight,” groaned the woodsman. “Like a damned virgin. I’d almost swear… no… no virgin fucks like you.”
			

			
				“I want you to cum for me,” panted Callie.
			

			
				“Close now, you dirty dove. I’ll not have a child in your belly,” he groaned. “I’ll pull out.”
			

			
				“Good,” she moaned, grasping the bed. “Let me feel it all over me, Pyter.” 
			

			
				He let out a gravely laugh, grasping her waist title as he redoubled his efforts. His hips spanked loudly against her and his cock took on a filthy sound as it stirred her slick cum to cream. He gasped, his cock suddenly free of her cunt. The emptiness and yearning so intense that Callie reached a hand between her legs and plunged three fingers into her cunt. A moment later, Pyter let out a deep bellow of pleasure and hot cum jetted from his crimson cock. Spurts of warm seed landed on Callie’s back up to her shoulders. Long ropes of cum lashed her tanned skin and splattered down her lower back. Drenched her ass. Creamy in her crack and puddled against her clenching asshole.
			

			
				Pyter looked at the cock in his hands as he recovered from his climax. His shaft was smeared with traces of blood. There were a few more drops gathering at the folds of Callie’s cunt.
			

			
				“You… you were a virgin?” he marveled.
			

			
				“Yeah, I guess I was,” grinned Callie, looking absolutely filthy with his cum all over her back. “But now I want to give it another try.”
			

			
				She turned, rose to her knees, and kissed him. Her breasts soft against his hairy chest. Her hands already going to his wilting cock as their lips met. 
			

			
				“Well, alright then,” laughed Pyter, submitting to the wild woman’s insatiable lust.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana and the Boar
			

			
				 
			

			
				The intense summer storm brought an early night to the mountains. Darkness punctuated by the flashes of lightning, finally moving away from Bramsch and off to the east. But the rain was still heavy and the clouds were impenetrable. Bruised and black. 
			

			
				Faylana’s crimson skirt whispered as she arrived outside the door to Ser Godrick’s study. Her heart was beating and for once in her life she felt a pang of guilt. Caldric had made her promise not to associate with the pompous knight. But she had to weigh her gratitude towards Ser Godrick. He had saved her twice. First at the abbey, when Ser Godrick’s warriors had rescued them from the ratkin horde, and then in the courtyard. She had seen the anger in Pel Gryphon’s eyes and knew the man was going to rape her or worse. Ser Godrick had arrived just in time to save her.
			

			
				How could she refuse his offer to dine under those circumstances? Caldric’s demand seemed unfair, but she did not want to argue the matter with him in his weakened state. Best that Caldric not know.
			

			
				She smiled, slightly reassured by her thoughts. She knocked at the door.
			

			
				“Is that you, Faylana?” she heard the familiar rumble of Ser Godrick’s voice.
			

			
				“Yes,” called Faylana. “I know I’m a few minutes early, but it was so dark I thought I might—”
			

			
				The door was flung open by the huge knight, a grin spread wide amid the thick red hair of his beard. He grabbed Faylana in his arms, picking her up off the floor as he embraced her tightly. She burst out laughing as he turned and deposited her back on her feet. 
			

			
				“My lovely elf, you are not early!” he laughed, dramatically bowing and then kissing her delicate fingers. “I have been waiting all my life for you to arrive.”
			

			
				“Then I suppose I am quite late,” giggled Faylana. 
			

			
				Ser Godrick looked her over, his eyes twinkling at the sight of her heaving bosom in the gold-framed cups of her crimson bodice. Admiring her deftly painted face, crimson lips, and smoky eyes. The curly pile of golden hair arranged atop her head. She, in turn, looked him over. He wore a furry coat over doublet and trousers. The doublet strained over his belly, though despite his immense says he had a lightness and energy to him that refuted any accusations of sloth. She knew Ser Godrick was merely a man of appetites, be they food, drink, war, or women. 
			

			
				“Oh, your loveliness lights the room,” said Ser Godrick. “Come, sit with me by the fire. Supper will be brought soon. Ah, but let’s do away with this table, shall we? I much prefer to sit beside you on the seat here.”
			

			
				He pulled her down nearly onto his lap on the small, cushioned bench beside the roaring fire. The flames beat back the darkness of the storm still clattering outside. Ser Godrick was not shy about circling an big arm around Faylana’s back and drawing her closer to him.
			

			
				“I must say, Ser Godrick, you were rather heroic today. The way you stood for my honor and beat back that awful Pel Gryphon.” She squeezed Ser Godrick’s hand as he soaked in her adulation. “But I hope you were not too unkind to him with the lash.”
			

			
				“He only received what he was due,” said Ser Godrick. “But your concern for even a villain such as he is quite touching, my lovely Faylana. Another quality I admire in you. May I count them?”
			

			
				“I shouldn’t stop you,” giggled Faylana.
			

			
				“Your beauty, foremost,” he said, looking into her eyes. “Radiant as though you are descended from the heavens. Hair as gold as a sunbeam. With limpid eyes that beckon to me even now. A blush upon your cheeks and a bosom that swells with each breath you take. Hands as delicate as the petals of a flower. Ah, I must kiss them again. And magic, or so I have heard. To learn such things! Such secrets! Oh, you must be wise indeed. Might I say, Faylana, you would make a fine wife for a lucky man.”
			

			
				“Oh! Ser Godrick!” She flushed at his suggestion.
			

			
				“I would make an offer, to be sure,” he said, kissing her hand again. “But I know you are here with my old friend Caldric. No matter what he has done to hurt me in the past – no matter that he took my beloved Phoebe from my life - I would not intrude open his own matters of love. That would be a poor way to treat an old, dear friend. Nor to treat the woman… the beautiful elf… that I so deeply adore…”
			

			
				“Ser Godrick,” moaned Faylana, her lashes fluttering and her heart quickening. Ser Godrick kissed her hand again. Up her arm. He brought his lips close to hers. He was so much bigger than Caldric. A mountain of a man. She felt safe when she was with him.
			

			
				“Please, my dear,” he said, kissing her fingers. “A single kiss would repay me for the rescue I provided earlier. Could I beg such a favor?”
			

			
				“I cannot refuse,” purred Faylana and she surprised him by leaning forward and meeting Ser Godrick’s plump lips. Her kiss was immediately lusty, stoked by the strange dream she had experienced in her bedroom earlier in the day. She pressed her body against him and his tongue roamed into her mouth, their saliva mingling and their heating melting their tongues into a twisted knot of desire. She finally broke the kiss. Breathless. Yearning. “But, my lord, I had thought to give you a bit more than a kiss.”
			

			
				“You what?” his ruddy face contorted with delighted surprise.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, Ser Godrick,” said Faylana, sliding gently to her knees on the floor beside the fire. “I have been thinking about this for hours. I believe I owe you a good deal more than a kiss.” 
			

			
				Ser Godrick’s piggish eyes widened and he leaned back on the couch so that his bulging doublet was not obstructing his lap. Faylana marveled at the size of the bulge in the knight’s trousers. 
			

			
				“Well, I, ah, will not object,” laughed Ser Godrick, leaning back to lift a goblet of wine from a side table. He gulped the wine, as if he needed a sip to steady himself, then he smiled down at her and gestured with his fat fingers. “Do as you wish, my lovely elf. Though I make no demand of you to behave in this way.”
			

			
				“The idea is all mine,” purred Faylana, reaching for the buttons of Ser Godrick’s trousers. 
			

			
				Actually, Faylana thought, the idea was Caldric’s. When I told him about Andrei, he asked me to suck the young squire’s cock. He wanted me to suck the cum from that virgin boy. Making me think of such things. He is partly to blame for this. 
			

			
				Not that Faylana needed anyone to blame for the lust burning in her core. She had come to the dinner already planning to suck Ser Godrick’s cock. Some of it was curiosity, to know what sort of cock this man hid in his trousers, but mostly it was genuine gratitude. Her nimble fingers finished unbuttoning his trousers. Ser Godrick’s eyes glittered with piggish delight as he watched Faylana reach into his pants, through the laces of his undershorts, to find the thick hose of his cock.
			

			
				“Oh!” Faylana’s eyes widened as her fingers struggled to wrap around Ser Godrick’s immensely fat cock. It was not overly long, not even quite as long as Caldric’s, but it had the thickness of four slender cocks bundled together, united beneath a single wide cockhead. She stared at it for a moment, feeling the great weight of it in her hand. 
			

			
				“It is big, I know,” laughed Ser Godrick. “Many a woman has knelt where you now kneel, Faylana. But I have no doubt an elf can manage where a mere human woman balked in fear of what my manhood might do to her delicate body.”
			

			
				“I will not be deterred,” purred Faylana, grasping the massive girth in both hands and slowly beginning to pump her fingers up and down his shaft. Her breasts heaved slightly as she worked her hands up and down. A glistening drop of precum soon formed at the slit in the center of the divot of the cockhead. Faylana, looking up at the knight, leaned her face to his cock and let her tongue slip and slide over and around the swollen tip. Her soft licks traced the shape of it. She dipped the very tip of her tongue into his cock’s hole, tasting the salty oil of his pre. Pressing a kiss to his sensitive tip. 
			

			
				“Can you fit it into your sweet little mouth?” groaned Ser Godrick, stroking Faylan’s golden hair.
			

			
				“I shall try, my brave knight,” she moaned against his straining tip.
			

			
				Her gaze never wavered from him as her lips stretched. Her jaw opened. Her mouth widened around the fat head of his cock. Sliding down over the ridge, the fleshy tip of it filling her mouth almost completely. Her eyes began to water. Ser Godrick let out a deep rumbling grown that sounded almost like the thunder outside the window. 
			

			
				“Faylana,” he said. “Such a beauty. Such a prize. Ohhhhh, suck me now, my lovely elf. Show me what an elf can do for a man of my size.”
			

			
				She released her hold on the huge shaft his cock, keeping his tip engulfed in her mouth as she reached her fingers into the front of her bodice and roughly yanked it downward. Laces strained. Clasps popped. Her fat tits bounced free, her puffy nipples stiffening with her desire. 
			

			
				“Oh-ho! That’s it. Show me, my beauty. Show me those blessed tits while you suck the cock of a noble warrior.” 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” she replied, a slight furrow in her brow as she struggled to suck the massive cock stretching her lips. Her saliva soaked the length of his manhood. Her fingers slid up and down his throbby shift. She pressed her mouth wider. Allowed his huge cockhead to push against the back of her throat. “Gggggllggggrlllgggg.”
			

			
				“What a good girl,” groaned Ser Godrick, delighted with her gurgling efforts.
			

			
				“Gggggrrrrlg,” she gurgled again, looking up with tears streaking down her cheeks.
			

			
				“Ohhh, that’s it,” panted Ser Godrick, his big barrel chest rising and falling faster. “Oh, my sweet elf, suck! Suck me! Ohhhh my bollocks are buzzing! Drawn up like a miser’s purse! Ahhhhh! Take it, my love! My beauty! Take my seed!”
			

			
				Faylana had pleasured many men and creatures near to men in such a way, but not even that wug had prepared her for Ser Godrick’s release. It was as if he had been holding his seed for months, dreaming of this moment when Faylana might finally suck upon his bloated cock. She cried out as his cum burst the back of her throat. In gushed into her sinuses and dripped from her nose. It seemed to pour into her gullet in such a quantity that it felt as if she was swallowing a soft object rather than a liquid. An egg yolk of hot cum spurting once. Twice. Gulping it down a third time. Finally, diminishing and spurting against her tongue. Filling her mouth with his oily thickness and salty flavor.
			

			
				“Oh, my sweet dear, I’ve made a mess of you,” laughed Ser Godrick. He leaned down and dabbed a handkerchief at the corner of her mouth, beneath her nose, and down to her chin. She sucked a bit more, feeling his cock deflate. Swallowing the last of his seed smearing her tongue.
			

			
				“That was… that was a lot,” she said, smiling up from between his knees. “Mmmmmm. But it was delicious, Ser Godrick.”
			

			
				A bit of an exaggeration, but she smiled happily as she kissed his cock and even planted a kiss on his red-haired bollocks. He chuckled and caressed her face. After a moment of enjoy her soft lips toying with his sensitive tip, he lifted her up and planted a kiss upon her lips. Though this time there was no thrusting tongue.
			

			
				“My sweet,” he said. “What a wondrous surprise you have given me. I would carry you to my bed this very moment to consummate our love, but our supper will arrive any moment.”
			

			
				He kissed her again, fondling her breasts for a moment, admiring their large size with his fingers before helping to close her bodice over them. She pulled back and rose to her feet. Her cunt ached with need. She was almost trembling with her desire to be fucked by Ser Godrick. She had not felt such overwhelming need since the time Straka gave her the Estrea dust.
			

			
				He saw the look in her eyes and smiled. “Later, my love. Listen! They are here!”
			

			
				Faylana quickly closed the clasps of her bodice and took a seat beside Ser Godrick on the small bench. A moment later, the door swung open and three maids entered with a wheeled cart piled with food. It was a mobile feast. Fruit, steaming meats, whole roast game birds, trenchers of vegetables, tureens of gravy, meat pies, sweet pies, and a great pile of mashed parsnips. Faylana, with the taste of Ser Godrick’s cock lingering in her mouth, reached for wine and drank greedily. 
			

			
				The maids served gluttonous plates of the food up to them and poured huge gobbets full of wine. The storm began to abate, though the rains continued. Breaks appeared in the clouds. By slow increments, the moon became visible through the high windows of the study. All at once, it appeared in full, bright and glowing in the night sky. Ser Godrick suddenly dropped his fork. A stricken look was upon his face.
			

			
				“What is it?” asked Faylana, looking at him with confusion. “Ser Godrick, are you well?”
			

			
				“Leave us!” he shouted at the maids. They saw his fury and scurried from the room. “Veera! That bitch… was supposed to tell me…”
			

			
				He looked at the sky. His face contorted in anger. He overturned his plate upon the floor as he stood and pulled his napkin from his collar. His eyes wild as he looked at Faylana. “Go! Back to your room!” 
			

			
				“What is wrong!?” cried Faylana, leaping to her feet. “Ser Godrick! Tell me!”
			

			
				“Go!” he snarled, tearing at the collar of his doublet.
			

			
				She reached for him and he pushed her away. With a roar of fury he shoved past her and escaped through the outer door of his study and into the rainy night. Faylana was frozen for a moment, watching him flee through the mud, tossing aside his fur coat as he ran. Despite his size and girth he was moving quite quickly, as though a great urgency had taken him.
			

			
				“Oh, Sir Godrick,” murmured Faylana, watching him disappear through a door in the castle’s outer wall. She thought about listening to him and returning to her bedchamber, but she could not leave him in this state. What if he was having some sort of attack? He might fall sick and die beyond the castle walls.
			

			
				Against her better judgement, Faylana followed his footsteps in the muck, running out into the rain. She scooped up his wet fur coat as she ran and continued all the way to the wall. She followed him through it, glimpsing him by the light of the full moon and the distant flicker of lightning. Her elf senses were keener than those of a human and she could see him easily through the trees as he ran off into the wooded foothills of the mountains.
			

			
				Not it was difficult to follow Ser Godrick. He seemed to be shedding articles of clothing every few steps. At first it was just a shoe. Then a stocking. Then his doublet, torn as if he ripped it from his shoulders. Then she found his undershirt, ripped to shreds, and his trousers burst at the seams. She finally found his shredded undershorts and held them in her fingers as she staggered into a clearing in the woods.
			

			
				“You… shouldn’t… have come…”
			

			
				The creature that had been Ser Godrick a few hundred paces before had become something else entirely. It was bigger than a man and much uglier. With the face of a warthog and fat, bulky body covered in tufts of red fur. Its legs seemed smaller than a man’s but more muscular in the thighs, and its cock had narrowed and taken on a slight twist at its tip. It now glistened pink and moist in the rainy night.
			

			
				“You’re a wereboar!” cried Faylana, staring up into Ser Godrick’s savage eyes.
			

			
				“In my… blood,” he said, his inhuman lips and big tusks making speaking difficult. His cock throbbed visibly and he took a halting step towards Faylana. “Go. Leave me. Elf. I cannot… cannot control my… my lust.”
			

			
				“Your lust? You mean to mate with a human?” Her eyes widened. Her rain-soaked gown clung to her body. 
			

			
				“With… elf,” he said, stomping closer to her through the mud.
			

			
				Faylana knew she should run from this huge, savage hybrid of man and beast. He was truly gruesome to behold, like some mad creation of a nightmare, and yet his eyes were those of Ser Godrick. Her desire decided the matter for her. She grasped the neck of her bodice and pulled with all her strength. It tore open and her plush tits burst free. Pale and glistening in the moonlight. The wereboar licked its tusked mouth at the sight of them.
			

			
				“Stupid… elf,” he growled.
			

			
				She pulled her gown down from her shoulders and forced the skirt from her hips. She stood, clad only in panties and stockings before the hulking brute as his huge body at last blotted out her view of the full moon above them. The smell of wet fur and bestial lust thick in the air. His bulk had seemingly doubled.
			

			
				“Take me, Ser Godrick,” cried Faylana, holding her arms open. “Do with me as your lust commands!”
			

			
				The beast’s lip curled back from his tusk and for a moment Faylana though she might have miscalculated. That this brute was about to take a bite out of her pale flesh glistening in the rain. He surged forward with a snarl and grabbed her in his rough hands. He bore her down to the muddy earth and his warthog’s snout pressed at her neck. His tusks brushed her skin. His tongue, long and hot, dripping with saliva, lashed against her throat. Her face. Her breasts. 
			

			
				His weight smothered her as he forced her legs apart. His cock rubbed at her soaking slit. His savage hips jerked and he thrust forward. Faylana clung to his furry shoulders and howled as his corkscrew-headed cock rammed into her slick cunt. One mighty thrust. Two. Shaking her whole body. Filling and stretching her. She wailing with ecstasy and began to cum, her mouth falling open. The beast thrust his tongue between her lips, nearly gagging her. Kissing her with his bestial mouth as he rutted into her cunt. His corkscrew tip beat against her womb. The fat wedge of his root spread her nearly to breaking. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh! Yes! Fuck me!” cried Faylana, completely at the mercy of the beast. Rain slashed down against hm. She sucked at the thick tongue thrusting into her mouth and squeezed her thighs against the hairy flanks of the beast.
			

			
				Ser Godrick hardly seemed to exist. He was an animal. Snorting, growling, and, finally, squealing as he hilted inside her and his cock began to pulse. She howled with pleasure as she felt the hot gush of his seed into her stuffed cunt. It overflowed her quivering quim. It pumped again and again in hot waves.
			

			
				But he was hardly done with her. He flipped her over onto her stomach and his savage hands lifted her hips. She felt the rain against her ass, down her crack, and washing away the fat ribbon of cum drooling from her freshly-fucked cunt. She whimpered as the beast moved atop her. His hand pushed her face down into the muddy grass. His cock, still as hard as iron, drove into her creamy cunt. 
			

			
				He pounded her in this humiliating position as the rain shook the leaves and thunder rumbled among the distant mountains. She was beneath him, pinned by his wait, skewered on his twisted cock, and loving it. Gasping with pleasure. Fucked in a raw, animal way she had never been fucked before. She didn’t care that she was spitting to keep mud from her mouth. She didn’t care that he was fucking her so hard it hurt when his bollocks beat against her clit. 
			

			
				She was his. In the rain, beneath the full moon, Faylana knew ecstasy and belonged to the beast. Rutting madly into her, driving her face and tits down into the muddy grass. Smashing her. Smashing her body. Plowing a fresh furrow through the froth of cum oozing from her stretched pussy.
			

			
				“Yesssss!” she wailed, cumming again and again beneath him. “Yes! Claim me!”
			

			
				The beast squealed like an overgrown pig at the moon, his head thrown back as he pumped another load into Faylana’s clutching cunt. Pouring out his bestial lust into the elf’s willing womb. 
			

			
				Even in the castle, they could hear the beast. Men and women huddled in the safety of those walls, muttering about legends, shaking their heads as the wereboar claimed its victim again and again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Mornings After
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Faylana! Faylana! Wake up! Gods, no!”
			

			
				A deep voice. Hands shaking her. 
			

			
				Faylana’s eyes fluttered open and she looked up at the early morning light painting the sky in tongues of holy fire. She was sore and stiff. Her body was caked in dried mud. She looked over and saw Ser Godrick kneeling beside her. He was just as filthy, with mud and leaves stuck in his beard, but a relieved expression on his face.
			

			
				“Thank the gods… I thought… I thought I had killed you,” he said, and leaned over to kiss her.
			

			
				He found her lips and she moaned against them, embracing him despite the soreness and feeling the comforting weight of his body against her bare breasts. Their kiss was bittered with the taste of mud, but their tongues lazily met and teased against each other. He broke the kiss and rocked back on his knees. She sat up, pulling a twig from her tangled, mud-clotted hair. She was absolutely filthy from rolling around in the mud for half the night, but she felt even filthier on the inside. How many times had they fucked last night? Five? Six? She felt it all. Sore and dirty.
			

			
				“I’m thirsty,” she croaked, plucking another clump of mud out of her hair. 
			

			
				“Sorry, my love, I have nothing for you,” said Ser Godrick. “That was… I apologize for last night.”
			

			
				“No,” she said and took his hand. A serious expression came over her. “Do not apologize. I followed you out into the woods because I wanted to, Ser Godrick. I offered myself to you because I wanted to.”
			

			
				“Yes? Yes.” A smile spread across his face. Then doubt, or an imitation of it. “But what of Caldric, my love? We consummated our passion last night while he was alone in the castle. How could you face him now?”
			

			
				Faylana considered his questions. She had thought it possible she might make love to Ser Godrick when she went to his study the night before, but she had not imagined their wild, bestial orgy in the forest. Nor the secret her harbored within his blood. She could not tell Caldric about this, he had pleaded with her not to be with Ser Godrick. 
			

			
				“I do not know, Ser Godrick,” she finally said. She looked down at her mud-smeared body and said, “But I do know we cannot return to the castle in this state.”
			

			
				“Aye,” he said. “It would be quite a scandal. But there is a stream not far from here. We can clean ourselves in its waters. And look, you brought my coat and, here, enough remains of your gown that perhaps we can make ourselves at least somewhat decent.”
			

			
				She looked at her torn, muddy gown and rather doubted his idea, but she saw no alternative.
			

			
				“Then let us find a stream and clean ourselves,” she said.
			

			
				Ser Godrick stood and offered Faylana his hand. Looking rather feral, the pair made their way through the nearby woods until they reached a stream that was so close to its source its waters remained clear despite the rain. Faylana dipped a toe in yelped at the cold.
			

			
				“Better to just plunge in,” said Ser Godrick and he jumped into the stream, splashing her with cold water as he surfaced. He sputtered for a moment, his eyes wide with shock, but recovered and smiled at her. “Come on then, I’ll warm you once you’re in the water.”
			

			
				He held out his arms and she leaped against his burly chest. He caught her and they both laughed as they fell back into the frigid waters. The swiftly flowing stream cleaned them of the mud and sucked away the filth dripping from inside Faylana. A bit of splashing and rubbing and she felt almost new. She ducked her head under the water and came back up, her blonde hair darkened and clinging to her neck and shoulders. Ser Godrick did the same, his beard shrinking with the water’s weight and his big belly looking rather pale and whale like each time it broke the surface. Faylana poked it and giggled.
			

			
				“Careful, you’ll wake the beast again,” he growled. She did it again and he caught her wrist, drawing her against his hairy chest and soft belly and planting a hungry kiss on her lips.
			

			
				“Ser Godrick—”
			

			
				“Just Godrick,” he said. “I’ll not have my wife calling me ‘my lord’ or ‘ser’ or such nonsense.”
			

			
				“I do not remember agreeing to marry you,” she said, feigning offense even as she accepted another lusty kiss from the big knight.
			

			
				“Only a matter of time,” he said, his big hands sliding from her shoulders, down her back, to cradle and squeeze her bottom. “I am irresistible.”
			

			
				His hands lifted beneath her bottom and her pulled her against him. She felt his burgeoning hardness against the softness of her cunt and laughed as she laced her arms around his thick neck.
			

			
				“Godrick,” she whispered and kissed him again. Squeezed her breasts against that hairy chest. Wrapped her legs around him beneath the stream. 
			

			
				“Oooh!” he chuckled happily. “Someone is as eager as I!”
			

			
				“I want you,” she purred. “Not the beast. Though I liked him very much as well.”
			

			
				“Become my wife and you shall have us both,” he said, smashing a kissing into her lips. His tongue reached into her mouth. Tasted her and she tasted him. He lifted just enough to slide her up his belly, catching his cock against the soft lips of her cunt as he eased her back down again. Under the surface of the cool stream, his cock slowly invaded her tender cove and she gasped with pleasure against his lips. 
			

			
				“Yessss,” she hissed.
			

			
				“You accept then?” he laughed. 
			

			
				“I accept your cock,” she moaned, pushing down against it. 
			

			
				“Rather well, I might add,” he laughed and began to lift her and lower her with his big hands. She felt as if his immensely thick cock could split her open and yet she savored every thrust. His beastly cock had given her a sound workout in the rain the night before, but this human cock was even thicker, though not so long. It stuffed her again and again as she rocked her hips and squeezed against him. Hardly a moment passed without a kiss. Her nipples became tender from rubbing against his hairy chest, so she leaned her shoulders back, supported by her arms around his neck.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, Godrick, your cock… it’s incredible!” she cried, jerking her hips and fucking against him.
			

			
				“Bigger than Caldric’s I’m sure,” he laughed.
			

			
				“So much thicker,” she panted, her head bouncing a bit and her tits jiggling as she rode against Godrick’s cock.
			

			
				“Better,” he growled and kissed her again. A ripple of pleasure rolled through her. He began to fuck heavily into her, his powerful arms lifting her and lower her as his big hips churned the water. His massively thick cock plunging into her.
			

			
				“Better!” she cried against his lips.
			

			
				The pleasure was undeniable. So much cock. Enough to satisfy her. At last. Her legs tightened against Godrick. Her lips fell open in a wordless cry of ecstasy. She swung against his neck, tits bouncing wildly as he fucked her beneath the cold, swift waters. She had never felt such a strange mix of hot and cold. Such a rush of perverse ecstasy. 
			

			
				“Godrick,” she gasped. “Oh, my sweet knight! I’m cumming!”
			

			
				Her pleasure gripped her with such intensity that her cries startled birds from the nearby forest. He laughed as he fucked her, making her body rise and fall to his tempo. Pounding into her until his pleasure peaked as well. She was still cumming as she felt his massive manhood throb and twitch against her taut inner walls. The hot rush of his seed gushing against her tender womb. The tide of his pleasure drenching her inner walls and spilling out to be carried away by the currents of the frigid stream.
			

			
				“Yes,” she panted. “Oh, yes. So good.”
			

			
				He pulled her against tightly against his body and lifted her to the grassy bank beside the stream. The sun was just breaking over the mountains and warming the dew upon the grass. Godrick kissed Faylana sweetly.
			

			
				“It can be this good every morning,” he said. “If you become my wife.”
			

			
				A bird circled the couple as they embraced and caressed. It swept east, following the rise of the mountains, and passed over the menacing black castle of Boar’s Head. Crimson pennants fluttered from the ramparts. A servant was unloading a wagon of provisions into the kitchen. The first savory smoke of cooking breakfast rising from the chimneys. The bird wheeled over the smoke and passed down the mountain, diving over the sprawling rooftops and muddy streets of the village of Bramsch. It swooped down and alighted atop the gabled, rot-stained roof of an ignominious tavern.
			

			
				The sign for the Rusty Cup creaked in the morning breeze.
			

			
				In the small, musty backroom, a man stirred beneath the sheets of the bed. Caldric lifted his head, feeling a lurch of sickness in his belly. Where was he? A windowless room with a candle burned low on a table beside the bed. The air stank of sweat and sex. Who had he been with? A whore? He had no memory of coming to this place. 
			

			
				He sat up and the sheet fell away. There was a tangle of clothing. His clothing. Damp still. Only undershorts and a tunic. He dressed, feeling the weight of his cups from the night before. He must’ve been on a wild tear to black out. He’d not drunk that much in many years. Not since he and Tavek had gone prowling in Zeegendorf the first few times. 
			

			
				“Feel like I’m going to be sick,” he groaned. He ran his fingers over his muscular abdomen and was surprised when he did not feel his wound. “Gone? Barely even a mark?”
			

			
				Some potent healing. This place didn’t seem like the castle though. He had to get back. He searched by the dim candlelight but could not find his boots. Some cloak, like the sort the guards wore at the castle, but he wasn’t about to let himself be mistaken for a guard. 
			

			
				He reached a hand towards the door and it suddenly opened. A man stood in the doorway, grizzled and bearded, older, clad in trousers and an undershirt, his arms laden with food and two steaming cups of tea. His eyes widened as he stared at Caldric. 
			

			
				“Who? Who in the name of Oreth are you?” The man demanded.
			

			
				“Where?” croaked Caldric.
			

			
				“Callie!” shouted the man, looking past Caldric into the room. “What’ve you done with her, you bastard?”
			

			
				The man tossed aside the food and tea and reached for Caldric. He grabbed Caldric by his damp tunic. The man was strong, but not a fighter, and Caldric swung his forearm against the man’s face and knocked him back. He sagged against the door and Caldric drove a knee into his midsection and pushed him out of the way. 
			

			
				Caldric didn’t know what else to do. He ran out of the small room and found himself emerging from behind a bar and into a small tavern. A trio of rough patrons looked up from their breakfast, weary eyes widening at the sight of him. Caldric saw a pair of boots – his boots – warming by the fire. He grabbed them and shoved his feet into them as the man that had attacked him recovered from the blows Caldric had dealt him. 
			

			
				“Stop! Come back here, you scum!” the man shouted. 
			

			
				Caldric threw a chair at the man and ran from the tavern. Chaos erupted as the patrons began shouting and the barkeep emerged angrily from the kitchen. Caldric stumbled out into the muddy street, his hangover worse than he’d though. Only his unhappy years in Bramsch saved him. He knew the town by instinct and realized where he was after only a few seconds. He ducked down an alley as the big old man and the patrons from the tavern gave chase.
			

			
				“By the gods, what madness is this?” wondered Caldric, panting against the timbers of a house. “What’ve I got myself into?”
			

			
				He made his way back towards the castle, avoiding the two main roads through Bramsch and using the alleyways and narrow gaps between houses. He stopped once to vomit up the contents of his stomach before he managed to link up the road to Boar’s Rock. Wearing nothing but boots, a tunic, and his undershorts, he made his way back to the castle.
			

			
				He reluctantly approached the gatehouse. A guard emerged, took one look at him, and began to laugh.
			

			
				“I’m a guest of Ser Godrick,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Yeah? And I’m the Queen of Heimsvak. Get lost, you drunkard, or you’ll end up down in the dungeon. Or maybe up on the wall like old boney.” The guard gestured to the skeleton hanging from the castle wall. “Go on. Don’t make me beat your head in.”
			

			
				Anger surged in Caldric. He thought about flooring the guard with a haymaker but stopped as two more guards emerged from the gatehouse. He backed away a step. 
			

			
				“Please, I am telling the truth,” he said. “I was staying in the infirmary and I think… think I had a bit too much wine.” 
			

			
				He dimly recalled drinking a cup of wine in the infirmary. It hardly seemed enough to be the cause of his current predicament.
			

			
				Suddenly, the guards stiffened up and drew to attention. Caldric realized they were looking somewhere behind him. He turned and saw Ser Godrick, looking rather damp and unkempt, wearing nothing but shoes and a heavy fur cloak as he walked around the nearest tower of the castle wall. More disturbing to Caldric was that Faylana was on Ser Godrick’s arm and she was in a similar state of dishevelment. Her gown looking barely intact against her swaying bosom and a long tear up the side of her skirt. Her bodice was stained with mud and her knees with grass. 
			

			
				“What… what are you doing with him?” gasped Caldric.
			

			
				“What are you doing outside the gatehouse in your shorts?” laughed Godrick, sliding an arm around Faylana’s back. “Look at him, my dear. Like a beggar at my door.”
			

			
				“Oh, don’t be mean,” laughed Faylana. “Caldric, what are you doing out of bed?”
			

			
				“I… I don’t… I’m mot sure,” said Caldric. Anger, humiliation, and shock warred within him. He stood, unable to speak, as Ser Godrick and Faylana brushed past him and into the gatehouse.
			

			
				“Let him in,” said Godrick as he ambled into the castle with his arm around Faylana. 
			

			
				Caldric lingered a moment longer, staring in embarrassment and anger as Godrick led Faylana into the castle. One of the guards gave Caldric a shove towards the gate.
			

			
				“Inside, before we shut the gate on you,” said the man.
			

			
				Caldric staggered into the castle in a daze. Faylana spared him a last glance before disappearing into the castle well ahead of him. She looked sad, almost apologetic, but she followed Godrick into the castle.
			

			
				And left Caldric standing alone.
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				A Glutton for Pleasure
			

			
				 
			

			
				He had her. He had won. 
			

			
				Ser Godrick stroked Faylana’s hair. The priceless gold silk spilled through his fingers like liquid as he cradled her head with one hand and her slender back with the other. She smiled up at him, her eyes heavy with lust and perhaps a little too much wine. Her cheeks were flushed. Her lips parted in a smile. He dipped her towards the table in his private dining room where his desire had just interrupted his lavish supper. 
			

			
				“Oh, Ser Godrick,” she giggled, “we weren’t finished eating.”
			

			
				“No, only a break,” he agreed, leaning her against the table, almost in a platter of roast vegetables. His bulk pressed against her as he planted a kiss against her soft lips. Tasting the wine. The buttery sauce. Her tongue against his as she moaned into the kiss. 
			

			
				He was a man of gluttonous tastes and this beautiful blonde elf had just been added to his menu. Her body available to him. She was willing and eager after that fool Caldric had fallen for the maid’s trickery with the potion. Soon he would have Caldric completely out of the picture, one way or another, and he could gorge himself on Faylana’s supple body and yielding cunt. Oh, but the feast could begin early!
			

			
				“What are you doing?” laughed Faylana as Ser Godrick’s kiss moved to her neck, her shoulder, and down to the heaving mounds of her plentiful breasts. The gluttonous knight roughly yanked open her bodice and Faylana’s lovely tits bounced free. Against his face and the scruff of his beard. His tongue lashing her nipples. Yes, a feast indeed!
			

			
				She cried out, clinging to his thick red hair as he licked and sucked at her tits, drawing the entirety of each areola into his mouth in turn and sucking hard. His tongue lashed her tender buds and sent hot pulses of pleasure to her core. He squeezed her breasts in his big hands. Seemed to pull them against his face as if smothering himself in her femininity.
			

			
				A server entered the room, saw the knight bent over Faylana and sucking on her breasts, and the man nearly dropped his tray. “A thousand pardons, my lord,” he muttered and backed out of the room. A moment later a tomato splattered against the door. 
			

			
				“Stay out!” roared the knight, his fingers dripping with tomato stew. He smeared the juice on Faylana’s skirt as he went straight back to kissing and rubbing his face against her blushing breasts. 
			

			
				He pulled her bodice completely open as he moved lower. Down her pale, hitching tummy. Fingers curled into her skirt, sliding it down her waist. Her hips. Baring her gold-tufted cunt and her creamy white thighs. 
			

			
				“Oh! Ser Godrick! Right here?” cried Faylana, giggling and kicking at him. 
			

			
				He ignored her playful struggling and grabbed hold of both legs, spreading them wide to admire that silk-haired patch of pleasure between her legs. Cuntlips blushing like her face. No, even redder. Glistening with nectar. He pushed her knees towards her and exposed the crinkled divot of her asshole too.
			

			
				“A feast,” he rumbled. 
			

			
				He fell to his knees heavily and reached for a sauce boat sloshing with thick, warm berry sauce. He poured the sauce over Faylana’s cunt. She cried out as the warm thick liquid poured over her sensitive mound, down her crack, and pooled onto the table. Overflowing in drips to the floor. His fingers brushed over her and further smeared her with the soft berries and sweet, aromatic liquid. It gathered at the cusp of her cunt. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh! It’s so warm!” she cried as Ser Godrick hooked her legs over his shoulders. “You’ve made a mess of me!”
			

			
				“Then I shall clean you up!” he laughed and buried his face between her thighs. His greedy tongue divided her folds and lapped at the sweet nectar of her cunt mingling with the sauce of berries. He slurped and licked and gorged himself on his favorite sweet treat. Pleasure built in Faylana’s core with each lick. She felt filthy, being subjected to this by the gluttonous knight, but she could not deny his skill and readiness with his tongue.
			

			
				“Oooooohhhh,” she moaned, stroking her fingers in his thick hair. “You suck…suck me there so well! Ahhhh! Your tongue lights the fire in my depths. Any more… I fear I might melt.”
			

			
				“Ahhh, but I am still hungry!” laughed Godrick, pushing her knees back even more, his beard dripping and his lips stained blue by the berry sauce. She cried out as his tongue slithered into her crack and began a fresh assault on the sauce-smothered clench of her asshole.
			

			
				He tongued her velvet knot, the sauce slathering her hole and dripping down to the puddle on the table. He cleaned her crack with relish and put his fingers to work on her cunt. It was more than Faylana could bear. She cried out with pleasure, her tight elf hole clenching at his intruding tongue and her pussy clutching at his fingers. Waves of ecstasy rippled through her body and shook her heaving breasts. She gasped, wordlessly, her head falling back against her unused dessert plate and her golden hair spilling over the edge of the table. 
			

			
				Ser Godrick tongue-fucked Faylana’s squeezing asshole until he was satisfied that her orgasm was done. He stood with a grunt, his bulk shift, his belly swaying in his velvet coat. He parted the belt and tossed the coat aside. His tunic beneath was dark with sweat. He grunted again, unbuckling his belt as he stared down at Faylana’s quivering body. She smiled up at him, in the afterglow of her pleasure. 
			

			
				His fat cock filled his hand. He pulled Faylana through the smears of berry sauce so that her bottom was overhanging the table’s edge. He put the tip of his cock to the hot groove of her cunt. Lips parted for him. Inner pink glistening. Hot beneath his cock.
			

			
				“Yesssss,” hissed the elf, submitting to his desire. “Yes, take me, Ser Godrick!”
			

			
				He needed no permission. He took what he wanted. But he was glad to hear that she offered herself to him. Soon she would forget about that pitiful fighter. Caldric would be a thing of the past. Whether he was far away or moldering in some grave in the forest. And this beautiful elf would be Ser Godrick’s bride. To have and to hold. To grow fat with his sons.
			

			
				He thrust savagely forward, spearing her cunt on his crimson cock and stretching her folds around his shaft. He hilted inside her. Let his weight bear down on her and spread her legs wider. He felt her soft inner walls flutter and squeeze against his cock and he began to rut into her. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh! Godrick!”
			

			
				Faylana howled as the gluttonous knight filled her with his throbbing cock. So thick that it seemed to possess her body with each thrust. His heavy bollocks slapping against her damp ass and the sensitive, tongue-bathed wrinkle of her asshole. She cried out, her legs folded back against her and partly supporting his weight. She could hardly breathe. She was being crushed by him.
			

			
				And it felt so good. His cock driving deep. Plundering her again and again as his face reddened and his beard dripped berry sauce onto her jiggling tits.
			

			
				The sounds of their rutting echoed in the hall and Ser Godrick, lost in the pleasure, allowed his body to transform. Faylana watched beneath him as his features became more savage. The aspect of a boar fully changed his face, giving him a porcine snout and red fur that sprouted from his collar. Tusks jutted from his lips and his brow became so heavy she could not even see his beady eyes. Godrick’s cock seemed to widen and twist inside her. It was incredible, feeling that cock change even as he fucked her.
			

			
				“Yesss! Ohhhh, my great beast! I’m cumming! Cum with me!”
			

			
				Ser Godrick, the wereboar, squealed with pleasure, rutting even harder into her and causing the table to shake and candles to overturn. His cock felt as if it might split Faylana open, but she knew she was about to cum. Her tits bounced and splashed against her ribcage. Her legs bent backwards until her hips ached as his cock plundered her pussy. But such discomfort was a worthy price for the pleasure.
			

			
				With a final bestial squeal, he erupted inside her and she began to cum with him. Her pussy rippled and squeezed as his cock unleashed a hot torrent of his seed until her cunt was overflowing onto the table. His strokes slowed even as his cock continued to twitch. He leaned down against her legs, pressing them back, his snout close to hers and his lips curled back.
			

			
				She kissed him. Her pussy quaking as it drank every drop of his seed. Her tongue meeting the bestial tongue of the were-knight. Faylana was dizzy with lust and something more. Was it love? 
			

			
				Ser Godrick laughed triumphantly as he kissed her. It was as if Faylana had already forgotten her love for Caldric. Veera had played her part so well in upending the elf’s relationship with that bothersome warrior. Godrick resolved to reward her for her service. But later. His cock was still hard inside the elf’s stretched cunt. He began to move again. 
			

			
				“Turn over,” he grunted, easing his weight from Faylana’s legs. “I will take you from behind this time.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Godrick Must Pay
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric felt the burning of his healing wound in his abdomen and swung the sword anyway. The blade struck the dummy in the head and stuck fast, the edge buried in the wood. Caldric grunted and pulled the sword loose. He stepped back and readied for another swing.
			

			
				“Are you practicing or chopping wood?” asked Tavek, entering the training yard behind Caldric. 
			

			
				“My arms haven’t lost much, Tavek,” said Caldric. He grunted and swung again and the blade once again thumped into the wooden head of the practice dummy and stuck fast. This time it took several tugs to free it from the wood. “My back is a different story. Spending those days in bed have taken their toll.”
			

			
				Tavek knew his friend well enough to see that it was more than a weak stroke of the sword troubling Caldric. The poor man had been put through the wringer on and off the battlefield and Tavek also knew that Ser Godrick had been a bit more than a friendly host to Faylana. He wasn’t sure how far things had progressed, but the fat knight had certainly trained his lust on the beautiful elf. Tavek couldn’t entirely blame Godrick for wanting to fuck Faylana, Tavek had succumbed to such desires himself once, and the guilt haunted him. 
			

			
				I betrayed him, thought Tavek, watching Caldric take another labored swing. My best friend. In a moment of weakness I bedded his woman. The only way to repay him for that mistake is to help him now. 
			

			
				“It’s Faylana, isn’t it?” asked Tavek, walking closer.
			

			
				“You do not need to condescend to me,” grunted Caldric, working his shoulder muscles and then taking another swing. “We both know what happened between her and that orc. If Straka hadn’t turned tail and run from the rats, she’d be with him now.”
			

			
				“But he’s gone,” said Tavek. “And now she’s with Godrick.”
			

			
				“That scheming bastard,” said Caldric and his grip tightened on the handle of his sword. “I told her to stay away from him. But he’s said something to her, turned her against me somehow. I think it is about Phoebe.”
			

			
				“Oh,” said Tavek, his expression darkening.
			

			
				“He still burns with anger over what happened to Phoebe,” said Caldric. “He has always believed himself the victim of her death, but he was the cause. If he has told Faylana anything it has been lies. She must know the truth.”
			

			
				“That he forced himself upon that poor girl,” said Tavek solemnly. “And that her accident… that she was driven by him into danger.”
			

			
				“Bastard!” snarled Caldric, swinging the sword and neatly taking the head off the practice dummy. It rolled across the grass. Caldric turned to face Tavek, his face contorted with fury. “His selfishness took my love from me when I was young and innocent. She died because of him. Now he wants to take my love from me again.”
			

			
				“You won’t let him,” said Tavek.
			

			
				Caldric’s brow knitted with worry.
			

			
				“There’s something else, old friend. I can’t… can’t explain it. But I woke up naked in a man’s room in the Pink Tulip.”
			

			
				“You what?” That surprised Tavek far more than Godrick’s underhanded lies.
			

			
				“Something happened to me. Some curse. It was as if I had sneaked into his room and fallen asleep in his bed. He thought I was an intruder. Tavek, I’ve never been so drunk. But just a little wine turned me into a madman. I was humiliated, locked out of the castle gates, and Faylana saw it all.”
			

			
				“This is grave indeed,” said Tavek. “Perhaps it is a curse, as you say. I will speak with Borto. That mad old wizard must know something that could muddle your mind.”
			

			
				“I cannot lose her,” said Caldric, his eyes hard with determination. “I love her, even if she does not remain faithful to me. I have never met a woman more beautiful. Never a woman who enchanted me with a smile or a twinkle in her eyes.”
			

			
				“Elf fever,” said Tavek, giving a sad chuckle. “Many a man has caught it before. They are winsome and wild. You’ve tamed her more than most men have tamed elves. But you cannot break her like a horse. She’ll always have that wild innocence. That unquenchable lust.”
			

			
				“I accept that,” said Caldric. “To an extent. But I will not have her marrying that lying brute. She has been enraptured by his power and his falsehoods. He is an evil man. It is time she have a bit of truth.”
			

			
				“Careful now,” warned Tavek. “We’re in his castle. We don’t want to end up as skeletons on his walls. Let me speak to Borto first. Find out about this curse. We will act when the moment is right. Don’t go looking for Faylana either. You might find something that will trigger your anger. You, ah, work on your swing. Finish healing.”
			

			
				“I will,” said Caldric, turning back to the next practice dummy in the line. “But I will not wait long, Tavek. I can feel her slipping away from me just as I thought I had her back from that damned orc.”
			

			
				Tavek nodded his agreement and left Caldric to his practice. The fighter could barely control his rage. So many had conspired to bring him low, turn him into a pathetic cuckold, but it was time for him to fight back. To regain what had been taken from him, even if it meant spilling blood.
			

			
				“Die! You lying bastard! Die!” He swung at the practice dummies again and again. Straw stuffing flew out. Limbs were torn loose. Heads fell one after another until all three dummies were reduced to ruins. Caldric stopped. His anger expended. His body drenched in sweat and his wound aching. He glanced down at his tunic and saw spots of blood. But only spots. He hadn’t done too much damage.
			

			
				He turned and was surprised to see the maid, Veera, standing in the doorway of the practice yard. The pretty, dark-haired maid stared at him with eyes that glittered darkly in the shade. She was pale, but comely. Caldric almost allowed his rage to become desire. He could knock the serving tray from her hands and throw her down, there in the grass beside the ruined dummies, and prove to himself that he was still a man.
			

			
				And he would be no better than Ser Godrick. The bullying brute. The violator of trust and innocence. 
			

			
				“No,” growled Caldric under his breath. “I am not like him.”
			

			
				“What was that, sir?” asked Veera softly. 
			

			
				She stepped out of the shadows and into the bright late morning light. She was so delicate and small, though her bust was more than ample in her low-cut servant’s attire. Caldric’s gaze flicked over her deep cleavage and back up to her face.
			

			
				“Nothing,” said Caldric. “Just exercising.”
			

			
				“Yes, I see,” she said, blushing slightly. “I’ve brought you something to refresh you, sir. Some cold light wine fresh from the cellar.” 
			

			
				She lifted a goblet of wine from the serving tray and held it out to him. He thanked her and took the goblet. He brought it to his lips, about to drink. Then he remembered the night before. How he had become drunk so quickly and easily. How he had blacked out as he hadn’t in years and made a fool of himself in town. 
			

			
				“No,” said Caldric, tossing the wine out of the cup. “I need to remain clear and sober. I need water. I’ll fetch it myself from the well. Thank you for your consideration though, Veera.”
			

			
				“Yes,” she said, her gaze lingering on the wine spilled on the grass. “Of course, sir. Let me know if you desire anything else.”
			

			
				He glanced again at the soft mounds of her breasts bound so tightly by her bodice. One tug. A few strings. Those glorious, creamy white tits would burst forth. He could fondle them and suck them. Caldric cleared his throat and quickly looked away.
			

			
				“Nothing else, Veera,” he said. “I’ll keep the cup though.”
			

			
				He left her standing in the practice yard as he walked towards to stable and the well pump to rinse out the cup and fill it with water. Veera watched him go, one hand tightening into a fist. She was furious about the wasted potion. She had poured half the remaining potion into that cup of wine in the hopes it would turn Caldric into his female alter ego permanently. Instead, the damned warrior had wasted all her efforts.
			

			
				“I’m not done with you yet,” she whispered in her soft, girlish voice. “I shall see that every one of you gets what you deserve and I will take the elf and give her to the children of the goddess. All hail Amonothus.”
			

			
				She touched the secret charm within her pocket and felt it pulse cold against her fingertips as if the blasphemous goddess were answering her. Veera smiled and left Caldric to drink his water.
			

			
				Alone again, Caldric brooded. He fought his shadow with the sword, imagining each parry clanging with an impact and each thrust sinking his blade into Ser Godrick’s soft gut. The big man was no warrior. He might know how to swing a sword or bully some of his men in sparring, but he was a pampered oaf, not a true fighter. Caldric had no doubt that if the odds were fair, he could strike Godrick down with ease.
			

			
				But would there ever come a time those odds would be fair? Ser Godrick’s guards and soldiers were numerous and Caldric had no interest in slaying or maiming innocent men simply obeying their lord. 
			

			
				“It will be a duel,” growled Caldric, taking a final swing at his shadow. “A test of strength and skill. And I will prevail.”
			

			
				He sheathed his sword and wet his lips. His throat was parched. He needed that refreshment after all. He passed some of Ser Godrick’s men on his way from the practice yard to the water pump near the stables. A pair of hard looking men, one of them with a bandaged nose. They eye Caldric and muttered to each other as the rode past. He heard a rude bark of laughter as they continued past him.
			

			
				I’m a cuckold, thought Caldric, and even these men know it. They are probably just waiting for the right moment to imprison me or kill me on Ser Godrick’s orders. Well, damn them! I won’t make it easy for them if they try! 
			

			
				He reached the water pump and began working the handle. After a moment, he heard the water rushing up from the well and stuck his head beneath the spout of the pump. Cold water burst from the spout, drenching his head, neck, and shoulders. He gasped with shock and relief, the heat washing away. He turned his head and drank, his mouth overflowing as his arm worked the pump. Once his thirst was slaked, he stopped pumping and stood, the midday sun already warming his hair and his damp tunic.
			

			
				He was about to return to the castle when he heard a strange sound from the nearby stable. It sounded almost like Faylana. He crept closer to the entrance of the barn, where the bright sun became the cool, musty darkness of the stalls. Yes, it was definitely Faylana! And she was talking to someone. Laughing. Moaning? 
			

			
				Caldric’s hand went to his sword. He held the grip and edged into the darkness, creeping closer to the stall from which he heard voices. He slipped into the stall beside it and soon realized there was a hole in one of the planks between the stalls. He pressed his face to the wood and peered across the divide. 
			

			
				His heart jumped nearly into his throat at what he saw. Faylana, down to stockings and garter, her breasts bare and her thighs parted as if she were showing her cunt to the man with her. He moved to see who it was and his cock twitched at what he saw. 
			

			
				Not Ser Godrick, as he had feared, but the slender young squire, Andrei Turros. Hardly more than a boy. Scrawny. His tunic open from his scrawny chest and his trousers and under shorts discarded in the clean straw. His cock was erect and twitching with excitement as Faylana, showing her body to him, reached into his lap and grasped his hardness.
			

			
				Caldric’s cock twitched again and he found that he could not look away from what was happening on the other side of the divider.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Watched by Others
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh, miss!” cried Andrei Turros, shuddering as Faylana’s thumb rubbed deftly beneath the head of his cock. “I won’t… won’t last long! I’ve been thinking of you since last night!”
			

			
				“I know,” purred Faylana. “I promised I would come to see you again and I didn’t. Your lord can be very demanding. But I am here now, Andrei, and eager to continue our lessons. I see you are eager as well.”
			

			
				“Yes, miss, very eager,” cried Andrei, looking away and nearly looking at Caldric’s peephole. 
			

			
				“I told Caldric about you,” said Faylana, giving Andrei’s cock a very slow stroke as she leaned forward and kissed his thighs and bare abdomen. 
			

			
				“Oh, no,” moaned Andrei. “Why would you do such a thing? He shall surely kill me.”
			

			
				“No, you have him all wrong,” murmured Faylana, running her tongue over the young squire’s supple skin and giving his cock another slow stroke. “Do you know what he said?”
			

			
				She shifted so that she was resting on her elbows between Andrei’s thighs, her breasts hanging so that her stiff nipples just touched the golden straw beneath her. Her hand gripping his cock and her face very close to his reddening tip. 
			

			
				“N-no, miss,” gasped Andrei, lifting his head to look at her. 
			

			
				“He told me to suck your cock,” whispered Faylana, her cheeks flushed and her eyes dancing with mischief. She leaned forward and caught the head of Andrei’s cock with her soft, glistening lips. The boy shuddered and cried out as her mouth engulfed him. A spasm ran through his entire body as her warm, wet mouth slid down his cock. She hollowed her cheeks and sucked and it was more than the poor boy could bear.
			

			
				“Ahhhh! Miss!” he cried, his hips jerking and his hands beating at the straw. 
			

			
				Faylana’s tongue swirled around his cock and she sucked as he began to cum. Hot pulses filled her mouth with the warm, strong taste of his seed. She sucked him quite hard, holding him in her lips and stroking him with her tongue as he emptied his load from his cock. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned around him, looking up at the pleasure spelled out on his face. Letting his cum gather in her mouth. When he gave out a final whimper, she lifted her mouth from his cock and, holding a hand under her chin to keep from spilling, she showed Andrei his cum. 
			

			
				“Oh, miss, forgive me,” he said. “In your mouth. I did not mean to… it’s disgusting. I’m… oh… you’re swallowing it?”
			

			
				He stared in wide eyed astonishment as the beautiful elf swallowed his huge load of cum with three difficult swallows. She licked a few drops from her fingers and smiled winningly.
			

			
				“Don’t apologize for cumming in a woman’s mouth,” she said, massaging his bollocks with her fingertips. “If a woman takes you in her mouth, she knows that she might taste your seed. Perhaps she even wants to taste it. I wanted to taste it.”
			

			
				“You did?” gasped Andrei.
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmm,” said Faylana, smiling sweetly as she teased a fingertip around the ridge of his cockhead. “It was delicious. Now then, Andrei. Do you think you can last longer this time?”
			

			
				“This time?” He looked at her with confusion, then gasped loudly as her mouth descended once more onto his cock.
			

			
				Faylana savored the young squire’s every shudder of pleasure. It was fun to suck a man’s cock, but so much more fun when every flick of her tongue and every gentle pull of suction made him jerk and moan with ecstasy. Her head bobbed slowly but steadily and she looked up at him as she sucked. 
			

			
				“Faylana,” he whimpered. “It feels so good. Like I’m melting inside your mouth.”
			

			
				“Mmmmhmmm,” she agreed, then popped him from her lips. “Go ahead. Melt all over. And give me your tasty cum, Andrei.”
			

			
				A few more bobs of her lips and she felt him tense beneath her. He moaned and clenched his hands in the straw. His cum shot from his cock and filled her mouth once again with his warm, salty flavor. This time she swallowed without hesitation, gulping each spurt as it splashed against the back of her throat. She slowed her bobbing and let her tongue and a few gentle sucks finish him completely. His cock began to soften this time.
			

			
				She lifted her mouth from him, letting her spit wash down his shaft and drip from his bollocks. Her lips popped free and she smiled up at him, watching his slender chest heave with his excited panting. 
			

			
				“All done?” she asked. “If you can go one more, and last to my count of thirty, I shall let you have some real fun.”
			

			
				“W-what sort of fun?” asked Andrei. 
			

			
				“Wouldn’t you like to know how it feels to actually bed an elf?” she asked. 
			

			
				“You would… you mean, between your loins?”
			

			
				“My loins?” she giggled. “I mean in my tight little elf pussy. Wouldn’t that be nice, Andrei? Wouldn’t that be worth holding out?”
			

			
				“Y-yes, b-but, I don’t think I can last to a count of thirty,” said the poor young squire. “Your mouth feels too wonderful. Like I am in heaven.”
			

			
				“Oh, well, I suppose you’re right,” she giggled. “Very well, Andrei. I will stroke you instead of use my mouth. I will stroke you with my breasts.”
			

			
				Andrei’s eyes widened and he let out a pitiful moan as Faylana slid closer to his cock and let the soft weight of her plump breasts fall upon his groin. His cock, already swelling and wet with her saliva, disappeared into the valley between her dangling mounds. She pressed her breasts together around him and Andrei moaned even louder. His hips jerked. The head of his cock appeared from between her tits. 
			

			
				“Yes, just like that,” purred Faylana. “Thrust between them and I shall squeeze them tightly to massage your brave cock. Hold back, Andrei. Hold back and you shall have your heart’s desire with me. One. Two. Three…”
			

			
				She moved her whole body against his, sliding the squeezing cushions of her breasts against his wet cock as Andrei moaned and thrust between them. Her slow counting was at odd with his increasingly frenzied thrusts. His skinny hips causing her breasts to jiggle even though they were taut with pressure around his cock. 
			

			
				“Nine. Ten. Eleven. Oh, you’re doing so well, Andrei. Almost halfway. Twelve…”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh!” Andrei cried out, closing his eyes so that he could not see his purpling cock pushing through those glorious breasts. But the sensation was as incredible as the sight. So soft and yet squeezing all around him. He thrust hard between her breasts, bouncing her body slightly up and down as she rode her breasts against him. 
			

			
				“Sixteen. Seventeen. You’re almost there. Eighteen. Nineteen. I believe in you, Andrei. I know you want to slide your nice long cock deep into my tight little elf—OH!”
			

			
				Her lewd words drove him over the edge. With a desperate cry, he erupted. His cock was aimed upwards following her sternum as she leaned over him. Her weight pointing his cock towards his own face as he exploded. Thankfully, his two earlier orgasm had relieved some of the pressure, and the small load that spurted out scarcely reached past the slight rise of his pubic bone. He whimpered and thrust, the ecstasy somehow elusive and yet more intense. Milky white seed spending onto his lower abdomen in a slimy puddly as Faylana milked his cock empty with her glorious breasts.
			

			
				“Awwwww, not quite,” she said, pouting out her lower lips.
			

			
				At that moment, she heard a grunt from the neighboring stall. Andrei scrambled back, out from beneath her, fearing that Ser Godrick might catch them together. Faylana was less fearful, but still curious about the source of the sound. She pulled on her tunic, buttoning it, her bottom bare as she stepped out of the stall and around to the neighboring stall.
			

			
				“Hello?” she called. She seemed to faintly hear receding footsteps. She opened the stall next door and saw that it was empty. No, not exactly. She noticed smears of white liquid on the divider. She approached saw there was also a small hole in the divider. She ran her fingertip through the white liquid and sniffed it. The strong scent was very familiar. She tasted it. Salty. Strong. Seed.
			

			
				“But not the seed of a naughty horse. This belongs to a man. And I think I know which man.” She smiled at the thought. Imagining Caldric wanking his cock while he watched her with Andrei. Her cunt throbbed with need. She had hoped the boy’s training would have progressed to the point she could let him fuck her, but alas he had failed again. She needed something more. Almost unexpectedly, she found herself craving Caldric’s cock. 
			

			
				But she knew she could not visit him now. Not with Ser Godrick courting her so forcefully. Not after the terrible things she had come to know about Caldric and the woman he had stolen from poor Godrick.
			

			
				“Perhaps he never deserved me,” said Faylana, her smile fading.
			

			
				Unbeknownst to Faylana, Caldric lingered a moment longer at the side entrance to the stables. He watched her, almost nude in her blouse and stockings. He glimpsed the body that he once held in his arms. The lips that he kissed. The eyes that swelled with emotion when he spoke sweetly to her. He longed to go to her, but knew that the moment was all wrong. He had once again allowed his lust to govern his actions and he felt ashamed of it. 
			

			
				“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “Soon, my love. Soon you will know the truth.”
			

			
				He fled from the stables and back towards the castle. His shame on his face and his eyes downcast. 
			

			
				He failed to notice the pale faced woman peering from behind a stone wall, watching him as he retreated into the castle. Veera smiled, amused by the fighter’s self-destructive behavior.
			

			
				“A masochist,” she whispered. “He gets off on torturing himself by watching the elf with other men. Perhaps he even enjoys her coupling Ser Godrick.”
			

			
				No, she realized. I saw his rage in the practice yard. Caldric hates Ser Godrick. He seems on the brink of spilling the fat fool’s blood. Perhaps I can remove to obstacles with one act. I must lure them together and let them destroy one another. Then, the elf will be mine to give to Amonothus.
			

			
				Smiling as her devious plan took shape, Veera set off to report the mishap with the potion to Ser Godrick in a way that might persuade him to set her trap for her. It was time for Godrick to make a direct challenge to Caldric for control of Faylana and Veera knew the gluttonous knight’s pride could be easily twisted to fit her plan.
			

			
				If everything worked as she intended, the two men would destroy each other.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Some of the Truth
			

			
				 
			

			
				Borto was enjoying the finer things in life at Boar’s Rock. The drama that seemed to swirl around Faylana and Caldric had left him pretty much to his devices and he had found several rather fetching maids to test his magic upon. His latest subject for thaumaturgical experimentation was a plump and lovely maid by the name of Henrietta. She’d brought him milk bitters and sweet cakes, but it was her sweet cake he was interested in tasting. 
			

			
				“Arch your back a bit, my dear,” he advised Henrietta. “Come now, my lovely, don’t be shy. Show me that lovely mound. It will make the casting easier to, ah, focus my, ah, essence.”
			

			
				His oversized white eyebrows furrowed as he stared at the maid’s fat bottom. It was a generous portion of sweet cake, to be sure, with dimples of cellulite on the otherwise immaculate creamy whiteness of her rear. Her cheeks were supported by thick thighs and the powerful calves of a woman who spent most of her time on her feet. Though perhaps only twenty summers of age, she had the look of an older woman. She knelt with her knees apart and Borto had a perfect view of her blushing snatch. 
			

			
				“Like this?” she asked, leaning her elbows against the head of the bed and twitching her hips to better arch her back. 
			

			
				“Yes! Yes, just like that!” exclaimed Borto. He clapped his hands and wiggled his fingers. He shed his robe and she giggled at the sight of his small, withered body and his stiff red prick. 
			

			
				“Do you have to be naked to cast the spell?” she asked.
			

			
				“Afraid so, my dear,” he said. “But you can look away if you feel frightened by my masculine, ah, exuberance.”
			

			
				He thrust his hips, making his cock and bollocks swing and eliciting another giggle from the lovely maid. He gestured sternly for her to be silent and she covered her mouth with her hand, watching over her shoulder and arched body. Borto’s brow furrowed dramatically as he concentrated on the spell. He suddenly thrust both hands forward, fingers splayed, and began to chant as he stood behind the plump maid. 
			

			
				“Icantatus oleamorus! Segmentorum phallus! Splendifora magistora orgasmus!” Violet magic swirled around his fingertips and Henrietta’s plump buttocks tensed in anticipation.
			

			
				It was Borto’s personal masterwork of a spell. He’d been refining and adjusting it for years and had used it on many women he sought to bed. It was not a particularly powerful spell, requiring only a tiny bit of essence to cast, but it blended various cantrips and minor spells into a melange to excite, arouse, and pleasure his lovers.
			

			
				First was the pleasant warmth. Like a summer zephyr blowing across Henrietta’s body. An angel’s sigh teasing the hairs on her cunt. A gentle blow of air between her buttocks and over her crinkled anus. Gathering into a stronger breeze that shifted the thick, curly red hair on her head and her bare shoulders, teasing her nipples, and kissing across her lips. She sighed just as the next wave of magic climbed her thighs and poured over her cunt. Warm, slippery magical oil spread upon her pale skin, making her glisten with the liquid and absolutely, positively guaranteed not to stain the sheets.
			

			
				“Ooooohhhh, I feel warm and slippery all over,” she moaned. “And tingly too! Fizzy!”
			

			
				The final component of Borto’s Benevolent Bounty spurted into existence in midair. A pleasure sprite. A small spirit from the elemental plane of pleasure. It resembled a translucent blue octopus and it launched itself at Henrietta’s backside. She cried out in surprise as the soft mouth of the spirit began to lewdly suck at her slippery cunt. Its numerous stinging tentacles embraced her plump bottom, squeezing her cheeks and writhing between her thighs and up her crack. 
			

			
				The tiny stinging cells on each tentacle sent lust toxins pumping through Henrietta’s system. Borto watched, amused, as the already lust maid began twitching her hips and howling with pleasure as she clawed at the bed. The slurping spirit sucked pleasure from her core, feasting on a tiny morsel of her essence like a tiny gelatinous succubus. Such feeding was intensely pleasurable, pushing her over the edge into maddening ecstasy. The pleasure spirit burst from existence with a wet pop, leaving Henrietta’s cunt greasy with its secretions and visibly clutching with spasms of pleasure.
			

			
				“Now,” said Borto, strutting behind Henrietta with his reddening cock in his hand. “Now you will know how it feels to be fucked by a wizard.” 
			

			
				Every nerve in Henrietta’s body was aching with lust. One touch and she would cum again. Borto planted his hands on her plump backside, spreading it wide to expose her twitching asshole and get a better angle on her fluttering folds. He lined his cock up and—
			

			
				BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! A fist hammered at the door to Borto’s quarters.
			

			
				Henrietta cried out, practically leaping away from Borto in surprise and diving beneath the duvet. The carefully prepared moment was ruined. Borto cursed in an ancient language, speaking words far too profane for untrained human ears. He pulled on his robe and went to answer the door.
			

			
				“What is it!?” He snapped, opening it to see who dared disturb his magical experiments.
			

			
				Borto was so used to looking up at the person knocking on his door that for a moment he thought nobody was there. Then Tavek gruffly cleared his throat and Borto cast his gaze downward at the stocky, bearded dwarf.
			

			
				“Oh, Tavek, this isn’t a good time,” said Borto. “Come back in an hour or two. No, make it three. Farewell!”
			

			
				Borto tried to shut the door in the dwarf’s face, but Tavek thrust one of his booted feet between the door and the frame. Borto stepped aside with a sigh and allowed Tavek to enter the room. 
			

			
				“What is that strange smell?” asked Tavek, sniffing the air. “Like lightning strikes and perfume. Have you been trying to summon a succubus again? I warned you…”
			

			
				Tavek’s words trailed off as he saw the woman-shaped lump under the duvet. He leaned up to Borto and whispered, “Did it work? Did you summon a succubus?”
			

			
				“Just a maid, my dear dwarf,” said Borto, his voice low so Henrietta would not hear them. “One I was rather hoping would be draining my various juicy life forces at this moment. But I can see you are a dwarf with serious worry on his brow. What is it?”
			

			
				“Don’t think we should have company present,” said Tavek, nodding in the direction of the Henrietta-shaped lump in the bed.
			

			
				“Oh, alright,” whined Borto. “But I will have you know that you have ruined my entire afternoon. Henrietta? My dear, Henrietta. I really must apologize, but a very rude dwarf needs my help with something. I must ask you to leave at the precise moment when I most wish you would stay. Here, let me just hand you your clothes under the duvet. Ah, there we are. And the brassiere. Of course. There you are.”
			

			
				He handed everything under the blanket and he and Tavek waited for Henrietta to emerge. After a minute or so of struggling and cursing, the maid threw back the duvet. Her uniform was in disarray and her hair was matted with Borto’s magical grease. She looked at him with annoyance and stuffed her feet into her shoes.
			

			
				“Really, I apologize for the interruption,” said Borto, doffing his floppy cap and bowing low. “Blame it all on this dwarf.”
			

			
				“Your disgusting magic will never touch me again, old man!” cried Henrietta. “And do not call upon me in the kitchen!”
			

			
				“Understood,” said Borto, watching sadly as she stormed out of his room and slammed the door. He turned to Tavek, but immediately became distracted with packing and lighting his long pipe. “Go ahead. Tell me your story.”
			

			
				He sparked magic from his finger and the strong-smelling pipeweed began to glow and smolder as Borto puffed away at it. Tavek sat down on one of the two chairs beside the bed and took out a flask of strong brandy. He swigged a bit to give him the courage to broach the touchy subject of Caldric’s unexplained blackout.
			

			
				“Caldric thinks he is cursed,” began Tavek.
			

			
				“I could see his point lately,” said Borto. “But what makes him say it?”
			

			
				“He woke up in a strange man’s bedroom at the Pink Tulip. He said he only drank a little wine, but it caused him to completely forget the preceding few hours. He thinks Ser Godrick somehow put a curse on him to make him susceptible to wine.”
			

			
				Borto raised an eyebrow. He knew of a potion that could cause forgetfulness and might cause a man to wake up unexpectedly in another man’s bed. The milk potion, supposedly to heal him, that Veera had brewed with Borto’s help and his alchemy equipment.
			

			
				“Do you know of any magic that could cause this? Any curse?” Tavek looked at Borto expectantly.
			

			
				“Hmmm? Oh, perhaps, yes. You said he became very drunk on wine.”
			

			
				“A small amount, just a cup or two from what I can gather,” said Tavek. “Far too little to have such an effect on him, even in his injured state.”
			

			
				“Who brought him the wine?” asked Borto.
			

			
				“What? You think he was poisoned?” Tavek scratched his head in thought. “I presume it was one of the maids who brought him the wine.”
			

			
				“A small, dark-haired maid with flawless pale skin, large breasts, and a soft, almost childish way of speaking?” 
			

			
				“Your description is very specific,” growled Tavek. “Tell me what you know, Borto, or I will wring your neck!”
			

			
				“The maid, Veera, came to me and asked me to help her brew a potion,” said Borto, knowing he was walking on dangerous ground. “She suggested it was a healing potion and I agreed to help her, although the ingredients seemed to me to be a bit strange. Certain herbs and powders she used had, ah, unusual side effects.”
			

			
				Tavek was on his feet. He grabbed Borto by the front of his robe and shook the wizard. 
			

			
				“Such as!?” he growled.
			

			
				“F-forgetfulness,” said Borto. “F-feminine traits.”
			

			
				Tavek’s eyes went wide. He shoved Borto so hard that the wizard stumbled back and fell onto the bed. 
			

			
				“I didn’t know at the time!” cried Borto. “I just noticed some strange ingredients and researched them later! And I didn’t know she was going to give it to Caldric!”
			

			
				“A healing potion and a man recovering from a wound? You couldn’t piece the two together?” Tavek shook his head and the braids of his beard swung back and forth. “You are a dangerous fool, Borto. No more magic. No more potions. We shall have words again once I’ve warned Caldric about this rogue maid.”
			

			
				“Don’t let him drink any more wine!” called Borto.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Her Secret Lover
			

			
				 
			

			
				Veera knelt beside the tub of steaming water and massaged the soft washcloth across the soapy mounds of Faylana’s breasts. The elf’s lips parted and she gasped softly as her nipples gently bent beneath the touch of the dressing maid. Veera stroked back and forth, beneath each mound, hefting the weight and soaping the undersides. Faylana sighed and leaned her neck back against the rim of the tub. The warmth of the steaming water had flushed her skin and soaked into her muscles. 
			

			
				“You are a wonder with your hands,” said Faylana, her lashes fluttering.
			

			
				“And other things, miss,” said Veera with a smile. 
			

			
				“Oh?” Faylana lifted her head slightly and looked over at Veera. The maid’s bust was pressed to the rim of the tub and each stroke of the washcloth against Faylana’s supple skin caused Veera’s mounds to squeeze tighter and reveal the depths of her cleavage. 
			

			
				“Yes, miss,” smiled Veera. “I can cook, brew a fair mead, and stitch a fine gown. I’m also trained in more intimate matters.”
			

			
				“More intimate than bathing?” Veera felt a heat greater than the water begin to gather in her core.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, miss,” said Veera, a smile flickering on her lips. “The most intimate of all. I know how to pleasure guests at the castle. Particularly women.”
			

			
				As if to demonstrate, Veera leaned over the tub, her breasts sliding over the rim and dangling almost into the water as she reached her arm into the bath. She gently pushed the washcloth between Faylana’s thighs and began to massage the elf’s delicate mound. Her fingers kneaded through the cloth, pressing and caressing and sending rumbles of pleasure into Faylana’s core. 
			

			
				“Oohhhh, that is rather nice,” moaned Faylana. “Are you skilled with the, ah, the disara, I believe it was called?”
			

			
				“Oh! You mean the magical device from Shaddobar?” Veera pressed her lips to Faylana’s pointed ear. “I am quite skilled in it use.”
			

			
				“When I used it, um, examined it,” stammered Faylana, remembering how the device had behaved very strangely. “It seemed to take on a life of its own and, um, did unexpected things.”
			

			
				“Such are the delights of the disara,” whispered Veera. “But it can be intimidating for a novice. Would you like me to demonstrate its use for you after your bath?”
			

			
				“Oh, well, perhaps if you explained it again, that would be enough,” said Faylana, suddenly feeling embarrassed that she had brought up the subject.
			

			
				“No, no,” purred Veera, her breath hot and her lips brushing against Faylana’s ear. “Let me show you, my lady. I will demonstrate the forbidden pleasures of the disara. Are you clean enough? Shall we start now?”
			

			
				“Well, um, yes, I feel quite clean,” said Faylana. “But really, Veera, it is not necessary to demonstrate.”
			

			
				“Shhhhhhh,” said Veera, helping the elf up from the tub. Veera could not help but admire the loveliness of Faylana as she stood dripping in the water. Her ample breasts slightly jiggling. Her areolas pale pink and her nipples stiff with her excitement. Her skin was immaculate, slightly kissed by the sun, but pale at her buttocks and breasts. Her backside was ample and yet firm. A roundness that invited Veera’s hand. She dared to caress the roundness of it before reaching for the towel to dry the elf. 
			

			
				“Oooh,” giggled Faylana, glancing over her shoulder at Veera’s hand sliding across her creamy buttocks. 
			

			
				“Couldn’t resist,” admitted Veera, smiling as she began to towel off the water on Faylana’s body. 
			

			
				Any man would imagine the pleasures of such loveliness, but Veera pictured the pleasures that monsters might take with Faylana. For Amonothus, the goddess she worshipped, was the mother of monsters and her many children would find a powerful lover in Faylana. 
			

			
				If only the elf could be corrupted. She must already be on her way if she had brought up the disara herself. Veera smiled, reaching the towel around to dry the dampness of Faylana’s cunt and thighs. Faylana moaned and Veera knew the elf would soon learn to crave monsters. To seek to be mated by the eldritch spawn of Amonothus. 
			

			
				“There we are,” said Veera, helping Faylana out of the tub. The elf was entirely at ease with her nudity and made no move to reach for a towel or robe to cover herself.
			

			
				“Really, Veera, thank you for helping me with my bath, but if you could just tell me about the disara, that would be enough.”
			

			
				“You are afraid,” said Veera, smiling sympathetically. “I understand. It is a strange device. Where have you stashed it, miss?”
			

			
				“Just there, under the bed,” said Faylana and she walked over to the large four poster. She got to her knees to slide the box containing the disara out from beneath the bed. This afforded Veera a rather lewd view of Faylana’s backside and cunt. The maid smiled, imaging both of Faylana’s pretty pink holes being stretched wide by the cocks of some glistening demonic beast from beyond the bounds of space and time. Her body ruined for pitiful human lovers. Her womb filled with the seed of an old one. 
			

			
				“Here it is,” said Faylana, standing and opening the small wooden chest. The strange grublike creature with the phallic shape lay motionless within the velvet-lined box. The disara was somewhere between magical item and magical creature. Faylana dared not touch it, lest it awaken and assume the shape of Caldric’s cock or some other past lover. Or something stranger.
			

			
				“Don’t be afraid of it,” said Veera, seeing the tension in the way Faylana held the box. “The disara obeys, but it also responds to your innermost desires. Did it do something unexpected the firs time you used it?”
			

			
				Faylana did not think to wonder how the maid knew she had used the disara to pleasure herself. 
			

			
				“Yes,” she said softly, remembering the way it had changed from an orc’s cock to something much bigger, slimier, and pale while almost like the shaft of the grub. “It… it changed while I was using it into something monstrous. It violated me.”
			

			
				“Oh, my dear, it might have seemed that way, but only because you did not know the truth,” said Veer, reaching into the box and picking up the disara. “You wanted that monstrous cock. You wanted to be violated by it.”
			

			
				“I… I did?” asked Faylana, watching Veera cradle the disara in her hands and stroke its grublike length with her fingers.
			

			
				“Put your hand on it,” said Veera, pressing against Faylana and holding the disara for the elf to touch. 
			

			
				“Um, alright,” said Faylana, reaching out tentatively and touching with her fingertips. It came to life and she tried to pull her hand away. Veera grabbed Faylana’s wrist with her other hand and held her in place. 
			

			
				“Don’t be afraid,” whispered the maid, once more teasing her lips against Faylana’s ears. Faylana was afraid of the disara and repulsed by it, but Veera’s hot breath and the soft brush of her lips tickled desire into Faylana’s core. Her hand trembled. Her cunt ached. 
			

			
				She watched the disara begin to twist and stretch, like a baby bird trying to free its wings from its shell. A new shape was bursting forth, tumescent and strange, a blue-green phallus as long as Faylana’s forearm and covered in glistening, dome-shaped lumps. Its tips flared almost like the phallus of a canine and spurted out a few drops of a clear oily liquid. Strangest of all was that the scent of the thing changed, from the slightly earthy smell that filled the box to a more pungent tang, like the hot, forbidden scent of sex. 
			

			
				“I’ve never seen anything like that before,” gasped Faylana, feeling the slippery warmth of the cock beneath her fingers. Veera moved Faylana’s hand against the disara and made her feel more of the blue-green penis. 
			

			
				“Exactly,” whispered Veera. “You crave the unknown. The strange. You’ve had men and they do little for you. Now you can discover true pleasure in the unknown.”
			

			
				The handmaid knew it belonged to a void hunter, one of the servants of Amonothus who were said to guard her unholy throne among the stars. These were blubbery, froglike creatures with three pairs of red eyes and webbing under their arms that allowed them to navigate through the void. They were big enough to devour a man whole, so this was a small specimen of one of their penises. 
			

			
				“I’m not… not sure…” said Faylana, trembling again against Veera. 
			

			
				But her eyes were wide and staring at the cock of the void hunter. Faylana had made no more moves to pull her hand away. She was curious. And aroused. 
			

			
				Veera knew it. She could sense it in Faylana’s breathing. 
			

			
				“Touch it,” whispered Veera, kissing Faylana’s ear. “Stroke it. The disara will respond.”
			

			
				The tempting maid placed several more kisses on Faylana’s ear, then began to lick and suck at the sensitive outer edge. Faylana shuddered with pleasure, her eyes fluttering and her fingers closing reflexively around the warm, lumpy, and oddly sticky shaft of the monstrous blue-green cock. 
			

			
				The disara throbbed in her grip. She could feel the pulse of a powerful heart. No! Two hearts, throbbing almost simultaneously, but not quite. B-Bump. B-Bump. She lifted the monstrous phallus from the velvet-lined box, turning it and hefting its weight. There were tiny dark capillaries visible beneath the skin. Miniscule bumps by the head of the cock, creating a rough section beneath the flared, almost canine tip. Shades of purple fading into the blue-green and paler beneath the shaft. 
			

			
				That smell, thick in her nostrils. Like this cock had been used before. Had been inside her already. Or someone else. She lifted it closer to her face. To her lips. She couldn’t explain why, but she began to lick it and tasted the strong, salty flavor the clear liquid oozing from its tip. She felt its warmth against her lips. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm, that’s right,” purred Veera. “You like it. Show the disara how much you like it. Suck it, Faylana. Suck the cock of a monster. You’ve secretly craved it all along.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhh goddess,” moaned Faylana. She parted her lips and slid the tip of the cock into her mouth. It had a strange, unpleasantly sour flavor to it. Almost stinging her tongue and the inside of her mouth. But she began to suck it and her saliva washed away this slimy taste. 
			

			
				“Yessss, good,” moaned Veera. “Pleasure it. Pleasure that superior monster cock. Imagine the beast that you are serving with your lips and tongue.”
			

			
				Veera began to stroke and squeeze Faylana’s breasts. Faylana moaned around the cock and sucked it with growing abandon. All the way Veera fondled her and began to kiss Faylana’s neck and shoulder. Veera stroked Faylana’s hips and kissed her way down Faylana’s body until she was kneeling before the elf. Veera began to stroke and kiss Faylana’s thighs. And then between them. Nuzzling against Faylana’s gold-thatched cunt. Running her fingers and tongue over the blushing folds of the elf’s pussy.
			

			
				Faylana felt what was happening, but her mind was elsewhere. She was floating through the star-speckled void, somehow alive in this strange place. Her body held in the arms of a gigantic, froglike humanoid. Like a wug, but much bigger and stranger, with three pairs of red eyes that stared at her. Huge webbed hands that turned her over and guided her face towards its dripping cock. She floated, weightless, her naked elf body against the warm softness of this giant monster’s belly. Its cock jutting into her face.
			

			
				The cock she was sucking. Slurping. Tonguing with absolute abandon. The pleasure that she felt returned in warm licks and plunging fingers were actually Veera, licking, sucking, and finger-fucking Faylana’s clutching cunt. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Faylana, drool dripping from her chin onto her breasts. The strange cock beginning to twitch against her tongue.
			

			
				“That’s right,” moaned Veera between licks. “He likes what you’re doing. He wants to cum in your mouth, Faylana. He wants to cum and he wants you to swallow every drop of his seed. Will you do that for him?”
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmm!” agreed Faylana, her brow furrowed as she took the pulsating head of the cock to the back of her throat.
			

			
				“That’s it! Suck him! Drain his glorious cock!” Veera moaned as she sucked Faylana’s juicy quim. Her fingers drove wild pleasure into the quaking depths of Faylana’s body. 
			

			
				But Faylana’s mind was far away. In the void. Adrift and weightless. In the webbed hands of the void hunter, her cunt being licked by the flat, shovel-sized tongue of the cosmic demon. Her lips stretched around his cock, sliding up and down his lumpy shaft, up to that flared tip to taste and suck the oily saltiness of his plentiful precum. She moaned loudly, her brow furrowed and her eyes staring widely at the infinite void and the numberless stars. 
			

			
				She came with the force of a bursting star, the pleasure radiating through her with scorching heat. At the peak of her pleasure, spinning through the void, she felt the void hunter’s cock buck between her lips. Hot seed burst against her throat and she swallowed without a moment’s hesitation. The greasy seed of the demon spurted against the back of Faylana’s tongue. She gulped again and again to swallow it all. 
			

			
				The spurting pleasure receded. The tremors of her climax died away. Her senses returned to the world as it was and she realized she was holding a dripping wet cock in her hands. Her belly was full of whatever substance the disara had spurted down her throat. 
			

			
				She felt Veera’s fingers probing her clutching cunt and Veera’s tongue on her clit. Faylana yanked the blue cock from her mouth with a gasp and wiped her lips on the back of one arm. She looked down at Veera and the maid looked up, still sucking Faylana’s clit, her dark eyes glittering as if she might never stop licking and sucking.
			

			
				“Put it back in its box,” said Faylana, holding the disara out to Veera. The phallus had already begun to shrink and lose its blue coloring. Before Veera even stopped licking it had returned to the white wormlike appearance.
			

			
				“Yes, miss,” said Veera, lifting her lips from Faylana’s cunt and taking the disara in both hands. She gingerly returned it to the velvet lined box. 
			

			
				Faylana, feeling tired, but also oddly satiated, donned white lace panties, bra, garters, and white stockings from her wardrobe. These had all been chosen by Veera and they fit perfectly. Faylana sat on the edge of the bed, still in something of a daze after the vivid vision she had experienced.
			

			
				“What did you see?” asked Veera, looking at Faylana with what almost seemed to the elf like envy.
			

			
				“The stars. I was among them.” Faylana fidgeted as she recalled the dreadful silence and cold all around her. “There was a creature there. The void hunter. It was big and powerful. It could have killed me.”
			

			
				“But it didn’t,” said Veera, toying with a lock of Faylana’s hair. “It sensed you were willing and it embraced you. It helped you to experience pleasure unlike any you’ve ever known before.”
			

			
				“That’s right. What does it mean?”
			

			
				“A blessing,” said Veera, crouching beside the bed to put herself at eye level with Faylana. “The disara can be like a divining rod. It leads you towards discovery. Towards truth. You have found your truest desire in the—”
			

			
				The door to the bedchamber was suddenly flung open and Caldric staggered into the room, his jaw set and his eyes rimmed red and bloodshot. He breathed loudly through his flaring nostrils as he looked from Veera to Faylana and back again. He pointed a finger at Veera and snarled, “Leave us!”
			

			
				Veera was furious. He had interrupted her at the exact moment she had planned to ease Faylana into the cult of Amonothus. She could slice him open with he curved dagger she concealed under her apron. No. Spilling the fool’s blood now would not serve her larger plans. But his time would come.
			

			
				She stood, bowed her head deferentially, and retreated from Faylana’s bedroom. Caldric bolted the door behind her and turned back to face Faylana once more.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Confrontation and Humiliation
			

			
				
			

			
				Faylana’s heart was torn by the sight of Caldric. She wanted to reach out to him and embrace him, to comfort him, but her feelings were clouded by the things Ser Godrick had told her about him and the ways Caldric had behaved. She was no longer even sure he loved her. She thought perhaps he wanted to possess her and control her for his own pleasure. The way he had tried to possess and control that poor girl Phoebe so long ago.
			

			
				“Caldric,” she said softly bit firmly, “you cannot burst into my room like this. Not anymore.” 
			

			
				“The time was that you would have been glad to see me,” said Caldric. “He’s twisting you. Making you believe things about me that aren’t true.”
			

			
				“I can see what’s true, Caldric. I feel sorry for you. But… you’re unraveling. You’re drinking too much and—”
			

			
				“No!” snarled Caldric. “I’ve been cursed. And… and what did he tell you about Phoebe? What lies did he tell you?” 
			

			
				“We can still be friends, but Ser Godrick…”
			

			
				Caldric tried to explain it to her. To tell her the truth about Phoebe Talver. The beautiful, green-eyed, dark-haired peasant girl. The first love of his life. He ranted to Faylana, sometimes his voice cracking as he told her the full truth. That they had become engaged. She was a seamstress and was hired by Godrick to sew him a new jacket. 
			

			
				“He was my friend then,” said Caldric. “We drank, hunted, and feasted together. I thought it was safe to send her to the castle. But he forced himself upon her. Do you understand me, Faylana? He took her innocence from her and she became so distraught and ashamed that she tried to flee from him through the Eastern Pass. She told me what he had done to her before she went. I tried to stop her, but he sent riders to bring her back and she ran from them. There was a storm and an accident and… I lost her.”
			

			
				“Don’t believe a word of it,” boomed a voice from behind Caldric. 
			

			
				“Godrick!” snarled Caldric, wheeling on him. “How did you get in here?”
			

			
				The gluttonous knight held up a skeleton key before tucking back into his pocket. He smiled and pushed past Caldric to slide an arm around Faylana’s waist and puller her against him.
			

			
				“You have poisoned her with lies,” said Caldric, jabbing a finger into Godrick’s chest.
			

			
				Caldric looked to Faylana. He could see uncertainty in her eyes, but she was not fighting to escape Ser Godrick’s grasp. 
			

			
				“Leave us,” said Ser Godrick, puffing himself up. “She is no longer your woman, Caldric. She will be mine. My wife!”
			

			
				“Your wife?” gasped Faylana.
			

			
				“Yes, my dear,” said Ser Godrick. “We shall marry and you will be mine. There is—”
			

			
				She pushed away from Ser Godrick. “Tell me the truth, Godrick. Did you set upon that poor girl and cause the accident that killed her?”
			

			
				“It was the storm that caused the accident and Caldric, he poisoned her with lies just like he is trying to poison you, my love. She wanted me and he could not stand it. Was I a bit rough with her? Perhaps, as I bedded her for all those hours, I did behave in a beastly manner at times, but you know how pleasurable that can be, my sweet elven flower. It was only the stuff of loveplay.”
			

			
				Caldric could stand no more. He remembered the tears and the bruises on Phoebe’s wrists. Ser Godrick, at the time, had even accepted guilt in her death and paid a large sum to her father and mother to compensate them. They had left Bramsch, never to return.
			

			
				He grabbed a handful of Godrick’s doublet and punched the fat, bearded brute in his mouth. Ser Godrick staggered back, grabbing his face where he had been struck.
			

			
				“Caldric!” cried Faylana. “No! No violence!”
			

			
				Caldric’s hand was already on the grip of his sword. He meant to kill the liar, but Faylana grabbed at his arm and he could not fight her for control of the sword. Ser Godrick’s face twisted in fury and he jabbed a finger at Caldric’s chest.
			

			
				“One. You get one swing like that, you fool. Guards!” The door opened and a pair of guards in chain mail and crimson tunics entered. “Take him back to the infirmary. Do not permit him to leave. He is out of his mind with jealousy.”
			

			
				“You son of a bitch!” shouted Caldric, struggling as the guard’s grabbed hold of his arms. One of them stole his sword from its sheath. The other twisted his arm behind his back. Caldric cursed and looked desperately at Faylana as they dragged him from the room. She reached out to him, but Ser Godrick pulled her back as Caldric disappeared into the hall.
			

			
				“Do not worry, my love,” said Godrick, stroking Faylana’s arm. “They will not harm him. He was drunk and violent. Another man, I might have sent to the dungeon or striking me. But Caldric is an old friend reacting jealously. I am sure it must hurt him to see his former lover turn away from him in favor of a better man.”
			

			
				Faylana allowed herself to be comforted by Ser Godrick. His words made sense. Caldric had grown violent in his jealousy. But the desperation in his eyes and in his voice had introduced doubt about Ser Godrick. Had the knight been lying about Phoebe all this time? 
			

			
				“I want to know the truth, Godrick,” said Faylana, stopping the big knight from sliding his hand from her arm to her hip. “Was what he said about Phoebe true? Did you attack her?”
			

			
				“Certainly not! If you mean did I attack her with gifts, did I write bad poems to woo her heart, did I attack her hand with my lips each time we met, then yes. But did I ever do anything that she did not desire? No! Pure lies! Fabrications of a jealous mind!” His expression softened. “But I sympathized with Caldric then as I sympathize with him now. He lost so much. His jealousy caused it that time, chasing her and trying to keep her to himself. I won’t allow him to do the same again.”
			

			
				Faylana studied Ser Godrick’s face. She could sense no lie in what he said, no deceit in his eyes or expression. Could it all be true? Could Caldric be the liar?
			

			
				“Let us forget all that,” said Godrick, taking her into both arms and pulling her against him. “Let us have an early supper and retire to my bedroom. We can make a new and far more interesting story together than this ancient history.”
			

			
				He planted a kiss on her lips as she protested gently. She allowed it to linger. Did not fight as he slid his tongue into her mouth and tasted her sweetness. Did not resist as his hands roamed from her shoulders down to her hips. Then around to her backside, squeezing and kneading her ample elven rear. 
			

			
				“Oh, my dear,” he murmured and she felt his cock bulging in his trousers. “You excite such passions in me. Shall I unleash the beast you so adore? Shall the red boar ravish you?”
			

			
				The thought of his monstrous hybrid transformation filled her with peculiar desire. He was so savage, so insatiable in this form. The were pig that claimed her with a cock that was bigger and stranger than any human cock she had ever felt. It satisfied her like, well, like the monstrous forms of the disara. Yes, she wanted him, but she resisted such urges. 
			

			
				“Not tonight,” she said, pushing Ser Godrick away. He started towards her again, but she held up a hand. “I mean it, Godrick. I am upset and I need some time to think.”
			

			
				Godrick seemed to consider, as if he might insist, but then he nodded. “Very well, my love. I understand. Tomorrow? We shall be together then?”
			

			
				“Of course,” she said, kissing him sweetly, but resisting another thrust of his tongue.
			

			
				“Good, we shall talk then on the subject of marriage,” he said with a smile and a wink.
			

			
				Ser Godrick continued to smile as he left her in her bedchamber, but his expression hardened again when he stepped out into the hallway. He rubbed the tender spot on his chin where Caldric had given him a good hit. It was fortunate he had a beard, or he would have a large bruise visible on his face by morning. A shameful admission to his servants and subjects that he could not simply order Caldric to be executed for his behavior. 
			

			
				No, even a secret strangling in the dungeon would no doubt upset Faylana. She would ask questions about Caldric. He almost had her. He would not risk another Phoebe situation. 
			

			
				But the matter would not be left with that sucker punch from the jealous fighter. Oh, no, Caldric must be made to pay. 
			

			
				The guards were waiting outside the infirmary. They stood to attention.
			

			
				“Roughed him up a bit, my lord,” said one of the men.
			

			
				“Just to persuade him to calm down,” added the other. “No marks. As you like it.”
			

			
				“Good lads,” said Godrick, patting them on their shoulders as he pushed past them. Caldric sat up in his bed. He winced, clearly in pain, but the guards had done a perfect job working him over without leaving bruises. 
			

			
				“Come to gloat?” growled Caldric, eyeing Ser Godrick sullenly.
			

			
				“No,” lied Godrick. “I’ve come to make some things clear and to give you a choice. First, let me make it clear: the elf is mine. You shall not touch her unless I give you permission. You will not even speak to her or you will be severely beaten. Perhaps thrown in my dungeon.”
			

			
				“You wouldn’t,” said Caldric, sliding his legs out of bed and trying to stand. Godrick pushed his shoulder and shoved him back down into the bed.
			

			
				“Which brings me to the choice,” said Godrick. “You may leave tonight. That is what I recommend. Slink away with your friends and your big-titted nursemaid. You can suck at those tits all you want. Console yourself with the white healer. Drink away your sorrows in a whorehouse with the old wizard. Take the dwarf. I no longer need him. Just go.”
			

			
				“You said a choice,” said Caldric. “I’m not going to slink away.”
			

			
				“If you are a fool and your choice is to remain here in the castle, then you and I will play a little game.” Ser Godrick sat down on the edge of the bed, his weight shifting the mattress. “We will joust tomorrow and duel. Not to the death, only to first blood. Then, we shall see who can satisfy Faylana. I know it is me. That my fat cock makes her cum like yours never could. So this will be a mere formality. A final humiliation for you before I send you on your way. And make no mistake, Caldric, once you have been completely unmanned in front of this elf, I shall throw you out the gate and bar your return. And I will marry here.”
			

			
				Caldric bit back a curse. He glared at Ser Godrick. 
			

			
				“I will not play your game,” said Caldric, knowing it would be unfair and rigged to humiliate him.
			

			
				“Then you shall go tonight,” said Godrick with a shrug. “If you have to be dragged from this infirmary and thrown outside the gates. I could strip you down to a shirt if you would like to replay your drunken embarrassment. Did you have fun at the Pink Tulip, by the way? I heard you spent the night in a man’s bedroom. What a strange thing to do, Caldric.”
			

			
				“Bastard,” snarled Caldric.
			

			
				“Actually, no, I am the lord of this castle by birthright. And if you will not agree to my competition, then you shall be thrown out. Accept the challenge or—"
			

			
				“I accept your challenge,” snapped Caldric. “Tomorrow. Though I am a wounded man, though you will no doubt use every dirty trick, I’ll best you in whatever sick combat you imagine.”
			

			
				“Sure, sure,” chuckled Godrick, patting his old friend on his leg. “Just know, you go second when it comes to Faylana. You’ll have to watch me bed her. But I hear you enjoy that sort of thing.”
			

			
				“What!?” Caldric sputtered, his face turning red with anger. “Who said… what did she say to you?”
			

			
				“Ha ha! She said nothing, but I knew.” Godrick leaned closer, smiling cruelly. “I know everything that happens in my castle. I shall savor your humiliation. Perhaps you will savor it as well, my cuckolded friend. I shall not begrudge you that!”
			

			
				Godrick left the infirmary laughing. Caldric glared after him as he went and imagined all the ways he would murder the fat brute. All the ways he would pleasure Faylana when he once more had her in his arms. Everything had gone too far. He would not be a cuckold after tomorrow. He would have her back and would never let her go.
			

			
				Caldric was still fuming with anger minutes later when Tavek burst through the door of the infirmary. 
			

			
				“Caldric, there you are! I checked here earlier and you were gone! There is something you must know!” 
			

			
				“No time,” said Caldric. “Fetch me Borto. I must speak with him.”
			

			
				“Borto? No, please, Caldric. Listen.” Borto shook Caldric’s shoulders, but he saw that his friend would not listen. Something had passed since they had last spoken and Caldric was almost mad with determination. Borto relented. “Alright, old friend. I will find him and send him here. But be careful, the wizard should not be trusted.”
			

			
				“I trust no one but myself,” said Caldric. Then he saw the wounded expression on Tavek’s face and added, “And you, Tavek. You would never betray me.”
			

			
				Tavek was struck through his guilty heart by his friend’s words. The dwarf remembered the way Faylana cried out in pleasure as he made her cum that foolish night together at the tavern. Guilt burst in a geyser through Tavek. His face burned with shame. He nodded and backed away. 
			

			
				Once Tavek had gone, Caldric felt some of his anger begin to dissipate. He would make Borto help him. He would command the wizard to brew a potion of virility to humiliate Ser Godrick and he would triumph in both forms of combat the fat brute had conceived. 
			

			
				“My sword will spill your blood,” growled Caldric, “and my cock will drive Faylana mad with pleasure.”
			

			
				His moment of redemption was at hand. He would have her back.
			

			
				Or he would die trying.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Seductive Schemes
			

			
				 
			

			
				The moment was fast approaching. Veera could sense it. Tempers were flaring and Godrick and his foes were both maneuvering to posses the beautiful elf. The fools. Their desires and urges were nothing to the unknowable majesty of Amonothus. The elf belonged to the mother of monsters. Soon, Veera would strike to ensure an eternity of monstrous delights for Faylana.
			

			
				Veera leaned against the doorway to the linen room, watching around the corner as Borto exited the infirmary. He had been nervous when he arrived, but he seemed relieved now and Veera wanted to know why. She followed him as he went straight back to his quarters. She was coming up with excuses to intrude on him when he emerged and made straight for the kitchen. Curious, Veera followed more closely, slipping in among the bustling maids as Borto approached the head cook, Addlesby. The lean, hook-nosed old chef spoke quietly to Borto, shaking his head repeatedly. Apparently defeated, Borto left the kitchen.
			

			
				Veera walked up to Addlesby from behind, tickling a finger behind his ear and making the old chef stiffen up. 
			

			
				“Veera,” he said, turning and smiling down at her. “My lovely maid. I have a few minutes before dinner service. Would you like to spend it with me?”
			

			
				“I can think of no better way to spend a little time,” she giggled, allowing him to pull her towards one of the pantries. He shooed away his sous chefs and pulled Veera inside. Once in the cool darkness, the air thick with spices, he began kissing her and slipped his bony hands inside her blouse. She moaned as he fondled her breasts, pretending to enjoy the way he squeezed her tits and pinched at her nipples like a teenage boy. 
			

			
				“Oh, Addlesby,” she moaned. “You know just how to drive me mad. But please, don’t make me forget why I came here.” 
			

			
				“My dear, forget everything else! We are alone! We have a moment to savor pure pleasure!” He pulled his hands from her blouse and turned her around. He lifted her skirt and stroked the panty-covered mounds of her buttocks. Firm and round. He stripped the fabric down her thighs and she gasped as she felt his fingers upon her cunt.
			

			
				“Please, chef, I must… must ask you,” she moaned as his fingers massaged her folds. He slipped two long digits into her steamy honeypot and began to stir. 
			

			
				“Go on then, my love,” he moaned, moving her dark hair aside to kiss her slender neck. Plunging his fingers into her cunt as his free hand fumbled with his trousers. “Ask it. Be quick.”
			

			
				“The wizard,” whispered Veera.
			

			
				Addelsby groaned with annoyance, his fingers slowing inside her. He leaned his body against her back. “What about him? Bothersome oaf.”
			

			
				“What did he want?” asked Veera.
			

			
				“He was brewing up some sort of recipe,” said Addelsby. “Wanted all sorts of ingredients we don’t keep stocked. As if I would give them to him if I had red goat’s pizzle and stimaroon.”
			

			
				“What else?” said Veera looking over her shoulder. She saw the annoyance on Addlesby face and she wiggled her hips to entice his fingers to keep thrusting. He resumed pumping two digits and added a third to stretch her tight cunt. 
			

			
				“Dried yak bladder and something of some sort of viper,” said Addelsby.
			

			
				“Venom glands of a snow viper?” asked Veera.
			

			
				“Yes, that’s it. Why, do you know what sort of recipe he was making?” 
			

			
				“Yes, I think I do,” said Veera with a smile. Her curiosity satisfied, she let Addlesby have his way with her. He kissed her shoulder and neck, slipping his finger in and out of her cunt until Veera feigned an intense orgasm. Then the chef had his rather unimpressive cock out and was shoving it into her slick cunt. Though small, it had a nice curve to it so that it rubbed pleasantly inside her. 
			

			
				He would never make her cum, she knew from experience, but she allowed herself to be carried away by the steady motion of his hips. Clapping against her firm bottom. Driving his cock in and out. Faster and faster, until his hands tightened on her shoulders and he let out a long groan of satisfaction. She squeezed her inner muscles to milk the warm spurts of cum from him. He whined with pleasure, thrusting twice more before drawing back his hips and letting his cock slip from inside her creamy pussy. 
			

			
				She used a fresh apron to clean herself and slipped her panties back into place. 
			

			
				“Thank you, Addlesby,” she said, turning to kiss his cheek. “You’ve been most helpful.” 
			

			
				He mumbled something and smiled wearily at her, seemingly drained of his essence by the intense pleasure of his orgasm. She left him sagging against the shelves in the pantry and escaped through the kitchen and back into the hall. 
			

			
				She had not been lying to Addlesby. She knew what the little wizard was after. A potion of virility. So the fighter was after an elixir to help him win back his woman. But clearly the wizard had run short of ingredients. Veera happened to have all the ingredients to make just such a potion. She also had half a bottle remaining of the feminine transformation potion she had been trying to slip to Caldric. It would be a shame if he accidentally drank that potion when he most needed male virility.
			

			
				Veera smiled all the way to her secret pantry concealed in the dungeon. She gathered up the ingredients for the virility potion and returned to Borto’s quarters. It took several knocks to summon the absentminded wizard to his door.
			

			
				“Mmm? Yes?” His eyes widened when he saw it was Veera with an armful of aromatic ingredients in paper wrappings. But the surprise narrowed again to hostility. “What do you want, you treacherous witch?”
			

			
				“Treacherous? Me?” She pushed past him and unloaded the bundles of ingredients onto Borto’s improvised worktable. The oil lamps burned for his alchemy. Water bubbled in a glass vessel over a flame and something smelled like hot wax. “Why, Borto, I’ve come to help. I heard you were looking for certain rare ingredients in the kitchen. Of course that old fool Addlesby was no help. But I happen to carry a fine stock of ingredients myself.”
			

			
				“Do you now?” Borto smirked and unwrapped one of the parcels. His bushy white eyebrows bounced as he recognized the desiccated venom glands of a snow viper. The rarest ingredient needed for the virility potion. “Where did you get this? What do you want for it?”
			

			
				“Oh, I am always on the lookout for useful ingredients for a potion,” said cooed Veera, pressing her bust against Borto’s shoulder. “As for what I want, all I want is to help.”
			

			
				“Like you did with that healing potion?” He growled, though his gaze dropped from her face to the creamy white expanse of her cleavage. He wet his lips, recalling the luscious softness of those breasts. But he caught himself from being seduced, at least for the moment. “I know what you did to poor Caldric. You slipped him that potion in his wine and it turned him into a woman. Made him forget himself and do things, god only knows what, with some stranger down in Bramsch. It nearly ruined his life, you demented witch!”
			

			
				“Ah, but it didn’t,” she said, squeezing against Borto until her areolas were visible above the neckline of her bodice. She pressed her lips close to his face and purred softly, “I’ve heard about Ser Godrick’s challenge and I know why you’re making the potion. If Caldric is going to compete with my master, he must have a big, hard cock when he pleases the elf. Let me help you, Borto. I know just what to do. We can even test the potion… together.”
			

			
				The thought of quaffing the virility potion and plundering the lovely little witch made Borto’s cock swell beneath his robe. Veera felt it too. She let her thigh rub against that bulge and giggled softly very close to Borto’s ear. 
			

			
				“Ohhh. Well… I suppose if I supervise,” groaned Borto, a smile slowly spreading on his face. “You could help make it up to him.”
			

			
				“It’s settled,” exclaimed Veera, bouncing a step back from Borto and relieving the pressure on his groin. She clapped her hands together with excitement and set to work unwrapping the ingredients she had brought for the potion. 
			

			
				The effort required two pairs or hands. One smelting ingredients and they other distilling and concentrating the combined ingredients in the potion. Borto held the flask containing the potion and Veera moved the ingredients to him as each was made ready. 
			

			
				The tension built as each new ingredient needed to be prepared perfectly and added at the right time. Veera crushed the red goat’s pizzle into powder and dropped it into the flask. The liquid turned a brilliant shade of red. A paste of water and stimaroon turned it purple. Iron powder turned it black. And, finally, the snow viper’s venom gland made the potion erupt in flame and turn paper white. 
			

			
				“It’s supposed to be blue!” cried Borto and he yanked it away from the open flame.
			

			
				“No, you old fool!” shouted Veera, a lock hair plastered to her forehead with sweat. “Keep it in the flame!”
			

			
				She held Borto’s wrists, leaning against him and forcing him to keep the potion in the flame. He whined like a scolded child, but she held fast, and in moments the white potion began to bubble once more and turned a remarkable shade of sky blue. It was faintly luminous and smelled oddly of sweaty socks and burnt steel. She released Borto’s wrists.
			

			
				“We’ve done it,” murmured Borto as withdrew the potion flask from the flame. He held it in tongs, steam rising from the mouth of the flask. 
			

			
				“It appears that we have,” said Veera, dabbing at her forehead and sweat-damp cleavage. “Pour a bit into this. You can test it out.”
			

			
				“Oh, well, erm…”
			

			
				Borto seemed to doubt his own potion making abilities. After all, the snow viper gland was dangerous in high concentrations. But Veera was sure that it had worked. Or sure enough to risk killing Borto with a potion anyway. She poured a shot’s worth of the glowing blue liquid into a small glass. Borto set aside the flask to cool and took the small glass reluctantly. He pushed his floppy hat back from his face and blew on the steam wafting from the ounce or so of liquid.
			

			
				He was going to say something to Veera about how he felt a bit ill and maybe they should test the potion out on one of the guards. But his excuses died as he watched her untie the apron from her waist and unlace her maid’s bodice. Her breasts were enormous for her otherwise petite frame. Glorious, soft orbs spreading free of the confinement of her bodice. Nipples pale and puffy. Slowly stiffening as she ran her fingers over them. She worked her skirt down and slid off her panties. Borto stared in awe. Her delicate, girlish body at odds with her womanly bust. 
			

			
				“Beautiful,” he murmured and knocked back the shot of virility potion. He looked at the empty glass and then at Veera. She smiled sweetly at him, running her hands back up to her body and squeezing her plump tits. Borto’s cock was raging hard, but otherwise normal. He muttered, “It didn’t work. We must have added too much stimaroon and not enough of the… the…”
			

			
				His eyes widened. His muscles bulged visibly. A vein throbbed in Borto’s temple as he felt a rush of blood to his groin. He looked down and cried out in shock as his penis doubled in thickness and length. Tripled. It turned a dark shade of purple and bulged around the thick, ropy veins that ran along its length. Borto’s bollocks swelled and began to throb. 
			

			
				“It worked,” he said, his voice deeper than before. His masculinity was unchained and, as he looked at Veera’s naked body, so was his lust. The suddenly virile old wizard leaped at the beautiful young maid. He tossed her to the ground, grabbing her slender legs and spreading them wide as he pushed them back into a mating press. Her feet almost behind her head and her silky cunt inviting his massive cock. Veera howled with pleasure as Borto impaled her on his massive cock.
			

			
				“Yessss!” she cried, satisfied by the size of a human’s cock for the first time in years. “Yes, Borto! It’s working!”
			

			
				“Working!” he bellowed in agreement, his buttocks rising and falling vigorously as he plunged his enormous cock in and out of Veera’s tight cove. His bollocks slapped against her asshole with each thrust. His cock hilted inside her and pressed his tip against her straining inner walls. He possessed vigor he had not experienced in many years as he fucked Veera with all his inflated masculinity. His cock a glistening purple spear driving into her core with every thrust. 
			

			
				“Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Oh, you horrible bearded beast! Plow my cunny! Don’t hold back, Borto!” Veera grabbed his head and looked up at him fiercely. Her feet were behind her head, but she didn’t care. For the first time in ages she was being fucked properly by a man. His swollen cock was bigger than some of the monsters she’d fucked as perverse sacraments to Amonothus.
			

			
				Borto panted and wheezed as he pounded his cock into Veera. His heart could barely keep up with what the rest of his body was doing, but he wasn’t about to stop. He had never felt a woman so entirely at his mercy. Even with his magic. So why was she smiling up at him like she was the cat and he was the mouse? He growled and decided to fuck her even harder. Beating the head of his cock against her womb. Making her huge tits bounce and jiggle with each thrust.
			

			
				“Fill you,” he snarled. “Fill you with cum! Fill pussy… with cumm!”
			

			
				“Yes, that’s right!” laughed Veera. “You fiend! Savaging me with that huge cock! Oooooh! Do you feel me gripping you! Do it, Borto! Spray your seed inside me!”
			

			
				“Raaaaaaa!” Borto threw back his head and slammed Veera’s pussy with his throbbing purple mega cock. He stretched her wide and dropped his tightening bollocks against her little asshole with every thrust. Her cunt flexing around him. Squeezing him and seeming to suck at his surging cock. His muscles stood out ridiculously and his face turned scarlet with his effort. 
			

			
				“Aahhhaahhaaa!” Veera laughed even though his cock was driving her to the brink. To see the little old wizard transformed into a savage fuckbeast was most amusing. Then, with a bestial howl, that huge cock exploded deep inside her. She felt the hot gush of his seed and the powerful pulsations of his erupting cock. Each spurt beat against her clutching walls and sent pleasure into her core. 
			

			
				She began to cum with him, tightening around him with the rhythmic squeeze of her orgasmic contractions. Each tightening grip was answered by another pulsating spurt against her womb. She cried out and held his head in her hands. Taking him. Savoring him. 
			

			
				Of course, this climactic eruption drained the essence of the poor old wizard. His cock softened almost immediately and his muscles began to deflate. He staggered back, gasping for breath, looking sweaty and pale.
			

			
				“Must… must rest for a moment,” he said and fell sideways onto the bed. If he hadn’t been wheezing with each breath, Veera might have thought that Borto had suddenly died with the way he lay face down and motionless on the bed. She got up and crept over to the flask containing the potion.
			

			
				“I am just going to transfer this to a proper bottle,” she said and made a show of getting his attention as she decanted the potion into a small, opaque green bottle. Borto waved his hand and flopped face down once again. 
			

			
				Veera could not help but smile as she replaced the green bottle with an identical green bottle from the pocket of her apron. This one contained a potion as well.
			

			
				The potion that would transform the drinker into a woman and make that woman forget her past life. Veera placed this potion of femininity and forgetfulness onto the rack and slipped the virility potion into her apron. 
			

			
				With any luck, Caldric would chug the entire femininity potion before attempting to bed Faylana and be forever transformed into a woman. The contest would be over, Ser Godrick would win, and Veera could make her final move to win the elf.
			

			
				Even if it meant killing Ser Godrick.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The First Contest
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I’ve never jousted,” said Caldric, surprised by the weight of the lance. “And I’m not used to combat while wearing all of this.”
			

			
				He lifted an armored pauldron and felt the unpleasant rasp of chain mail against hardened steel. He felt like he was wearing a hundred pounds of plate and it was borrowed from some cavalry lancer. The gloves were loose and the helm kept slipping forward on his head. If it did that when he was charging, he wouldn’t be able to see a thing. 
			

			
				Across the tournament field, Ser Godrick was in his element. His charger was his personal horse and his armor was obviously fitted to his ample girth. He held up arms in celebration as he paraded back and forth on horseback in front of the stands of spectators. Another aspect that Caldric resented. Ser Godrick had invited half of Bramsch and the ladies crowded the stands at his end of the jousting lanes. Caldric’s end was more sparsely populated. Some soldiers jeering at Caldric and Tavek and Borto. The only woman on that side was Momo, the enormously busty healer, and she was wearing a blindfold. 
			

			
				“You’ve got this,” shouted Tavek. “You’re twice as strong as that fat oaf! Knock him from his horse and draw blood. No need to be fancy about it.”
			

			
				“Do you think it would draw blood if I stove in his helmet with a mace?” asked Caldric, hefting the mace hanging from the saddle. 
			

			
				“Aye, that’d do,” said Tavek, though the dwarf was concerned with Caldric’s dark turn.
			

			
				Caldric was focused on the stands behind Ser Godrick. There was Godrick’s young squire, the one he had seen Faylana pleasuring in the stable, and beside Andrei sat Faylana herself. Glorious and resplendent in a gown of crimson to match the boar’s head banners flapping in the breeze. A huge necklace with a ruby hung against her plush breasts and her face was shaded from the sun by a broad-brimmed hat of black lace. Caldric thought she locked eyes with him for a moment, but Godrick rode between them on his huge charger in that moment, blocking their view of one another.
			

			
				Trumpets sounded to quiet the audience and the voice of an officiating crier reached over the murmurs.
			

			
				“Gentleman! My lord! Please take your positions!” The crier gestured with white flags. Ser Godrick gave a last salute and lowered the visor of his helmet. It was molded to resemble the tusked snout of a warthog. Caldric lowered his plain visor and spurred his horse into motion. His breath was loud within the enclosed helmet. He was panting with nerves. But he braced the lance and readied his shield.
			

			
				“This is a combat to first blood!” shouted the crier to bloodthirsty cheers from the crowd. “There shall be no scoring, but either man may yield before first blood is apparent.”
			

			
				Jeers answered this latter rule. Caldric had no intention of ever yielding to Godrick. He would die before surrendering to the pig.
			

			
				The wind picked up, stirring the red plumage atop Ser Godrick’s black helm. The crowd fell completely silent. The only sound was the impatient stamping of the two chargers. 
			

			
				“Joust!” shouted the crier and he dropped both flags simultaneously. 
			

			
				Ser Godrick’s huge charger was first off along the jousting rail. Eyes wild and black mane flying. Running along the rail as if it wanted to leap over it and collide headfirst with Caldric’s smaller brown charger. Nevertheless, Caldric’s horse responded to his heels digging into its flanks with a whinny and a powerful charge. Its hooves beat the dusty lane. Its muscular body bounced him in his arm and knocked his helmet down over his eyes. 
			

			
				“Bastard!” cried Caldric, unable to bring up a hand to fix the visor. He held the shield straight and the lance ready and hoped the horse knew where to take him. A moment later, there was a boom and the sound of splintering wood and Caldric was flying to the ground. Cheers came from the crowd. Caldric landed heavily on his back.
			

			
				“No blood yet!” shouted the crier.
			

			
				Caldric’s lance was lost. He discarded his shield and forced himself to stand up. He knocked the visor up from his helmet just as Godrick rode past him, swinging a morning star. The weighted head of the weapon would have brained Caldric or struck him in the face, but Caldric ducked in time to avoid it. He fumbled for a moment and drew his sword, turning to face Ser Godrick.
			

			
				“It’s dishonorable to run a man down after you’ve knocked him from his horse!” shouted Caldric. “Fight me on foot. Or are you a coward without a horse?”
			

			
				“Coward? Ha!” Godrick slid from this horse’s saddle and landed heavily on his iron shod feet. He drew his long sword and approach Caldric. His visor down. His breath whistling through the snout of the helm. “I’ll feed you to the crows!”
			

			
				The crowd cheered Godrick’s bravado. He was big and furious and his sword had much greater reach than Caldric’s blade. Caldric backed away. Retreated from the first swing and the second. The crowd jeered at him. 
			

			
				“You dared to call me a coward and now you run like a thief!? Face me, Caldric! Show Faylana you at least have the courage to die like a man.” Godrick swung his sword to try to provoke an attack. “Or are you only a dog?”
			

			
				Caldric continued to backpedal, leading Godrick on a chase to the other side of the railing. What Caldric, but few others, could see was that Ser Godrick was quickly overheating in his black armor. The sun beat down on him and his extra weight was slowing him down. Caldric tossed off his helmet, his brown hair caught the breeze. His smile seemed to mock Ser Godrick.
			

			
				“Come on then,” said Caldric, lowering his guard. “Show me your strength, brave knight. Cleave me in half!”
			

			
				“Raaaaaaa!” The insults worked. Ser Godrick charged, wheezing, and took a swing at Caldric. The fighter was ready and stepped aside. He brought his sword around in a quick, low swing. His blade caught Ser Godrick in his grieves. A blow that landed with enough force to dent the armor and knock the big brute from his feet. Ser Godrick tried to parry the next blow, but Caldric knocked his sword away and kicked it from Ser Godrick’s hands. 
			

			
				He lowered the tip of his blade to Godrick’s face and used it to flip open the knight’s visor to reveal his ruddy, puffing face. The fallen knight’s beady eyes glittered with fury.
			

			
				“What do you say, Faylana?” shouted Caldric. “Shall I finish the knave, as he deserves, or spare his life?”
			

			
				“Don’t hurt him!” cried Faylana, rising from her seat and leaning against the stands. “He is a good man! It is only to first blood.”
			

			
				“She shows you mercy,” said Caldric, gazing down at the defeated knight. “I would not.”
			

			
				Caldric stabbed the sword at Godrick’s face and the spectators gasped. Faylana actually screamed and fell back into her seat. Caldric withdrew the sword, the edge of the blade having only just grazed Ser Godrick’s cheek. A line of blood appeared.
			

			
				“First blood!” shouted the crier, holding both flags above his head. “The win is to Caldric Stonehands!”
			

			
				Caldric savored the stunned expression on the faces in the crowd for a moment then extended a gloved hand to Ser Godrick. The fat knight stared at it in disbelief, then took hold. Caldric helped him up with a grunt. Godrick grabbed hold of Caldric’s steel cuirass.
			

			
				“This isn’t over,” growled the knight. “We will settle this in my bedchamber.”
			

			
				“Yield now, Godrick,” warned Caldric. “She belongs with me. You will only humiliate yourself further.”
			

			
				Godrick shoved Caldric back and unleashed a string of epithets with enough vinegar to strip paint from a sailor’s bunkhouse. Caldric laughed. Andrei and several cavalry officers grabbed hold of Ser Godrick and pulled him away from the field. The fat knight returned to Faylana and grabbed her in his arms. He smashed a sloppy, forceful kiss to her lips, groping her bottom through her dress.
			

			
				The smile died on Caldric’s face as he watched the gluttonous knight mocking him with his affection for Faylana. Caldric turned and trudged away from the field. He had won the first battle, but he knew Ser Godrick would hardly make the second round of competition fair. Thankfully, Borto had come through and Caldric had a little something to even the odds. He walked back over to the stands, accepted the congratulations from Tavek, and then checked his leather satchel. In one of the pouches was the small green bottle containing the potion of virility. He ran his fingers over the object to reassure himself.
			

			
				With this, I will guarantee my victory and Ser Godrick’s final defeat.
			

			
				A feast was held to celebrate Ser Godrick’s victory. Caldric was all but forced to attend and given a seat of honor not far from Ser Godrick. It became immediately clear that the fat knight intended to celebrate regardless of his defeat on the jousting field. Officers, loose women, and local officials from the village came to congratulate Ser Godrick. 
			

			
				It was as if all these people had not witnessed the knight’s humiliation. They fawned and flattered. Ser Godrick indulged in food and drink to precitable excess. His mood lightened after sufficient wine and he frequently took a break to smother Faylana’s lips with a passionate kiss or leave her giggling as he groped her breasts or reached under her skirt.
			

			
				Caldric ate and drank little. He watched the bellowing knight and seethed at each boorish caress inflicted upon Faylana. Even more angering was that the beautiful elf seemed game for most of it. True, the knight pushed too far from time to time, as he did when he pulled down her blouse and exposed her breasts and later, when he put her hand down his trousers and made her feel his rigid cock. Faylana knew Caldric was watching and she looked at him and blushed several times. Yet she drank wine and giggled at most of what Ser Godrick said and did.
			

			
				She did not stop Ser Godrick. She did not cry out or push him away.
			

			
				Let him have his fun now, thought Caldric. When she compares us in the bedroom there will be no contest. The pig will be defeated at last. 
			

			
				“Tis hard to watch, lad,” said Tavek, sympathetically. “But he’ll not have her long. Not with what you have in store.”
			

			
				“I hope for her sake and mine that you are right,” said Caldric. “Otherwise, I might be forced to murder the fat oaf.”
			

			
				“Certainly doable,” said Tavek, picking his teeth with the tip of a knife. “Judging by his pathetic performance on the field today. If it comes to that, you know I will have your back, my friend. But I should rather not be wanted through Tarol and Sarruth as a murderer.”
			

			
				Caldric looked across the table at Ser Godrick and Faylana. The big knight had pulled Faylana into his lap and was brazenly fondling her breasts through her gown as he kissed her neck. She seemed delighted by what he was doing, even moving her hips to grind against the bulge that was no doubt in his trousers. Caldric’s cock stirred, but so too did his anger. Caldric imagined impaling the knight through his neck and watching the blood run down to stain his kerchief and doublet. 
			

			
				“Murder will be a last resort,” said Caldric, clinking cups with the dwarf and smiling as they drank to camaraderie.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Second Contest
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric heard the soft knock at the door to his room. He was waiting in his quarters, wearing only a robe and stockinged feet, waiting for the second contest to begin. He had bathed and his hair was neatly combed. The potion was waiting in the pocket of his robe, untouched, but ready to transform him into a virile beast. Despite Borto’s potion, Caldric was quite nervous.
			

			
				The knock came again. More insistent this time. Caldric rose and answered the door. The dark-haired, petite maid Veera was standing on the other side.
			

			
				“Master Caldric, Ser Godrick is ready to begin the second contest,” she said, bowing her head slightly. “I am to escort you to his bedchamber.”
			

			
				“Good,” said Caldric, sliding his feet into his slippers. “Lead the way.”
			

			
				They set off through the castle. The hour was late and the castle was quiet, which added to the strange solemnity of the moment for Caldric. He knew that his destiny awaited him in Godrick’s bedchamber. He would either prove himself a man or surrender forever to the fat brute, losing Faylana and everything that mattered to him in this world. He fingered the potion in his pocket. With Veera’s back turned it would be easy for him to remove the stopper and surreptitiously quaff the potion. 
			

			
				No, thought Caldric. Not yet. I am not certain how long the potion will last. I must wait until the moment is right.
			

			
				They arrived at the large, ornate door to Ser Godrick’s bedchamber. Two guards stood aside and Veera knocked rhythmically at the door.
			

			
				“Enter!” shouted Godrick from within. 
			

			
				Veera opened the door and ushered Caldric inside. The room was large and lit only by the fireplace and a few candles. The cloying smoke of incense hung in the air. Caldric saw them through the veils of curtains hung around the bedframe. Godrick in his fluffy robe and Faylana, so beautiful and luscious, clad in a short, dark gown of the most diaphanous fabric. Sheer cloth that revealed the heavenly contours of her body as she posed on her hands and knees beside Godrick. Her heavy breasts strained the fabric, nipples erect and visible through the gown, her bottom slightly raised, and the lovely mounds of her buttocks threaded by a silken thong. Her hair was up and held by a golden clasp. Her eyes heavy with desire and her full lips curled into a slightly mischievous smile. 
			

			
				“Ah, Caldric, welcome,” said Ser Godrick. “I hope you don’t mind that we’ve started without you. I simply could not resist her loveliness and Faylana was so, mmmmmm, eager to begin.”
			

			
				He caressed her cheek and a lock of her hair and pulled her in for a kiss. Their lips met and their tongues intertwined. Faylana moaned softly as one of Godrick’s fat hands stroked her side down to her hip. He gave her bottom a squeeze, the momentary pressure spreading her cheeks to reveal the thong that barely covered her wrinkled divot and her golden mound. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm,” said Faylana, breaking the kiss. “Please, Caldric. Sit down. I want you to watch.”
			

			
				“You want me to… to watch?” Caldric’s hands tightened into fists. His cock swelled within his robe. 
			

			
				“Sit!” snapped Ser Godrick. “There beside the bed. Watch how a real man does it! Then you can have your turn with her, though you and I both know you shall never satisfy her like me.”
			

			
				He kissed her again and Caldric had no choice but to sit beside the bed and watch. The brutish knight’s hands were everywhere, fondling and touching Faylana possessively. Worse, Faylana seemed to delight in each stroke and tweak. She moaned deeply as Godrick kissed her slender neck and slid his hands under her gown to fondle and squeeze her breasts. She looked at Caldric, sitting on a velvet bench beside the bed. Her eyes were heavy with lust. Her lips formed a soft “O” that was covered a moment later by a sloppy, tongue-swirling kiss from the knight.
			

			
				“Ohhh, Godrick,” she cried out. “I need it. I need your cock. Please.”
			

			
				Each word was a lash to Caldric’s ego. Each tremor of pleasure on his beloved Faylana’s body stiffened his cock beneath his robe. She posed facing him, her head down, but looking up at him from the bed as she raised her backside. Ser Godrick moved behind her. The brute slid his hands over her bottom and raised the back of the gown.
			

			
				“My sweet, you’re soaking wet for me,” laughed Godrick. “You’ve been craving my cock all day.”
			

			
				“Since this morning,” said Faylana, looking into Caldric’s eyes, “when you took me there by the fire.”
			

			
				Caldric looked away. He couldn’t bear to watch as Godrick knelt behind Faylana and untied his robe. He could hear the wetness as Godrick’s fingers stroked Faylana’s cunt. He could smell the sweetness of sex in the air. She cooed. Whined. Practically begged without words for his cock.
			

			
				Faylana was still watching Caldric. She seemed to be judging his every reaction. He could not meet her gaze. Not now. Not as Godrick was touching her.
			

			
				“Ooooohhhh,” crooned Faylana, tilting her hips as the fat knight rubbed the head of his cock against her cunt. She tilted and wiggled her hips, seeming to savor the way that Godrick’s fat cock rubbed against her. Caldric was glad he could not see it, but out of his peripheral vision he could see the pleasure on Faylana’s face. The expression of absolute ecstasy there as Godrick took hold of her wide hips and thrust forward. His legs colliding with her and his ample belly rocking against her bottom. 
			

			
				Faylana’s cries of pleasure grew louder and Ser Godrick laughed, “Tight as ever, my sweet! Your velvet elf cunt is a heaven I had never imagined before I met you! Oh! But a lesser man would explode in seconds! Not I, my sweet!”
			

			
				“Not you,” sang Faylana, pushing against him so that her bottom slapped against Ser Godrick.
			

			
				Caldric’s fingers twisted in robe. His cock was painfully erect as he fumbled with the potion in his pocket. There. He tried to focus on that. On the hope it gave him in the midst of all this humiliation. He would drink it and he would fuck Faylana like no one had ever fucked her before.
			

			
				First, he had to endure this, and Faylana was not making it easy.
			

			
				“Ooooh, yes! Harder, my love! Stretch me! Stretch me with that huge cock!” She was pushing back against him with great enthusiasm. She pushed her upper body up on her arms and her tits began to swing beneath her. 
			

			
				Caldric found that he could actually hear Ser Godrick’s cock entering Faylana. The soft, wet slither of flesh that preceded the slapping impact of her bottom against him with each stroke. He turned slowly and began to watch. Those luscious, dangling, swinging breasts. The jiggle and sway that traveled through her body with each thrust. Her face flushed with such pleasure. Her lips parted and singing for Ser Godrick. 
			

			
				“Fuck me! Fuck me harder! Oh, goddess, your cock is incredible!”
			

			
				Each utterance of pleasure another lash to Caldric’s ego and another teasing stroke of his cock. He was twitching with need, precum damp beneath his robe, listening and watching to his beloved Faylana being fucked. The triumph of the morning receded. There was only that moment, the bedroom hot with lust, the sounds of sex filling the air, and Faylana savoring each stroke. 
			

			
				She cried out, “I’m cumming! Oh, my love, I am cumming!” 
			

			
				She locked eyes with Caldric as the tremors of pleasure became a mask of ecstasy. She sang wordlessly as the waves of her climax rippled through her body. 
			

			
				“Here it comes!” shouted Ser Godrick.
			

			
				“Yes, my love!” cried Faylana. “Yes! Cum with me!”
			

			
				Godrick roared with pleasure, hilting his cock inside her and pumping Faylana full of his seed. Each spurt was accompanied by a bellow from the fat knight and a soft cry from Faylana. 
			

			
				“Look at her, Caldric! The way she cries out for me! The way her pussy sucks the cum from my cock!” Godrick leaned into Caldric’s view, grinning and flushed. His forehead glistening with sweat. “You would never make her cum like this! Give it up! She has made her choice!”
			

			
				“I get my turn!” growled Caldric, rising from the bench.
			

			
				“Oh, eager for your turn? Is that alright, my love?” asked Godrick, resting his belly against Faylana’s bottom. 
			

			
				“Y-yes,” she said, looking up at Caldric. “Yes, Caldric, I want you to show me. Show me… mmmmmm… what you can do.”
			

			
				Her words were encouraging, but she still seemed to under Godrick’s spell. He drew his hips back and his cock made a wet slurping sound as it left her creamy pussy. He leaned across her back and turned her face towards him, kissing her extravagantly. Making her moan against his lips before he finally stepped aside.
			

			
				“Be quick about it,” said Godrick, wandering over to a dresser and taking out a pipe. He stood shamelessly naked, his robe open and his red cock dripping with cum.
			

			
				Caldric touched the potion in his robe’s pocket. There, in that little bottle, lay all the confidence he needed to defeat Godrick.
			

			
				“Caldric,” whispered Faylana, rolling slowly onto her back and propping her head upon the pillows. “I know you can do this. I saw you today jousting and… you were so brave. So strong. So… so handsome.” 
			

			
				She parted her thighs and Caldric could not help but gaze upon her freshly fucked cunt. Blushing. Golden hair matted with cum. Her folds smeared and oozing with Ser Godrick’s seed. Caldric could smell it and it was nauseating. 
			

			
				But then he looked into Faylana’s eyes. At her smile. 
			

			
				He released the bottle in his pocket and shed his robe. Faylana’s eyes widened slightly as she saw Caldric’s muscular body and the scar of his wound on his abdomen. A symbol of his bravery. Her eyes were drawn to Caldric’s stiff cock. It was dripping with precum. So much it nearly seemed that he had cum in his robe. But if he had it had certainly not diminished his arousal. His cock was not quite as long as Godrick’s and not nearly so thick, but she still felt a familiar tremor of desire in her core as she looked up at him. 
			

			
				She spread her legs wider. Held the backs of her knees to offer herself to him. She could feel Godrick’s cum trickling out of her pussy and down the crack of her ass. It was a shameful feeling. Would it be enough to dissuade Caldric or dim his desire?
			

			
				Hardly! Caldric grinned. If anything, seeing her so despoiled by Ser Godrick only filled him with righteous determination. He would reclaim her. He would prove to her that he was more of a man than that fat oaf!
			

			
				“My sweet Faylana,” he said softly. “I dream of you when we are apart. My life is incomplete without you, my love. Whatever price I must pay for your happiness, I will pay it, but I want to be with you.”
			

			
				“Then be with me!” she gasped, her thighs quaking. “Don’t think about tomorrow! Be with me now, Caldric!”
			

			
				She folded her knees back towards her chest. The position caused more cum to dribble from her folds and trickle down the pink divot of her asshole. Her toes wiggled and she gazed up at Caldric, beckoning him with those blue eyes. 
			

			
				He forgot the potion as he climbed atop the bed. One hand on his cock, the other pushing her legs apart so that he could move between them. She moaned as he leaned down to kiss her. Those soft lips that he had almost forgotten. That sweet elf mouth, opening to him. Inviting him. That nimble tongue, curling against his.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm,” he moaned against her lips and felt the head of his cock graze the hot folds of her pussy. Godrick’s slick cum was not going to stop him. He teased and rubbed at her as he kissed her, his cock gliding up and down her folds and against the tiny bud of her clit. He kissed her neck. Her breasts. Lashing her nipples with his tongue before returning his mouth to hers in another passionate kiss.
			

			
				All of his wider fears seemed to melt away. He became completely present in the moment. Even Godrick loudly sipping on a cup of wine from the bench near the bed could not distract him.
			

			
				“Oohhhh, Caldric,” cried Faylana, clinging to Caldric’s muscular shoulders. “Your cock… I need it inside me. Please!”
			

			
				She wrapped her legs around him. Tried to pull his cock inside her pussy. He resisted, devilishly grinning as he continued to rub and tease his cock against her clit. Stroking his hardness there. Thumping it against that straining bud.
			

			
				“OoooooooOOOOOoh!” she whined with pleasure, on the brink of a climax before he even thrust his cock inside her creamy pussy.
			

			
				“Every moment I am apart from you, I am incomplete,” whispered Caldric against her lips. “We belong together. We are an unstoppable team.”
			

			
				“But Caldric,” she whined. “I hurt you. Again and again. Why do you want me?”
			

			
				“You are like no woman I have ever known,” he whispered against her ear, rubbing his cock the length of her pussy again and again. “You are perfect as you are, Faylana. I do not want you to change. I’m done fighting that. I just want you to be with me. Do you think you will be happy with him?”
			

			
				“Do not speak of me,” growled Ser Godrick.
			

			
				Caldric paid him no mind. He took that moment to thrust his cock into Faylana’s trembling cunt. He slid into her thick, cum-drenched depths with ease, pressing his cock against her tightening folds and his bollocks against the slimy softness of her ass. It was a lewd, obscene, corrupted first stroke, but it drove Faylana mad with pleasure. She had been anticipating it for so long that she came the moment he entered her. Faylana’s fingers scratched at Caldric’s shoulders. Her cunt gripped him and her legs squeezed tightly around him, drawing him deeper. 
			

			
				“Ooooooh! My love!” she cried. “Say it! Say you will share me! Say you will have me, but you will not be jealous!”
			

			
				“Yes! It is all I ever wanted!” cried Caldric, thrusting heavily into her filthy cunt. “For you to be happy and for me to be happy. Together. Ohhhhhh, gods, it’s my dream! I had to learn! You had to… to know!”
			

			
				He thrust madly, each stroke driving him closer to the edge. Churning the cum already filling her tight pussy. She clawed at him, her orgasm seeming endless. The raw musk of sex in the air now. Her body arching beneath him. Breasts rubbing against his chest. Cumming again and again around him. Kissing him with a greater passion than she ever showed to Ser Godrick.
			

			
				“No!” shouted Godrick, perhaps sensing his defeat. “No! I will not allow it!”
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, do shut up, Godrick,” cried Faylana. “I’m going to… going to cum again! AHHHHHH!”
			

			
				Caldric’s cock propelled her to an even greater peak of pleasure. It was not the biggest cock. Not the best. He was not a savage beast or a wanton monster. But it was Caldric that she loved, and she realized that as she felt his hardness swelling and pumping inside her. 
			

			
				Caldric kissed her as he reached his peak. As ecstasy rushed up from his core and began to spurt inside her slick cunt. She squeezed around him as his cum began to shoot into her. Faylana’s ecstasy was mutual, squeezing and rippling around him, drawing him deeper and drinking his seed. Their lips were joined. Their tongues intertwined. It was a glorious, infinite heaven. 
			

			
				Until he felt the last of his seed dribbling out and Ser Godrick’s hands on his shoulders. Before Caldric could even cry out, he was being pulled off the bed and shoved to the floor. Faylana sat up. Caldric saw Ser Godrick standing over him.
			

			
				No. Not Ser Godrick. Something like him, but much hairier. Red fur clinging to his body. A small tail hanging over his buttocks. Huge bollocks and a pink wedge of cock with a strangely twisting shape to it. So thick. So massive. Bouncing as this boar man walked towards the bed.
			

			
				“Faylana! Look out!” cried Caldric, scrambling to his feet.
			

			
				But he could see her smiling up at the boar man. Reaching for his cock. Drawing him between her parted thighs. The boar growled and climbed atop her as the bed shook beneath his weight. 
			

			
				“Faylana?” called Caldric.
			

			
				“Wait your turn,” snarled the boar man. “I go again.”
			

			
				“It’s alright, Caldric,” cried Faylana. “What did you just say to me? About not being jealous? Mmmmm…”
			

			
				Her words were smothered by the kiss of the snouted monster atop her. His hands caressing her roughly. His huge cock rubbing at her creamy pussy.
			

			
				Feeling bewildered and unmanned, Caldric reached for his robe. If she wanted a beast, then he would give her a virile beast. He allowed his jealousy to guide his hand into his pocket. Removing the stopper as he watched the boar man thrust into Faylana’s cunt. Holding the bottle to his lips as she howled with ecstasy.
			

			
				Drinking every drop of the sweet potion as his cock stiffened and throbbed. 
			

			
				It didn’t take long for the potion to take hold. He felt it happening. Something strange. He felt dizzy and retreated from the bed. Staggered out into the hall. The guards looked at him with confusion, but did not offer to help. Caldric pushed Veera away from him, staggering through the hallway. Trying to make it back to his bedroom.
			

			
				“Something is wrong,” he muttered. “Something… the potion…”
			

			
				He lurched down another hallway, taking a wrong turn and pushing into a door as he collapsed to his knees. As his cock shriveled and retreated. His chest softened and bulged. His hair lengthened and eyes… fluttered… closed.
			

			
				Andrei Turros sat up from his bed in confusion. He had been awakened by the sound of his door bursting open. He heard gurgling and moaning as he scrambled for his short sword hanging on the post of his headboard. He drew it from its sheath and managed to get out of his bed to confront the intruder. 
			

			
				He aimed the tip of his sword at the figure as they writhed on the floor.
			

			
				Eyes fluttering open. Her long brown hair hanging about her bare shoulders. Covering her ample breasts with one arm as she sat up. Her skin was flawless, beautiful, save for a tiny scar on her abdomen. Her toned legs were parted and Andrei could see every bit of her cunt. 
			

			
				“W-who are you?” cried Andrei.
			

			
				She seemed to think about it for a moment and said, “Cally. I think… think I’ve been imprisoned here. You have to help me get the hell out of here.”
			

			
				Andrei knew he should take this strange, naked intruder to the guards, but she was so beautiful. What should he do? After all, it was not every day that the gods deposited a beautiful naked woman in his bedroom asking for his help. The young squire quickly decided that he could not deny Cally.
			

			
				“Alright,” he said, crouching beside her. “I’ll help. Let me get you something to wear.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Punishment Patrol
			

			
				 
			

			
				The trio of horses set a languid pace along the Eastern Pass through the Garovingian Mountains. The black mountains were overgrown with oppressive woodland that rang with the calls of mysterious creatures. The riders in their saddles slouched forward wearily. It had been a long patrol and their rain cloaks were damp from the misty air. Torches guttered in their hands, pressing back against the mists that made the Eatern Pass so treacherous.
			

			
				One of the riders was a stocky, scarred man with olive skin, beady black eyes, and black hair. Davros wore the silver pin of a cavalry lieutenant. Lieutenant Sporfeld, lean and chinless, was much worse off for wear than Davros. His nose was splinted and his right arm was in a bandage. He muttered curses constantly and tried to pull his damp cloak tighter around his scrawny body. 
			

			
				At the lead of the trio was Captain Pel Gryphon. His boots splashed with mud. His immaculate trousers and tunic now sodden with the misty rain. His hair disheveled, one eye swollen, and his lip split. Captain Gryphon tasted blood on his tongue and he leaned to the side and spit. The wad of saliva and blood sailed past the edge of the road and over the side, disappearing down the sheer cliffs to the ominous valley below.
			

			
				“That elf bitch’s fault,” muttered the captain. “Three officers patrolling the Eastern Pass? It’s because of that elf bitch.”
			

			
				“Was your idea we all give it to her,” said Sporfeld bitterly. 
			

			
				“It was Ser Godrick,” said Davros, trying and failing to light a pipe. He cursed and shook out the pipeweed before returning the pipe to his pocket. “Godrick wants every fine piece of ass at Boar’s Rock for himself.”
			

			
				“We should’ve known better,” muttered Sporfeld.
			

			
				“To hells with him,” said Gryphon. “You know, we’re not the only officers fed up with him. We lost some good men at that fight at the abbey. And what do we have to show for it? A few wounded lads got their cocks wanked by those milky-titted healers? A feast to celebrate Ser Godrick’s victory?”
			

			
				“Too fat for a proper warrior,” said Sporfeld. “He just sat on his horse and watched us do the killing for him.”
			

			
				“One day, he’ll get his,” said Pel Gryphon. He stiffened upright in his saddle and pulled on the reins to halt his horse. He held up a hand to stop the others.
			

			
				“What is it?” asked Davros, becoming alert.
			

			
				“Rocks, in the road ahead,” said Gryphon. “But I hear something else. Draw your pistols. Check the powder is dry.”
			

			
				Battle was upon them before they could even get their pistols in their hands. Small arrows whistled out of the woods up the mountainside and rained down on them. Several struck Sporfeld and he cried out and fell from his saddle. His horse, panicked by being struck by several more arrows, bolted down the road ahead. Davros was having a difficult time controlling his horse. He aimed into the woods, seeing none of their attackers, and fired blindly as his horse turned and fought the reins on the narrow mountain road. 
			

			
				Only Pel Gryphon kept his charger under control and took careful aim at a pair of beady red eyes flashing in the moonlight. His pistol boomed and smoked and a high-pitched cry of pain was audible from the woods. The small arrows stopped. Davros pulled two from his leg and looked at them.
			

			
				“Goblins,” he said and tossed the half-sized arrows away. 
			

			
				Pel Gryphon climbed down from his horse and brought it in close to the mountainside to deny an angle to any more attackers. He crouched beside Sporfeld, who was moaning and struggling to remove arrows from his body as he lay on the muddy road. Davros loomed over them both, still on horseback and trying to reload his pistol as his horse turned and stomped nervously. 
			

			
				“Is it bad?” cried Sporfeld, blood oozing from a dozen arrow wounds, soaking his tunic and the front of his trousers, and pooling on the muddy road. He pulled out the last of the arrows and more blood gushed from the wounds.
			

			
				“No, the arrows are too small to do much harm,” lied Pel Gryphon. “Relax, Sporfeld. We’ll get you home.”
			

			
				Lieutenant Sporfeld nodded once, reassured, and closed his eyes as he bled out. Gryphon finished reloading his pistol and drew his cavalry saber. Davros, finally able to get his wounded horse under control, climbed down from the saddle. The stocky cavalryman took one look at Sporfeld and grimaced.
			

			
				“This isn’t good, captain,” he said, crouching beside Gryphon. 
			

			
				“Draw your sword and shut up. They don’t have an angle on us now and they’re going to come for us from those woods. Be ready for a fight.”
			

			
				A moment later, they heard a high-pitched war cry from the woods and a mob of spear and club wielding goblins charged from the woods. The creatures were half the size of men or less, with green skin daubed with mud and red eyes that flashed in the moonlight. Their mouths were full of sharp teeth and their bald heads glistened with the misty rain. There were too many of them to count. Gryphon and Davros fired into the mass of them and at least three fell. A few stumbled at that first volley but were pressed on by their sheer numbers. Gryphon and Davros reloaded and managed another shot each just as the goblins reached them.
			

			
				Then the battle was close quarters and chaotic. There was no chance to reload and both cavalrymen were doing all they could just to deflect spears and make the occasional jab with their saber. Goblins fell around them and blood spurted. Davros cried out as a club struck his knee. A moment later, a spear caught his side. Gryphon saved the man’s life with a quick deflection of a spear aimed at Davros’ throat. 
			

			
				The goblins piled up around them. The wounded crawled away. Others were sliced open or even headless and lying dead. Davros let out another cry of pain and dropped to his knees. A goblin bludgeon thumped into his skull and he dropped, either dead or unconscious. Spears jabbed into his body. Gryphon, howling with rage, spun his saber and killed again and again. His fury drove the goblins back. It broke them and they fled up the mountainside. He picked up one of their spears and threw it, impaling a fleeing goblin through its back.
			

			
				When they’d gone, the blood-soaked cavalry captain turned to Davros. He was clearly dead, but Gryphon could not help but feel exhilarated by his own survival. A close fought victory over what had surely been a hundred or more goblins. Gryphon began to laugh. He wiped blood from his face and roar with laughter.
			

			
				“Sorry, Davros, it is funny,” he said. “Goblins. In the Garovingians. What if they were on their way to attack… ha ha… attack…”
			

			
				“The castle? At Boar’s Rock?” asked a deep, rumbling voice. 
			

			
				Gryphon wiped misty rain from his face and squinted up the road. A lone figure stood in the path. He was huge. Bigger than any man Pel Gryphon had ever seen. His bald head shone in the moonlight. His features were pale green. Savage. His hulking body rippling with muscles under a ragged cloak. 
			

			
				An orc! A huge orc! And the huge orc was striding purposefully towards him!
			

			
				“S-stay back!” cried Gryphon as he brandished his saber. He heard tittering laughter and realized the surviving goblins had returned to the edge of the cliffs overlooking the road. They were eagerly watching the confrontation like an audience at a gladiator’s arena.
			

			
				The orc held a short sword in one giant hand but made no move to raise it defensively as he strode confidently towards Pel Gryphon. The cavalryman backed away, his saber shaking in his hands.
			

			
				“I’ll cut you down! I’ll slice you open! I’ll—”
			

			
				Gryphon tripped over one of the dead goblins and fell backwards onto the road. The goblins watching jeered at him. The orc loomed over him. When Gryphon raised the sword again the orc snarled and knocked the blade from his grasp with its short sword. It grabbed Gryphon by his tunic and lifted him up off the ground. It held him at eye level, and the cavalryman stared, in pants-pissing terror, at the orc’s savage, scarred face.
			

			
				“I… I can help you,” stammered Gryphon. “I know ways into the castle. I have friends. I can… I can get them on your side. I can make them betray Ser Godrick. J-just, please, spare me.”
			

			
				Straka’s lips curled into a savage smile. “Where is the elf?” 
			

			
				“The elf? Faylana?” 
			

			
				“You know her,” said Straka, his expression hardening. “Where is she?”
			

			
				Straka pulled the cavalryman closer. His lips curled back from his tusklike teeth. 
			

			
				“Ser Godrick!” cried Gryphon, suddenly feeling like the orc might bite his face with those horrible teeth. “He has her! He’s going to marry her!”
			

			
				Straka tossed Gryphon to his knees. The orc raised his sword to strike the man down. Pel Gryphon pleaded, “Please! Spare me! I can help!”
			

			
				Straka was amused by the man’s pathetic behavior. He swung the sword at his face, turning the blade at the last moment to catch him in the temple with the flat of his blade. There was a loud thump and Pel Gryphon slumped forward. Straka picked the man up and slung him over one massive shoulder. He began to walk west, towards the castle looming in the distance. The goblins screeched with delight, leaping down from the roadside cliff to loot the two dead cavalrymen. Some took buttons or coins. One lucky goblin recovered a working pistol. Some, bitter at their losses, drew daggers, with more gruesome trophies in mind.
			

			
				A single goblin stood in the road, watching Straka approach carrying the unconscious cavalryman. The goblin was scrawny except for a small potbelly that hung like a pouch over his loincloth. He was damp with the misty rain and bore a disgusted expression. 
			

			
				“Your tribe fought well,” said Straka, stopping before the goblin. 
			

			
				“Was the witch right? Is Faylana in the castle?” asked the goblin.
			

			
				“Yes, she was right,” said Straka. He began to walk past the goblin but stopped again. The huge orc turned his head slightly to gaze over his shoulder at the small, miserable figure standing in the road. “Do not forget yourself. The elf is mine, Greebi.”
			

			
				Greebi stared back at the orc, his little heart pounding, but his expression determined despite their size difference. Straka chuckled and continued past Greebi.
			

			
				Behind the potbellied young goblin chief, lightning crashed in the sky, illuminating the goblin warband on the side of the mountain. Hundreds of goblins, from three different tribes, had answered the irresistible call of the Black Queen. Some had come willingly. Others had been seduced by her song, her words, or her touch. Among the chieftains, only Greebi remained in control of his faculties.
			

			
				When Straka and the Black Queen had approached him, he had agreed for his tribe to join their cause readily. Not because he wanted to strike at the humans, but for the only reason that ever mattered to the lovesick goblin chief.
			

			
				For Faylana.
			

			
				“She will never be yours,” muttered Greebi. “She belongs to no man or orc. I will have her again. Even if it means helping that damned human who took her from me.”
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				Hog on a High
			

			
				 
			

			
				With a final thrust, Ser Godrick groaned and emptied his bollocks into Faylana’s clutching cunt. He remained hilted inside her, groaning as his seed flooded out in a great, pulsating tide. She cooed beneath him, her face flushed and eyes heavy with the wine she had been drinking.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, give me every drop, my love,” she cried, his weight on her hips and her legs wrapped around him as he leaned over her. Sweat dripped from his thick red hair and gathered in his beard beneath his neck. His big belly smothered her. The pale tree trunks of his thighs were aching from his effort. She was insatiable, still milking his cock as it began to wilt. Godrick was wheezing and exhausted. 
			

			
				“My sweet, I think you have drained me for the moment,” he chuckled and rolled his bulk from atop her with a bed-shaking thump. The raunchy smell of sex thick in the air after their third encounter of the evening. She nuzzled against him, stroking her fingers in his red-haired chest. He regarded her with tired eyes as he fought to catch his breath.
			

			
				After all his scheming, the elf was his. He toyed with her blond locks. He could see the adoration in those lovely blue eyes. She belonged to him now. His old “friend” Caldric could be disposed of at his leisure so long as he kept the cuckolded warrior’s final fate from his soon-to-be wife. 
			

			
				“I was thinking that next time, you could do it like the beast again,” she said, rolling her eyes coquettishly. “He is so rough with me. I love it.”
			

			
				“You are a dirty little elf,” laughed Ser Godrick, smacking a wet and sloppy tongue kiss to her lips. Their mouths mingled for long moments. Her hand stroked his flaccid cock, trying to coax it back to life. He pushed her away. “Perhaps. After I’ve regained my energy, my love. The transformation is exhausting.”
			

			
				“Oh, thank you,” she said. “Your penis becomes so much bigger when you are—”
			

			
				He quieted her with a forceful kiss and a rough squeeze on her plump bottom. He did not like that Faylana preferred his monstrous, twisting phallus in his half-beast form to his human cock. It made him self-conscious.
			

			
				“Later, my love,” he panted, finally breaking the kiss. “First, I must visit the privy and then have some wine. Perhaps track down something to eat.”
			

			
				He grunted as he rolled out of bed, staggering to his feet and grabbing a heavy robe to drape across his rounded shoulders. He glanced back at the comely elf and saw that she was idly stroking a breast with one hand and her blushing, creampied cunt with the other as she gazed up at the angelic painting on the ceiling. Ser Godrick chuckled at the elf’s libido. 
			

			
				He would marry her soon. Perhaps he would need to hire a second groom just to satisfy her on their wedding night. Or maybe Veera. With a lacquered cock strapped to her little quim. Mmmmm. Yes, that would do nicely. He could watch them rut while he drank his wine.
			

			
				The fat knight shuffled out of his bedchamber and past the guards at the door. He was draining his piss in his private privy when he heard a faint knock at the door.
			

			
				“What?” he growled.
			

			
				“My lord,” said a soft, feminine voice. “It is done.”
			

			
				Godrick muttered at the intrusion. He shook out the last of his piss and shoved the door open. 
			

			
				Veera stepped back to make room. The petite dressing maid was ghostly pale as always, her dark hair neatly parted to frame her delicate face. Her dark eyes glittered.
			

			
				“What do you mean ‘It’s done’?” demanded Godrick, struggling to belt his robe around his midsection.
			

			
				“I tricked Caldric into drinking the potion.” Her smile was cruel. Her eyes dancing with delight. “Enough to turn him for months. Possibly forever. It will heighten his libido as well and if he has sex once with a man and the man spills his seed inside, well, it will all be over.”
			

			
				“Where is he?” demanded Godrick, grinning at the good news. “I would see him in his new state before I let one of my ugliest dungeon keepers have a turn with him. Or her, as it would be.”
			

			
				“Missing,” said Veera. She quickly added, “But I will find him, my lord.”
			

			
				“It must be confirmed,” growled Godrick. “Alert the guards. See that he is found and shackled in the dungeon. I will tell Faylana that we caught him in the act of perverted rituals. She’ll never forgive him.”
			

			
				“I will find him immediately,” said Veera.
			

			
				She bowed her head and offered Godrick a rather delicious view down her bodice at the sweet valley between her large breasts. He wet his lips and thought again of how he might employ his scheming dressing maid to satisfy Faylana on their wedding night. 
			

			
				“Mmmm, good,” he said. “Come and see me when it is done. I have another matter to discuss with you.”
			

			
				He brushed past her. Once he had gone, Veera scurried off into the torchlit castle to resume her search for the wayward warrior. 
			

			
				Alarms soon began to sound throughout the castle. Watch sergeants shouted orders, guards were roused from barracks, and boots rang in every hallway.
			

			
				The young squire, Andrei Turros, heard the guards coming and pressed his hand against his companion’s chest to push her back into a darkened alcove. Andrei stood to attention as a quartet of armored guards marched hurriedly past. One of the men spared Andrei a glance but failed to notice Andrei’s companion hiding in the darkness behind him.
			

			
				The guards marched on and Andrei breathed a sigh of relief. He gave his companion a pat on the chest. A pat on the rather soft and shapely chest. He turned, his face growing hot as he realized what he had been doing. Cally was beautiful, with long brown hair, honey brown eyes, and strong feminine features. She also had quite an ample bust. Which Andrei happened to be grabbing with one hand as Cally stared daggers at him.
			

			
				“What do you think you’re doing?” she whispered.
			

			
				“Sorry!” 
			

			
				Andrei yanked his hand away, which only caused her prominent mounds to jiggle from the sudden movement. Cally hissed with annoyance and drew her dark cloak more fully over her borrowed nightshirt. 
			

			
				“The castle is on alert,” said Andrei. “The walls will be manned, and the gates sealed. We shall have to go out through the dungeon.”
			

			
				“This had better not be some trick to lock me in a cell and have your way with me,” warned Cally. She looked to Andrei like she could back up her hard glare with her fists. 
			

			
				“No trick,” promised Andrei. “We’ll go out through the escape tunnel used for sieges. Few people even know about it, but Ser Godrick showed it to me. We can go to the stables, get some horses, and ride out disguised as a patrol.”
			

			
				Cally was impressed. The squire looked like barely more than a boy, but he had the clarity of purpose of a trained warrior. At least when he wasn’t mistakenly groping a woman’s breasts.
			

			
				“Lead the way,” said Cally.
			

			
				Getting down to the dungeon was the difficult part of the escape. The castle was swarming with guards. It seemed every few feet Andrei was forced to drag Cally down a side corridor or push her suddenly through a door and pretend to be searching. He was stopped and interrogated twice by watch sergeants. Both times he claimed he had seen an unknown woman hurrying in the opposite direction. Both times his ruse worked.
			

			
				“Come on, quickly,” he whispered, reaching into the room where he had shoved Cally. He grabbed a handful of her cloak and pulled her out again. 
			

			
				“There’s a man asleep in there,” she said.
			

			
				Andrei blanched. “Right. Lore Master Errol. He is visiting from Heimsvak. Hereditary study of the bloodlines of Lucan. He sleeps like a dead man.”
			

			
				“He woke up,” said Cally, hastening behind Andrei down the hallway. “Oh, it’s alright. I knocked him out again and tied him up.”
			

			
				Andrei blanched all over again. He stared at Cally for a moment and then shook his head. 
			

			
				“What sort of madwoman are you?” he wondered.
			

			
				“The one you’re helping to escape,” she reminded him.
			

			
				He gulped at the intense look in her eyes and nodded his agreement. He led her down two more flights of stairs and past the kitchens. They had almost reached the entrance to the dungeon when a pair of guards stepped into their path.
			

			
				“Andrei Turros,” said the taller of the two guards. “Does Ser Godrick know you’re mucking about down here with… who is this now?”
			

			
				“Hey, she’s the girl what we is looking for,” said the other guard, a potbellied man with a hair lip. “You two. You is coming with us. We’ll take you to the sergeant and—”
			

			
				The man never finished his sentence. Cally struck out with such sudden force that when her fist collided with the man’s throat he dropped instantly unconscious to the floor. The other guard stared in wide-eyed surprise for a moment, then reached for the truncheon hanging from his belt. Andrei was quicker. He grabbed the bludgeon and tore it free of the hook on the guard’s belt. 
			

			
				“Quiet now,” warned Andrei. “Or I’ll brain you.”
			

			
				Cally wasn’t waiting to threaten the man. While he was distracted by Andrei, she roundhouse kicked the second guard in his head. He fell backwards through the door to the dungeon and yelped as he went tumbling down the stairs. 
			

			
				“Grab the other one,” said Cally, following the guard as he fell down the stairs and went sprawling on the floor of the dungeon’s guardroom. Fortunately for Cally and Andrei, the other jailers had left the dungeon to search for them on the upper floors. 
			

			
				“You’re, um, you’re tough,” observed Andrei as he watched Cally tying the man’s wrists through the bars of the holding cell. 
			

			
				“Am I?” She shrugged. “I do what needs to be done. Drag that other one over here. Find something we can use as gags on them.”
			

			
				“R-right,” said Andrei, commencing a search of the guardroom for a couple of handkerchiefs. There was a moth-eaten curtain that seemed to be concealing a collection of torture devices. It tore easily and he ripped off two generous strips to stuff into the mouths of the unconscious guards. 
			

			
				“Well done!” Cally clapped Andrei on the shoulder and nearly knocked him off his feet. She grinned and said, “Now how do we get out of here?”
			

			
				“The escape tunnel,” said Andrei. “Ser Godrick showed it to me once after it had been built. If the castle is ever besieged it… why are you looking at me like that?”
			

			
				Cally had stopped and was staring off into the darkness with a strange expression on her face. It was that name. Ser Godrick. She knew that name somehow and it stirred in her an animosity so deep she could hardly give it a name. This, she somehow knew, was the man who had wronged her.
			

			
				“Nothing,” she croaked, snapping out of her reverie. “Lead on, Andrei!” 
			

			
				Her daring smile returned and she gave Andrei a swat on his bottom to get him moving. Rather a firm little bottom she though, watching the young squire turn to lead her deeper into the dungeon. Andrei stumbled and backtracked more than once through the dank tunnels. 
			

			
				Rats scurried out of their way and the moans of miserable prisoners echoed around them. As they rounded one corner, a hand shot out from rusty bars and grabbed at Cally’s breast, pulling her shirt open and revealing the soft mound. Andrei, turning, was given a double shock as he saw the grimy hand and the creamy softness of Cally’s breast squeezed in those filthy fingers.
			

			
				“Unhand me!” cried Cally, chopping her hand down against the man’s wrist.
			

			
				“Mmmm! Woman! Good! Yes!” cried the man in the cell, seemingly oblivious to any pain. 
			

			
				He caught Cally’s pink nipple between his fingers and pinched and twisted. Cally wailed in shock, caught by surprise by the sensitivity of her own flesh. It was only a moment, but it was long enough for the groper in the cell to shoot out his other hand and grab her other breast. He yanked her closer to the bars, his hands big and brazen, but unable to fully cover Cally’s ample bust as he ravenously squeezed and tweaked.
			

			
				“Ohh! Nooo!” cried Cally, one of her breasts squeezed against the bars and a warm, wet, slimy tongue flicked at her nipple. The look on Cally’s face, twisted in pain, surprise, humiliation, and pleasure, finally spurred Andrei into motion.
			

			
				“Release her! Brute!” shouted the squire, drawing his sword. 
			

			
				“Careful!” cried Cally, seeing the flash of silver descending towards her trapped breasts.
			

			
				But the prisoner saw it as well and at last he released his hold on Cally’s breasts. She staggered back from the rusty cell door, her breasts smeared with grease and one nipple glistening with the foul man’s saliva. Andrei quickly stepped between her and the man in the cell and shoved his sword’s blade through the bars. The mysterious man whimpered and retreated into the shadows within his cell. Cally fixed her torn shirt as best as she could. 
			

			
				“Give me the sword,” she growled. “I’ll kill him.”
			

			
				“No, we must hurry,” said Andrei, sheathing his sword and taking her hand. “We must be quick now. This noise might have carried back to the jail.”
			

			
				Cally’s anger was still hot, but she nodded her head, trusting the handsome young squire. She was moved by his rescue and squeezed his hand tightly as he continued into the dark dungeon. At last, they came upon a false wall that Andrei recognized. With a press of his hand against a certain brick, the wall ground open and revealed an iron hatch. This, in turn, opened into a narrow tunnel leading upward at a slight angle.
			

			
				“It comes out on the other side of the castle wall, near the work stables,” said Andrei, leading the way into the tunnel. “We can take some horses and ride to safety.”
			

			
				They could not seal the tunnel’s hatch behind them, but at that moment Andrei was hardly concerned about protecting the castle from intruders sneaking inside. Cally moved the secret door back into place and shut the hatch as tightly as she could, which cut off all light other than Andrei’s single candle. Fortunately, there was only one way to go. Even if the candle flickered out they could find their way by walking forward. 
			

			
				“We’re almost there,” whispered Andrei. “Soon you will be free.”
			

			
				“I never would have managed it without you,” replied Cally, her lips warm at Andrei’s ear. Her soft breasts pressed against his back as the followed close behind him. Her hand held his shoulder and Andrei’s cock jumped in his trousers.
			

			
				Not now, thought the young squire. Gods, not right now!
			

			
				With each step she bumped against his back, her breasts so ample and soft they were like two small pillows colliding with him. She kept her hand on his shoulder and her lips brushed against his neck. Andrei whimpered as his cock rubbed inside his under shorts. He tried to will his libido to calm itself, but this only caused him to focus on this sensation.
			

			
				“What’s wrong?” she asked.
			

			
				“I… I get this sort of pain,” he said. “Sometimes. When, um, when I’m distracted.”
			

			
				“Pain?” she whispered, her eyes catching the candlelight as he glanced over his shoulder. She frowned sympathetically. “What sort of pain is it? Maybe I can help. Show me where it hurts.”
			

			
				He turned and in the glow of his candle she saw his stricken face. His brow furrowed and his lips unable to form words. Cally felt a deep sympathy for this young squire who had helped her so much. His gaze lowered and she followed it to the comical bulge in his trousers. The stiffness of his cock crowned with a glistening wet spot where his eager pre had soaked through the fabric. 
			

			
				“Oh, my, I see your problem,” said Cally, unable to keep a smile from her face. She knew they needed to be on their way, but some naughty impulse within her insisted that she address the matter immediately. “Well, you won’t be any good at helping me if you are distracted by your libido, Andrei. Show me your prick. Go on.”
			

			
				“Um, y-yes, well, alright,” stammered Andrei, fumbling with the buttons of his trousers with one hand as the candle shook and dripped in his other hand.
			

			
				“Let me,” said Cally, stepping closer to him and deftly opening the buttons of his trousers. She peeled back the opening and revealed his undershorts, straining terribly and wet with his copious precum. A tug was all it took to drag these below his stiff cock. A rather nice one, by Cally’s estimation. Not too big, but nice. Well formed. Very red and dripping with his arousal. She chuckled as it bounced up and down with spasms of desire. “My goodness, we are excited, aren’t we?”
			

			
				“S-s-sorry,” said Andrei, his face nearly as red as his cock. “It was, um, when that awful man, I mean, I didn’t like it, but he tore open your shirt and fondled, I mean, he was vile, but…”
			

			
				“But you liked what you glimpsed?” Cally raised an eyebrow. “I suppose you’ve seen it already, Andrei. Here you are. Have another look.”
			

			
				He watched in wide-eyed amazement as Cally unbuttoned her borrowed shirt, growing the neckline with each button, revealing the tantalizing inner curves of her large breasts. At last, the final button parted, and Cally held the shirt open to reveal her creamy mounds to Andrei in their full glory. Her pink nipples stood out in the cool air of the tunnel. The entire terrain gently heaved with each breath she took as Andrei stared.
			

			
				“It’s alright to touch them,” she whispered, the corners of her lips curling into a mischievous smile as her fingers reached out and brushed across the head of Andrei’s dripping cock.
			

			
				The touch of Cally’s fingers upon Andrei’s cock burst the dam of the lad’s propriety. With a groan of passion, he let the candle drop from his hand and reached for Cally’s breasts. The candle was snuffed out, but the waters of his lust thundered free of that burst dam in the close darkness of the tunnel. His hands found the yielding warmth of her breasts. She crooned and he followed that sound until his lips were against hers. Kissing her wantonly as her touch folded around his straining cock. His tip brushed against the fabric of her trousers. The friction was almost too much.
			

			
				“Cally,” he cried with pleasure. “I can’t hold it back.”
			

			
				“Oh, Andrei, I need to feel it,” she whispered, kissing him in reply. He felt her other hand moving. Dragging down her trousers. Then he felt the warmth of her silky thighs and the soft hair of her cunt. The heat radiating from her delicate folds. He thrusts forward, but the angle was all wrong. He pushed his cock through her fingers. He grazed her folds. Warm and soft against his straining cock. He thrust again and grazed her folds again.
			

			
				“Cally!” it was all he could manage to say.
			

			
				“Let me turn around,” she whispered. 
			

			
				But it was too late. As she turned, her hip dragged across his straining cock. By the time she had turned around to move into a better position he was cumming. Hot spasms of pleasure guided his movement as he desperately fucked through Cally’s fingers. His cock spurted against her bottom. Warm pulses of his pleasure spattering against her firm, peachy rear in the darkness. At least he could not see his shameful eruption, but he could feel it as he pressed against her rear. The warm cleft of her cheeks. The missed opportunity of her steamy cunt. 
			

			
				“Well, did that give you some relief?” she chuckled.
			

			
				“Yes,” said Andrei, trembling with sensitivity as her fingers squeezed and stroked his cock. “Yes, I’m… I am fine now. Forgive me.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm, we’ll see,” she said, turning back to face him. She pressed her lips to his and her tongue swirled into his mouth. “Button up your trousers for now. But let me know if anything… pops up again.”
			

			
				He wasn’t sure how she cleaned herself of the mess he had made on her body, but they were soon dressed and moving upward once more through the tunnel. They followed the faint blue line of light from the hidden door to the tunnel. Soon they reached the tunnel’s exit and pushed the door open. Musty straw fell into the tunnel. The hiding spot was in a disused stall within the outer stables. It was going to make stealing horses very easy indeed.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Missing and Action
			

			
				 
			

			
				Tavek growled in frustration and slammed shut the door to the castle’s vegetable cellar. Something crashed on the other side of the door. It sounded like a jar of pickled beets. The dwarf turned to the gray-bearded wizard in a nightshirt.
			

			
				“We’ve searched everywhere,” said Tavek. “Not a trace. And Godrick’s men haven’t found anything either. It’s time you get off your lazy arse and use your magic to find him.”
			

			
				Borto, who was eating peaches from a jar he had pilfered from their search of the cellar, made a noncommittal grumble. When Tavek had burst into his room earlier he had been enjoying a very vivid dream about a pair of nymphs he had once summoned forth from a crystalline lagoon. He wanted to go back to his warm bed and that giggling, nubile dreamscape. 
			

			
				“You’re using your magic if I have to beat it out of you with the flat of my axe,” growled Tavek, grabbing a handful of Borto’s nightshirt. He shoved the wizard back and Borto spilled peach juice on himself. 
			

			
				“Oh, very well,” said the wizard. “Follow me. I will scry his location and then you will let me get back to sleep.”
			

			
				Tavek made no such promise. He had a growing suspicion that Borto had something to do with Caldric’s disappearance. The half-mad wizard would pay dearly if it was his fault.
			

			
				Guards continued to shout and thunder about in their search of the castle. The sergeants seemed to be growing exasperated with their lack of results and Tavek heard one officer mentioning sending riders in to search the roads out of Bramsch. The thought of Caldric fleeing on horseback along the treacherous Eastern Pass made Tavek recall the death of Caldric’s lover Phoebe. He hoped that history would not repeat itself. 
			

			
				“Here we are,” said Borto, unlocking the door to his room. Tavek followed him inside, trying to put thoughts of Caldric plunging off a narrow mountain road from his mind. 
			

			
				“You live like this?” growled Tavek, looking around the room strewn with discarded clothes, towels, and moldering plates of food. He was surprised there weren’t rats crawling around. 
			

			
				“Hmmm?” Borto walked over to a cabinet and began rooting around inside, tossing articles of lingerie over his shoulder. “Would you please clear that table?”
			

			
				A satiny chemise landed on Tavek’s face. The dwarf growled and tossed the garment aside, noting a perfume that smelled disturbingly close to Faylana’s sweet natural scent. He thought about asking Borto about that but decided he didn’t have time. He turned to the table and saw it covered with alchemical bottles, crusts of bread and rinds of cheese, pitchers and goblets of wine, and several different types of dried meat.  
			

			
				“Disgusting,” growled Tavek. He swung his arms across the table with frustration and shoved everything onto the floor with a crash. Liquid puddled beneath the wreckage. 
			

			
				“Oh, that was my good alembic,” groan Borto. “You little brute. You’re horrible, you know that?”
			

			
				“Shut up and start your magic!” snarled Tavek. “He could be in danger! And if he dies, wizard, mark my words…”
			

			
				“Words marked,” said Borto, bustling over to the table. He placed a flat wooden bowl on the table and poured a measure of water into it from a flask. “Now then, be quiet as I summon the images. Do not speak to me until I tell you it is done.”
			

			
				“Addled old bastard,” muttered Tavek. 
			

			
				He watched as Borto splayed his withered fingers on the table and began to chant in the language of magic. Tavek felt the static charge of magic building in the room. Each word that Borto spoke seemed to bring more of that unpleasant, prickling sensation. The surface of the water in the bowl began to vibrate and formed waves. Violet light flickered beneath the water. Borto strained. The chanting grew louder. The lights flashed. Spectral faces appeared, melting one into the next, before fading out again. Borto’s face was turning red from the effort.
			

			
				“What is happening?” demanded Tavek. “I’ve seen you do this magic before. This is not how it is supposed to work.”
			

			
				Borto was practically shouting the power words of the spell. The table shook beneath his fingers. The bowl vibrated and violet energy flashed. The wooden bowl cracked and split and the water ran out over the table.
			

			
				Borto sagged into a nearby chair, grasping his chest as though his heart might explode. Tavek didn’t care if it did. 
			

			
				“Why didn’t that work?” he demanded.
			

			
				“Gone,” croaked Borto. “He’s… Caldric is gone.”
			

			
				“Gone? You mean dead?” 
			

			
				Borto shook his head. “No. He no longer exists. There is something… but… it is as I feared.”
			

			
				“Why did you fear it?” Tavek stepped closer to Borto and reached for the axe on his hip.
			

			
				“That dressing maid, the one with the lovely tits,” gasped Borto, slowly looking Tavek in the eye. “I confronted her about what she had done. She offered to help me make a virility potion for Caldric.”
			

			
				Tavek was very close to burying his axe in Borto’s chest. 
			

			
				“You let that scheming bitch near the potions again?” 
			

			
				“Yes,” said Borto, sensing actual danger. “Yes, but, she had the ingredients. I couldn’t make the potion Caldric requested without her ingredients.”
			

			
				“Caldric asked for it?” This calmed Tavek’s anger the tiniest bit. “What did you make?”
			

			
				“The potion I made was true!” cried Borto. “It was a virility potion. To help him win Faylana back from that pompous knight. But Veera, the mad, she had the other potion. The one that transformed him… it made him someone else.”
			

			
				“What do you mean, you fool?” demanded Tavek, grabbing Borto with both hands and shaking him.
			

			
				“A woman!” cried Borto. “Caldric has become a woman! And not just changed his bits. He is no longer himself. He may not even remember he ever was a man.”
			

			
				“Can you turn him back?”
			

			
				“There are ways,” said Borto. “I assure you, I can do it. Unless…”
			

			
				Rage sparkled in Tavek’s eyes. “Unless what, wizard? Speak!”
			

			
				Borto trembled with fear as he looked at the raging dwarf. “Unless he… unless he should, ah, become pregnant.”
			

			
				Tavek roared and kicked over the scrying table. He drew his axe and brandished it at Borto. “We will find him, Borto, and you will change him back. Or I will kill you. Do you understand?”
			

			
				Borto’s mouth opened and closed. He saw that this was no idle threat. He nodded gravely.
			

			
				Caldric was not the only man missing from the castle. Captain Hauser, vice commander of the horse guard, stood outside the bedroom of Andrei Turros. The lad had failed to muster. Hauser did not like the spoiled young man very much. As Ser Godrick’s squire he was given too much leeway to go and do as he pleased. But when full muster was called, even Ser Godrick’s favorite squire was supposed to attend.
			

			
				“Wake up, Turros!” shouted Captain Hauser, pounding on the door with his fist. “Wake up or I will break down this door. And I swear you’ll be flogged if I scuff up my boots!”
			

			
				Hauser muttered under his breath and raised his fist to beat on the door again. A lieutenant of the horse guard was approaching down the corridor. Pawel Fensky, his armor gleaming and his red tabard decorated with the warthog icon of Ser Godrick. 
			

			
				“What is it, Fensky?” demanded Hauser.
			

			
				“Sir, Captain Gryphon and his patrol have not reported back from the Eastern Pass.”
			

			
				“So?”
			

			
				“You told me to come and find you if they were not back by midnight,” said Fensky. “And they are not back, sir.”
			

			
				“Can I rely on anyone?” growled Hauser. “Can I rely on you, Fensky?”
			

			
				“Of course, sir,” said Fensky, standing a little taller.
			

			
				“Good. Form a new patrol. Go and find Gryphon and that band of drunks he rode out with. If they are in trouble, don’t try to save them. You come straight back here and report. I don’t want to throw good men after bad.”
			

			
				“Yes, sir,” said Fensky. He gave a crisp salute and departed.
			

			
				Truth be told, after recent events, Hauser was rather hoping Pel Gryphon had managed to get himself killed on the Eastern Pass. 
			

			
				“No,” said Hauser. “I’d never be that lucky. That slimy prick has a way of always coming out on top.” He hammered on the door to the squire’s bedroom. “Turros! I’m counting to ten and then I’m kicking this damned door in!”
			

			
				Captain Hauser was at least partially correct. Beyond the Eastern Pass, Pel Gryphon wasn’t dead. Not yet. But he had been captured by Straka, Greebi, and the Black Queen and he was not coming out on top.
			

			
				“Kneel,” commanded the Black Queen, her black hair tangled and wild and her eyes rimmed with red. She was beautiful but had an unhealthy pallor. Her smile was wide and cruel as she combed her fingers into Pel’s short-cropped hair and pushed him down to his knees. “I could sing a song for you, lull you to sleep, but I think you’ve heard enough. You believe in me, don’t you? Yes, you do. So kneel and serve me. Serve your queen.”
			

			
				“Y-yes, m-my queen,” said Gryphon, nodding his head and looking up at the disheveled beauty of the woman standing before him. Her bodice hung open and her plump breasts were bare. She gathered her tattered skirt and lifted it up her scratched thighs and torn stockings to reveal the thatch of dark hair where her shapely legs met. Her cunt glistened beneath that thicket of hair.
			

			
				The Black Queen’s hand guided him closer. He breathed her scent. Pungent and musky with the residue of her last lover. It should have been revolted, but the cowardly horseman was entirely under her thrall. It was the only way he thought he could survive. And Pel Gryphon desperately wanted to survive. 
			

			
				He leaned forward and pressed his face between the Black Queen’s thighs. His tongue slid over her folds and tasted her used cunt. His nose was buried in her tuft of hair, breathing her used scent. He tongued her, deep inside her slick channel. She cradled his head like that, rocking forward and riding against his lips. He sucked and licked and moaned beneath her as she used him for her pleasure. 
			

			
				“That’s it,” she gasped. “Such a good boy. So much more obedient than those goblins. Such prickly teeth you know. Mmmmmmmm. And their tongues… ooooh… can never quite find my clit. Not like you. Not like my good boy.”
			

			
				He thighs tensed. Her nectar flowed into his mouth and down his throat. He moaned into her smothering cunt and sucked at her clit as his tongue drove deep into her clutching channel. Her nectar poured down his chin. Dripped onto his torn tunic. 
			

			
				“Yessss,” she hissed, rocking her hips and fucking his mouth with her juicy cunt. “Oh, yes, make me… make me cum! Make your queen cum! Ahhhhh!”
			

			
				“Nnnnnnnmmmm!” Gryphon moaned beneath her, with little choice in the matter. He grasped her legs as she bucked against his lips and tongue and drenched him in her warm cum. Her jerking hips slowed and she stood, gasping, holding his face against her dripping cunt. 
			

			
				“Well done,” she panted, slowly easing off his face and pulling his head away from her cunt. “Now then, serve your queen… in her naughtiest of holes.”
			

			
				She turned, reaching back to spread the soft white of her ass and to bare the pink ring of her anus. Gryphon nodded helplessly and leaned closer. Before he could tongue her asshole, a cry rose from outside the abandoned house in which they were sheltering. 
			

			
				The Black Queen stepped away from him, dropping her skirt over her hips and walking to the shattered window.
			

			
				“Someone is coming,” she said. “Riders approaching.”
			

			
				“A patrol. Sent to bring me back.” Pel Gryphon stood and wiped his face on his sleeve. “Let me go to them, my queen. I will persuade them to join your cause—”
			

			
				“Straka’s cause,” she warned.
			

			
				“Yes, the orc’s cause,” he said. “I will convince them. They will listen to me.”
			

			
				“Hmmmm, yes,” she said, giggling madly. She led him out into the night and towards the road. He started past her, to intercept the approaching riders, but she put a hand on his shoulder. “Bring them over to me, my sweet. Let them hear my song. Then they will truly belong to me. I can enjoy them all. Such good boys with their hard little human cocks.”
			

			
				Pel Gryphon stumbled down the mountainside ahead of the Black Queen. The road lay beneath him, curving precariously along the mountain’s edge. He could sense the goblins waiting in ambush all along the road, their spears and bows at the ready as they watched the patrol approach. Gryphon wondered where that hulking orc brute was hiding. He saw no sign of him. 
			

			
				Gryphon stepped out onto the road and waved to the approaching riders. He counted ten in all and they were led by that preening fool Lieutenant Fensky. His armor glinted in the moonlight as his charger moved out in front of the other riders. It was a large patrol. Gryphon counted ten men. He smiled and continued to wave as they formed a defensive wedge on the narrow road.
			

			
				The Black Queen stepped out onto the road beside Gryphon. She pressed against him and he put a protective arm around her waist. The riders slowed. They kept their distance, some with swords drawn and others with lances ready. 
			

			
				“Captain,” shouted Fensky. “Your patrol never returned. What has happened here? Where are your men and who is this woman?”
			

			
				“We encountered her along the road,” said Gryphon. “Fensky, I must tell you something. You and your men. Come here.”
			

			
				Fensky sat warily in his saddle. He held his men back with a raised hand. 
			

			
				“Please, sir,” cried the Black Queen, her voice straining to be heard over the rush of the mountain wind. “Something terrible has happened. Let me explain.”
			

			
				There was a plaintive note in her voice. Something that stirred the chivalric hearts and the heroic loins of men like Fensky and the other horseguard in the patrol. Fensky climbed down from his horse and his men followed. They approached Captain Gryphon and the wild-haired woman cautiously, but with the feeling they were helping a lady in distress.
			

			
				She waited until they were very close. So close that they could see the leaves stuck in her hair, the bloodshot madness in her eyes, the tattered remains of her skirt and her torn stockings. Her voice rose again, melodious and sweet, her cracked lips moving as she began her bewitching song. 
			

			
				Only Lieutenant Fensky managed to clap his hands over his ears in time. The other men fell to their knees or staggered towards the Black Queen, smiles on their faces as they saw her glory and her radiant beauty as if in a dream. She was an angel sent down by the gods. A divine messenger.
			

			
				Fensky alone saw the hulking orc and the horde of goblins descending from the mountainside. He struggled to draw his sword as the Black Queen’s insane melody put the others in a trance. Fensky drew his long, straight blade and turned to face Straka. The orc seemed unarmed but smiled confidently. 
			

			
				“For the boar!” shouted Fensky, drawing back his sword two-handed.
			

			
				He never saw the dagger that drove beneath his armor, but he felt the pain as it found his heart. He whirled. Stared accusingly at his murderer - Captain Pel Gryphon – and he died.
			

			
				“Spare the others,” shouted Gryphon to Straka. “Please. They will follow you into battle.”
			

			
				The men of the horseguard ignored the fate of their commander. They crowded around the Black Queen, some kneeling, others reaching out to touch her skirt or her fingers. She smiled and continued her demented song softly, like a lullaby, stroking their faces as she did. 
			

			
				“If one fails me, then you all die,” said Straka, his huge hands tightening into boulder-sized fists. “We attack now. Show us the way into castle. Before dawn, the elf will be mine.”
			

			
				Greebi stood among the goblins waiting along the roadside. He watched and listened to the brutish orc as he began to rally the goblin tribes and the enslaved humans for a fight to take the castle. Greebi was certain most of these goblins would die in battle. Straka cared nothing for his smaller cousins and was fixated on capturing Faylana.
			

			
				Greebi was fixated on the comely elf as well. But not on capturing her, for he would never force the beautiful elf to do anything. No, he would rescue her from Straka and from the humans. He would do whatever it took to have her again. He had given her up once before to rule his tribe. In the days since, he had realized how foolish this sacrifice had been. Nothing was so sweet as loving an elf.
			

			
				“To battle!” shouted Straka and all the goblins cheered.
			

			
				All of them except one.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beauties and Beasts
			

			
				 
			

			
				“This place is a dump,” said Cally, raising the lantern and extending her arm into the cabin. “It looks like something exploded in here.”
			

			
				“I… I don’t know what happened?” said Andrei, stepping past her into the remote mountain cabin. “Some of the horseguard use this place to take girls sometimes. I can’t believe they would leave it in such a state. Perhaps a bear broke in and…”
			

			
				“Threw everything around and didn’t try to eat anything?” asked Cally. “Well, I suppose at least it’s a roof over our heads. I’ll clear a space by the fire. You see if you can track down some wood we can burn.”
			

			
				“Yes, right,” said Andrei, glad to be given a task by the woman. He felt more comfortable following orders than leading the way. He set off, first gathering broken pieces of furniture and then logs from a pile stacked outside the cabin. Andrei piled the wood in the hearth. Cally found a tinder box and she sparked a fire.
			

			
				Soon the cabin was bathed in the glow of the flames. Wood crackled and the warmth enfolded them as they sat on the floor with some tattered blankets and half-stuffed cushions. Andrei watched Cally, still barely able to believe he had brushes with pleasure with two beautiful women in the span of a few days. He could not stop thinking about Faylana, but Cally was here and just as beautiful in her own way. 
			

			
				She leaned towards the hearth on her hands and knees, her long brown hair hanging loose around her shoulders, her round bum outlined in her taut trousers, and her plush breasts dangling in her borrowed shirt. Her back arched as she fed another log into the fire. Andrei felt his cock twitching in his trousers. He wondered if he might manage to cum again just from staring at that lovely ass. He could almost see the shape of her mound between her thighs.
			

			
				She sat her luscious bottom back on her folded legs, the firm peach of her bum resting against her heels, and she looked back at Andrei over her shoulder. Mischief danced in her heavily lidded eyes. 
			

			
				“You’re a hero, you know,” said Cally. “I’m not sure why I was being held in that castle, but you helped me to escape.”
			

			
				“A lady asked for my aid,” said Andrei. “It was the only thing to be done.”
			

			
				“Yes, but there will be consequences for you, I’m sure,” she said. “Those guards will remember you knocking them out. They won’t be too happy about it”
			

			
				“I can’t go back,” said Andrei. 
			

			
				He’d worked his whole adult life and some of his childhood as Ser Godrick’s squire. It was his path to knighthood and he had given it all up in the dead of the night to help this stranger. This beautiful, busty, seemingly very horny stranger. But a stranger. It filled him with a rush of almost giddy relief. No more groveling for Ser Godrick. No more helping him cure his corns or tighten his belt. No more gathering the fat knight’s cum-stained sheets after a roll in the bed with a whore from Bramsch. No more watching him with Faylana. Kissing her. Caressing her. Grunting in his bed with her. 
			

			
				“I can’t go back,” repeated Andrei and this time he grinned at Cally. “I’m free. I can go anywhere.”
			

			
				“I just so happen to be free as well,” she said, smiling sweetly as she turned to face him in the firelight. “Perhaps we can go anywhere… together.”
			

			
				“That would, I mean, yes! Yes, that would be a good idea!” Andrei’s elation grew at the thought of being with this beautiful woman on an adventure. Perhaps hunted, but free to explore the world. Maybe she would even…
			

			
				Cally’s fingers brushed against Andrei’s hand. He looked down and then up into her eyes, seeming to glow with the flames in the hearth. 
			

			
				“We can go anywhere tomorrow,” she said softly. “Tonight, I think we should get to know each other a little better.”
			

			
				She leaned her lips to his and kissed Andrei with sudden passion. He stiffened, caught by surprise, her tongue against his lips and sliding into his mouth. So forward. What sort of lady was this? A strange and exciting one with a devilish kiss! Her honey brown eyes caught the firelight as her tongue danced against his. Her hand was upon him, unbuttoning his doublet. Reaching beneath his undershirt to run her fingers over his lean chest. Brushing against his nipples.
			

			
				“Cally,” he gasped as her touch against his sensitive nipples seemed to reach down by a string to his straining cock. It twitched in his trousers. “My lady, I am not certain this is a good thing for us to be… mmmmmmmphmmmm…”
			

			
				Talking was rather difficult with her lips pressed to his and her tongue probing and swirling in his mouth. His cock throbbed painfully in his trousers. Her hand moved across his slender chest, toying with his nipples as she kissed him hungrily. He was very aware of her soft breasts leaning against his arm. Squeezing. So soft and heavy. He wanted to feel them in his hands.
			

			
				“Has anyone made a man of you yet, Andrei?” she purred against his lips.
			

			
				“N-no,” I he whispered. “I mean, yes, there were… there was… an elf.”
			

			
				Cally stopped and rose on her knees beside him. His words had triggered something inside her. A memory of a fair-haired and beautiful elf. Laughing. Kissing her. Caressing her. What was this memory? Did she know the elf? 
			

			
				“What is it?” asked Andrei, looking up at the distant expression on Cally’s face.
			

			
				“I almost… almost remembered something,” said Cally. Then she looked back down and remembered the handsome young man laying by the fire. Her wicked smile returned. “Oh, yes, I remember something.”
			

			
				She smirked down at him as she worked the buttons of her borrowed tunic. She slipped it from her shoulders and bared the full prominence of her breasts. She thrust them proudly towards him, pink nipples small and stiff, creamy mounds scarcely touched by the sun. Heaving gently with each breath she took. 
			

			
				To Andrei, they seemed somehow even bigger than the breasts of the elf. They were, at the very least, equally beautiful. Pert and plump. The dream of a mother’s breast with the ripeness of youth. 
			

			
				He could not resist them. He sat up, grasping them in both hands and burying his face in the warm valley between their softness. Cally laughed at his sudden affection. She stroked his head. Caressed his back. Reached for Andrei’s trousers.
			

			
				“That’s right,” she purred. “Touch them all you like. Make your cock nice and… ooohhh… it’s already very hard. And a bit messy.”
			

			
				She glanced down, for his cock was not only leaking copious precum, but it was smeared with the musky remains of the unintended eruption he had experienced when escaping the castle. 
			

			
				Andrei’s face burned with shame, but he buried his shame in Cally’s luscious breasts. He kissed them and sucked them. He moaned as her soft hand gripped his cock and began to stroke. He could lose himself in this way, he knew, but he fought back the urge to surrender to the pleasure. He focused instead on careful flicks of his tongue and soft kisses around Cally’s pink areolas. 
			

			
				“Oooooh, that’s it,” she moaned, finding her nipples very sensitive to the lad’s touch. “Kiss them. Ooohh, lick them. Yes, you know how to stoke my fires, Andrei.”
			

			
				She worked her hand on his cock, the shaft sticky with his mess from earlier, but his precum so plentiful that her touch was soon slippery against his straining cock. So red and eager to cum again. Cally felt a sudden pang of need. She wanted that. She wanted his cock to spurt out his seed. Only, she wanted to feel it inside her. She wanted to know such pleasure of a man and woman in that most intimate act.
			

			
				“Are you ready?” she whispered, giving his cock an urgent squeeze.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” He moaned against her breasts before lifting his head and repeating, “Yes! Oh, yes, Callly!”
			

			
				Andrei had been certain that the elf would be his first. But in this moment, he hardly cared about Faylana. Cally smiled in the firelight, rising to her feet to shed her trousers. Her hips shapely, muscles lean and toned, her thighs pale, legs long and powerful, and her cunt, so sweet and beautiful. The scent of her arousal in the air as she tossed as her pants. She posed for a moment, her hands on her shapely hips and her naked body burnished by the firelight. Shadows playing like caressing fingers in the depths of her curves.
			

			
				“Oh, gods,” murmured Andrei. “You’re… you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”
			

			
				“Really?” Cally laughed and stepped astride his cock. “You’re pretty cute yourself, Andrei. You save me. Let me repay you… with my pussy.”
			

			
				She crouched over him, gripping his cock once more and directing it towards her descending cunt. He felt the delicate brush of her silky hair. The soft warmth of her folds. Then, with a sudden downward rush, the exquisite heat of her cunt engulfed him. Her cunt gripped him like a glove. Slippery wetness that tightened around his hardness. His pleasure rose volcanically. There was no holding it back. Not with those warm walls rippling and squeezing around his cock. He thrust upward, an agony of pleasure gripping him.
			

			
				“Can’t… can’t stop… can’t… ahhhhh!”
			

			
				Cally saw the apparent pain on the young man’s face and thought she had somehow hurt him. She lifted her hips at once and looked down in surprise as he thrust at nothing. 
			

			
				“What is the matter, Andrei!?” she cried. “Did I—”
			

			
				Her further questioning was interrupted by the sudden eruption of his cock. Hot seed spurted past her abdomen and almost up to her breasts. A second spurt arced over her leg and the top of her thigh. She realized what was happening as he thrust untouched and she rose to her feet again, stepping away. Watching his untouched cock pulsate and jerk, pumping out milky gushes of his seed that spilled down his shaft like melting wax upon a candle. His cum drenched his bollocks and dripped onto the floor between his legs. He gave Cally a pitiful look.
			

			
				“S-sorry,” he said. “I thought… I mean…”
			

			
				“Oh, brother,” she said. “You have a lot of work to do. Clean yourself up, Andrei. You might be a hero, but you’re not much of a lover.”
			

			
				Andrei whimpered with shame. He wiped himself on a scrap of his tunic as he watched Cally, chagrinned by his eruption, begin to dress. As her beauty was concealed from him, Andrei swore to himself that he would see it again. That he would prove, at last, that he could be as great a lover as he was a squire.
			

			
				Far below the embarrassment in the mountainside cabin, on the ugly protrusion of Boar’s Rock, the guards continued to furiously search the castle for Caldric. Those within the castle’s stone walls were unaware that doom swiftly approached. No one was less aware of such danger than Ser Godrick Lucan, who was enjoying the affections of his fiancée for the third time that evening.
			

			
				“Gods,” he groaned, hilting his fat, twisty monster cock into her creamy cunt as the weight of his furry belly pressed her legs back. Her knees were practically against her shuddering tits as he rammed into her and bore down upon her. 
			

			
				“Y-yes,” gasped Faylana, looking up at Godrick’s half-bestial face, his porcine snout and his boar’s face. Snorting and growling with exertion and damp with sweat. He was fucking the daylights out of her, but she loved it. She loved his monstrous appearance even more than his human face. Something about it drove her wild. 
			

			
				Veera was helping her to understand that there was no greater pleasure than to be fucked by a monster and Ser Godrick was the next best thing to the magical disara given to her by Veera. That shape-changing dildo could imitate the cock of any man, beast, or monster. With it, Veera had introduced Faylana to pleasures beyond compare. As Godrick grunting and snorted and fucked her with his beastly cock, Faylana’s mind wandered to the pleasures of the disara. 
			

			
				“Fuck me harder, my lord,” cried Faylana. “Fill me with your cock. Fill me with your seeeeeeed!”
			

			
				She panted, feeling her walls clutch at him as she imagined the ecstasy of some far stranger beast having its way with her. She pictured a creature emerging from the shadows beside the hearth. Long armed and legged, with purple flesh and a stark white cock that it used to plunder her fluttering cunt. 
			

			
				“Yes! Oh, yes!” she cried, as much to the imaginary monster as to Ser Godrick. “Breed me! Breed my elf womb! Claim it! Claim it for yourself!”
			

			
				“Yes! Raaaaarrrrr!” Ser Godrick roared and hilted inside her, releasing a flood of his hot cum and drenching Faylana’s precious elf womb. Her womb, in truth, was already claimed. Faylana was sure of it. Taken by Straka and with Caldric doing nothing to stop him. She pushed aside such thoughts, mingled with sadness and guilt, and accepted Godrick’s pumping cock. The cum spurting into her, his huge cock throbbing against her inner walls, at last granted her the pleasure she craved. A toe-curling, back-arching orgasm gripped her body. Fluttered around his cock. Receded in slow, hitching increments as she trembled and moaned.
			

			
				At last, he Godrick slid his twisted cock from her creamy depths and snorted as he rolled beside her on the bed. His human form was beginning to return. His bestial, boar-like hybrid shape faded in a horrifying inverse of his earlier transformation.
			

			
				Faylana caught her breath in the bed beside this gruesome transformation. She glanced at it and found herself already accustomed to the sight of the boar’s features melting back into the fat human features of her soon-to-be husband.
			

			
				She looked at the jeweled engagement ring on her finger and felt a sudden, oppressive weight of guilt. She got up from the bed and padded nude over to the double windows looking out over the castle walls. The smell of sex was thick in the room, so she opened the panes of the windows to let in the cool night air. 
			

			
				She gazed out into the forests below. There was something strange in the air. Not a smell, but something ethereal. A presence. She saw lights dancing in the trees. She blinked. Rubbed her eyes. Looked again.
			

			
				“My love,” she said. “I see something outside the walls. In the trees there. It looks like…”
			

			
				She squinted, for even her elf eyes could not see clearly in the dark at such a distance, but the lights were clear enough. Small fires dancing among the trees like little burning sprites.
			

			
				Ser Godrick was sitting up in bed, rubbing his belly and looking exhausted. He glanced over at her, perhaps to tell her to go back to sleep, when something entirely impossible occurred. One of the lights that Faylana saw among the trees leaped from the forest, over the castle wall, through the window, over Faylana’s shoulder, and landed beside Ser Godrick in the bed. Ser Godrick and Faylana both stared in disbelief at the small, dancing flame. It took a moment longer to realize it was at the end of an arrow that had just lodged in the mattress. 
			

			
				“Arrow! Flaming arrow!” Ser Godrick recovered from his surprise and beat out the flames with a pillow. “What in the name of Oreth is happening out there?”
			

			
				From the forest came a fusillade of flaming arrows, javelins, and even a few spears. Some struck the castle walls, but most sailed over and hit the castle. Most of these struck stone and fell harmlessly into the yard around the keep. But several broke windows or lodged between tiles on the roof. Some feel on smaller buildings within the castle walls, setting fire to the smithy, the stables, and one of the barracks.
			

			
				The castle’s guards had turned their eyes inward to search for Caldric and had completely failed to notice the approach of the army of goblins in the forest. With the first salvo of arrows, the guards were forced to take notice. The castle’s inhabitants screamed and sought cover. The siege of Boar’s Rock had begun.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Assault on Boar’s Rock
			

			
				 
			

			
				Goblin arrows and slings fired on the castle’s ramparts. Siege ladders swung into place against the timeworn stones and goblins scrambled up the ladders. The castle’s guards rushed to meet them and a desperate, pitched battle erupted on the ramparts.
			

			
				Straka was grudgingly impressed. The wild goblins had seemed cowards when he browbeat them into following him, but once the battle had begun the runts were willing to fight and die. Sure, it took two or three goblins to kill each human warrior, but Straka had a lot of goblins. 
			

			
				“Onward!” he shouted, brandishing the cavalry sword he had taken from the fallen lieutenant. “Take the castle! Kill the humans and claim their women!”
			

			
				Straka had better plans than to climb foolishly up the ladders. He left the chiefs in charge of the assault and joined a small group of particularly cutthroat goblins and the humans bewitched by the Black Queen. 
			

			
				The sniveling human captain he had captured saluted Straka as if he were the man’s commander. The other humans saluted as well. Straka returned the salute with a mocking smile. How pathetic. Did they not know he would cut their throats when the battle was over? He could not have such weak-willed, treacherous creatures about. Not when he was king with an elf bride. 
			

			
				Nor did Straka fail to notice Greebi lurking among the goblins. He should have been among those leading the assault on the wall, but he was with this group. Straka did not like Greebi. Something about the way the goblin looked at him was troubling. Too intelligent. Maybe Straka would cut his throat too when the battle was over.
			

			
				“Show me the way into the castle,” demanded Straka, addressing the captain, but fixing his red-eyed stare on Greebi. The goblin held Straka’s gaze for a moment before looking away and pretending to have something to do with his pitiful little sword.
			

			
				“This way, sir,” said the captain, marching around the castle wall and down a slight embankment. They kept close to the wall to avoid archers from above. Not that this was a particularly well-guarded portion of the wall. It was a rocky, difficult approach and the humans rightly assumed no goblins would attempt to scale the wall here. But this captain led them to a different entrance. A hidden hatch into the dungeon. He held it open and explained, “It was added for Ser Godrick to escape. Few even know it exists.”
			

			
				Straka could see why. The doorway was so well concealed he never would have found it without the human’s help. Perhaps he would let this one live. For a while. 
			

			
				“I will lead the way,” snarled Straka. “Follow me! Kill any males you see!”
			

			
				He lit a torch and plunged ahead into the darkness beneath the castle walls. He emerged from the tunnel into the dungeon. Humans in cells began to scream and plead when they saw an orc in full warpaint step into their midst. Straka stabbed one man through the bars and left the rest for the goblins. He forged on, seeking the lord of the castle and his beloved elf. 
			

			
				“The mother of my son,” he muttered. “I know it is my son. I will find her.”
			

			
				He threw open the last door into the jailor’s den and slaughtered the two terrified jailors. Boots thundered on the steps. The guards were rushing into the dungeon to meet them, alerted far too late to Straka’s presence. The first humans to see him froze in horror at his size and savage warpaint. He smiled fearsomely at them.
			

			
				“Kill them all!” he roared and charged into battle. 
			

			
				As swords met with resounding rings and men and goblins fought and died, Greebi slipped past the melee and up the stairs. He dodged a sword swung in his direction and leaped over a dying man. The goblin was the only creature in the castle more determined than Straka to find Faylana. 
			

			
				While battle raged in the dungeon, some goblins had managed to scale over the walls and had fought their way down to the castle grounds. It was a small group and had been cut off from the others, but a dozen goblins rushing into the keep caused pandemonium. The guards were all on the ramparts or in the dungeon and the goblins began smashing up rooms and chasing maids through the halls. Several goblins managed to catch a young maid hiding beneath a piano in the music palor. They were in the process of pinning her to the floor and stripping her naked when Tavek arrived, axe in hand. 
			

			
				“Get your creepy little hands off her!” shouted the dwarf, charging at the rapacious goblins. The woman broke free and ran and Tavek battled, five-to-one, against the invading goblins. 
			

			
				“Kill dwarf! Stab him!” screeched the goblins, swinging clubs, slashing with knives, and stabbing with spears. 
			

			
				Tavek felled two of them with his opening swing and drove the other three back. The screeches of the goblins drew their comrades and another half-dozen scrambled in behind Tavek from another direction. These goblins were carrying a naked, hogtied woman of generous proportions. One of the cooks, realized Tavek. She was wild-eyed with fear, writhing and screaming into the rag stuffed into her mouth.
			

			
				“What foul odor is this?” grinned Tavek. “More of your filthy brothers? I’ll chop you all up! Put that woman down and have a proper fight!”
			

			
				The goblins obliged Tavek, tossing the woman to the carpet in the music room. They ran at him and his triumphant charge became a desperate defense. He was caught between the two groups and surrounded. The circle tightening around him as he parried their attacks. One managed to get a spear in along his guard and stabbed Tavek in the meat of his arm. He roared with pain, breaking the spear with a chop of his axe and splitting open the goblin with his fury. A knife slashed at his side. A club thumped his knee.
			

			
				“Bastards!” shouted Tavek, lopping the limb off one of his attackers. “I’ll take you all on! Take you all!”
			

			
				Tavek knew he was doomed. The goblins saw it too. They closed in around him, jabbing and swinging, their circle so close he could hardly parry their blows. 
			

			
				Suddenly, fire leaped around them. Violet flames engulfed the ring of goblins and they screeched and perished in a terrifying magical conflagration. Borto stepped into the music parlor, his fingers dancing with violet light as the charred goblins dropped around Tavek. The bloodied, breathless dwarf stepped over their corpses.
			

			
				“Wizard,” he said. “We’re still not even for what you did to Caldric. We still need to find him.”
			

			
				“Perhaps I should’ve let you die,” suggested Borto, raising a bushy eyebrow. Tavek answered him with a thrown axe. Borto ducked and the axe sailed over his head and chopped into the chest of a goblin that had been creeping up behind him. The goblin gurgled and died. Tavek retrieved his axe. 
			

			
				“Perhaps I should’ve let you die,” mocked Tavek, pausing to cut the hogtied woman loose. She thanked him and ran. Tavek turned back to Borto. “Now come on, wizard. Let’s find that big-titted priestess and Faylana before things get any worse.”
			

			
				Things were getting worse. Quickly. 
			

			
				The bloody bodies of goblins were piled up against the eastern walls of Boar’s Rock, but it made no difference. The goblins kept coming. Charging gleefully out of the woods and scaling the battlements by siege ladders, scaling the walls by hand, or scrambling atop one another on living chains of goblins. The human guards were losing the fight against such a selfless assault. It was as if the goblins cared nothing for their own lives and their willingness to perish by the dozens was horrifying. Men broke and fled and the green-skinned tide of goblins flowed down the stairs from the outer bastions and into the castle yard. 
			

			
				There they were met piecemeal by groups of horse guard trying to save their horses from the burning stables. Charges by the horse guard killed dozens more goblins, spearing them with lances and trampling them under hooves, but the survivors fled into the keep and joined those coming up from the dungeon. There, Straka had won his battle and routed the guards, who could hardly believe they were fighting against members of the horse guard alongside the orc. 
			

			
				Tavek and Borto found Momo Unahara battling a pair of goblins that had torn open her frock. Her massive tits swung free, dripping milk as she kicked and punched at the goblins. Tavek made short work of them and Borto, for once in his long life, helped to cover up a woman’s breasts. 
			

			
				“There we are,” he said. “You’re safe now. We’ll get you out of here.”
			

			
				“Aye,” agreed Tavek, wiping his axe’s blade on a tapestry. “Have no fear, my lady. These brutes will not have you.”
			

			
				“I have faith in the goddess,” replied Momo, bowing her head solemnly.
			

			
				On the level above them, in the quarters of Ser Godrick, Faylana was clad only in a sheer nightgown and watching from the bed as the imposing knight donned his armor. The curved breastplate was designed specifically for his immense girth and required two guards helping him to tie the laces tightly behind his back. He had no shame about such things. Ser Godrick was proud of his size and it would serve him well in battle soon enough.
			

			
				“At last, a real fight is upon us, eh?” The knight laughed and tested the swing of his sword. “I’ve heard there’s an orc among them. Have you seen him?”
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” said one of the bodyguards crowded into the room. “He’s a great brute of a thing. There was a fight near the dungeon and we were forced to retreat to the main floor. It’s overrun with goblins.”
			

			
				“Goblins? Feh! I’ll make short work of any I come across!” Ser Godrick looked seriously at his men. “I want a crack at that orc. Do you hear me? Make way for him. Let me fight him!”
			

			
				“Yes, sir,” said the bodyguards, who were none too eager to fight the orc themselves. 
			

			
				“Oh, Godrick,” said Faylana, rising from the bed and taking her lover’s hand. “Please! Be careful. If it’s Straka… he might be here for me. He is an incredible fighter. A gladiator who—”
			

			
				“I am the greatest warrior these mountains have seen in five generations!” laughed Ser Godrick. “Did you not see me at the abbey? I slew countless ratkin! I stomped their bloody carcasses! I spilled their steaming entrails! I… well, I am sorry to speak of such gruesome things, my love. Fear not, if this orc is after you, I shall not permit him to lay a finger on you.”
			

			
				“Th-thank you, Godrick, but don’t you think it would be better if we…”
			

			
				Faylana allowed her words to trail off, for Ser Godrick had already turned away with a flourish of his scarlet cape and was making for the door to his bedroom. His bodyguard fell in behind him, their boots thumping out into the hall. Faylana was alone with her fears and the sounds of battle raging in the castel yard and in the castle’s lower levels. Goblin screeches, women’s screams, and the clamor of battle filled the bedroom with the din of the assault. The smell of smoke filled the air as outbuildings burned.
			

			
				Faylana hugged her knees against her chest. She wasn’t sure what to do or where to go to be safe. Tears gathered in her eyes as chaos raged outside the room. She found herself longing, more than anything, for Caldric to be by her side. But what had become of him?
			

			
				“Faylana?” The whispered voice seemed to be coming from an erotic painting of two goddesses frolicking in the sea. She realized a seam had opened in a wall beside the bed, revealing a hidden door concealed by a panel with the naughty painting hung upon it. 
			

			
				“Caldric?” she stood from the bed, hope swelling in her breast. He did like to watch her with other men sometimes. Perhaps he had found a hiding spot within Ser Godrick’s bedchamber. She approached the secret door and lowered her voice to a whisper, “Is that you?”
			

			
				A hand shot out from the gap that had opened in the wall and she was dragged into the dark confines of the secret passage. Soft breasts pressed against her and she realized at once that she was not being saved by Caldric. The slender woman was beautiful and pale and dressed in a maid’s uniform. Unlike Faylana, she did not seem afraid of what was happening. She held a candle in one hand and a familiar wooden box tucked under her arm. 
			

			
				“Veera,” gasped Faylana. “How did you get in here?”
			

			
				“I know every passage in this castle,” whispered the maid. “Come along now, my sweet elf. Take my hand and I will see you to safety.” 
			

			
				Veera pulled Faylana into the secret corridor and shut the door behind her. They began to move through the tight passages between the walls with Veera leading the way. 
			

			
				“Why do you have the disara?” asked Faylana, glancing at the box under Veera’s arm.
			

			
				“It is priceless,” said the maid. “I would not leave such a thing to the likes of goblins. Now let me ask you a question, my innocent elf. Do you know why an orc should be attacking the castle?”
			

			
				Faylana frowned deeply. She stroked her abdomen with one hand and thought she could feel something there, though it had only been a handful of weeks since Straka claimed her womb. Was she truly pregnant? Her appetite had grown since that fateful day in the forest and her monthly time had not arrived.
			

			
				“Yes,” admitted Faylana. “I am with his child.”
			

			
				“The orc?” Veera laughed. “Of course you are, my monster-loving elf. Of course. So he has come to take you back as his bride.”
			

			
				Faylana nodded, her cheeks burning with shame. 
			

			
				“Well, he will not have you,” said Veera. “But perhaps his arrival will solve all of my problems. You see, my dear Faylana, The goddess has a glorious purpose for you.”
			

			
				“Goddess?” Faylana felt the tiny hairs on the back of her neck standing up. Veera stopped and looked back at her, those dark eyes shining in the light of the single candle.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, Amonothus favors you, Faylana. She senses you are an ally. That in your deepest heart, you crave the affection of monsters. That you could be the priestess she prophesied long ago. The living vessel for her blessing. The new mother of monsters.”
			

			
				Faylana’s mind reeled. She felt dizzy, but Veera held tight to her hand and pulled her along again. Amonothus. Even thinking the name sent ripples of fear and lust through Faylana’s body. The mother of monsters. From the times before men. Even before the elves. She was an ancient and mostly forgotten goddess, her power faded, but her name was not without meaning to Faylana. The elves warned of such old gods. For though they were diminished, if they were to fully awaken, they would be far more powerful than the gods of men and elves. 
			

			
				They descended a ladder and passed through a sliding panel and into a hallway on a lower level of the castle. There was smoke in the air and the sounds of battle were much nearer. Veera began to speak when suddenly a pair of goblins burst from a nearby door, laughing and carrying piles of clothing. They saw Faylana and Veera and the goblins abandoned all interest in looting. 
			

			
				“Pretty ladies! We fuck!” cackled the taller of the two goblins.
			

			
				“Yes! Fuck and breed! Slave girls! I want golden hair with pointy ears!” snarled the stouter of the two as he brandished his cudgel.
			

			
				“I fuck dark hair with big tits!” said the other, advancing on Veera with a dagger in his hand.
			

			
				These goblins were not at all like her old lover Greebi. They were crude and wild, with eyes that bulged with lust and cocks already poking at the fronts of their shorts. There was no negotiating with them. So she didn’t bother. She thrust out her hand and began to whisper the power words for a simple fire spell. 
			

			
				The goblin with the cudgel was faster. He grabbed her wrist and twisted her arm, far stronger than his diminutive size suggested. She cried out and he pressed the cudgel to her cheek. 
			

			
				“Don’t want mark up pretty face,” he growled. “Lovely cow tits!”
			

			
				He groped her soft breasts through the sheer front of her nightgown. He squeezed them and exhaled the stench of goblin wine on her face. His fingers pressing tightly against her mounds. The other goblin pushed Veera back against the wall and held his knife to her throat as he began to lift her skirt.
			

			
				The goblin never saw what Veera was doing with her fingers. Never heard the prayer to Amonothus on her lips. He was too busy staring down at Veera’s pale, slender thighs and the dark thatch of hair between her legs. 
			

			
				“No panties,” tittered the goblin.
			

			
				“Big tits,” laughed the other, yanking open the laces of Faylana’s nightgown. He buried his drooling face in the softness of her breasts, kissing and licking and making Faylana shudder with disgust.
			

			
				“What about me?” asked a sultry voice from behind the goblins. The woman was strikingly beautiful and wore the uniform of a castle maid, the frilly apron and bodice torn away to reveal her pert breasts and hairless cunt. Upon seeing the woman, Faylana felt an almost overpowering urge to push the goblin away and run towards her. To drop to her knees and pleasure the woman. The goblins were quicker to act. They exchanged a glance, pushed Faylana and Veera away, and ran towards the newcomer. 
			

			
				They began fondling her and kissing the beautiful woman’s body as she giggled with delight and wrapped her arms around them. She looked at Faylana and for the briefest moment her face became something else. It was so quick that Faylana did not comprehend what she had seen until after Veera had dragged her several paces down the hall in the opposite direction. It had been a creature without eyes and a glistening gray body like whale blubber. Its arms had been tentacles and it had a toothless mouth as wide as a wagon wheel. When Faylana stumbled to a stop, she looked back. The woman and the goblins were gone. The hallway was empty. 
			

			
				“What… who was that?” asked Faylana.
			

			
				“An angel,” said Veera. “Sent to save us.”
			

			
				Veera dragged Faylana down another flight of stairs, stepping over corpses as they descended into the castle’s dungeon. A goblin was looting the bodies of soldiers in the dungeon. He stopped with his armload of sword and turned to confront the two women. This time, Faylana was quicker than Veera and sent a burning spear at the goblin. He shrieked in pain, momentarily wreathed in flames. He fled, smoking and sizzling, up the stairs. 
			

			
				“Well done,” said Veera as she pulled Faylana through the dank dungeon, stinking of blood, and out beyond the castle wall. As they began to run from the carnage of the siege, Faylana heard a familiar voice bellowing. She turned back. 
			

			
				There, on an upper platform of the keep meant for ballistae, stood Ser Godrick, sword in hand, his breastplate stained with the blood his foes. He was facing off against the biggest orc Faylana had ever seen. She knew that orc well. He was the father of the child in her belly.
			

			
				“Straka,” she whispered and felt a pang in her core, almost as if she could still feel his huge orc cock plunging into her tight pussy. Despite her love for Ser Godrick, she hoped the knight would not kill the orc.
			

			
				Veera grabbed at Faylana and shouted, “The battle is lost! We must go! Now! Before they turn their attention to the village!”
			

			
				As Veera and Faylana escaped, Ser Godrick faced down the hulking orc atop the balcony. The knight was weary from cleaving a path through goblins, but the thought of battling this orc had given him a second wind.
			

			
				“Where is she!?” snarled the orc. “Faylana is mine, human! Hand her over and I will spare your life!”
			

			
				“Spare me?” Godrick snorted with laughter and swung his broadsword, keeping the orc at bay. “You’ll be on your knees and begging for your life before I’m done with you, orc! I trained with the best swordsmen in the world!”
			

			
				“My son is in her belly,” growled Straka, glowering at Godrick. “Last chance, you fat fool. Tell me where she is and you can draw breath for another day. Refuse and the crows will be feasting on you for days.”
			

			
				Ser Godrick roared and charged at Straka. The sword fell short as Straka stepped back, the blade landing hard enough to spark and crack the stone. Godrick heaved the sword back defensively and not a moment too soon. Straka’s blade was aimed for his heart. Godrick parried, barely, the blades ringing and the impact staggering the big man back to the edge of the balcony. Straka struck again and again. Each time, Godrick was fast enough to parry, but the sheer strength of the orc was wearing him down.
			

			
				Realizing the fight could not be won by trading even blows, Godrick forced Straka back by making a series of quick stabs at the legs and loins of the orc. Straka howled with rage, his easy victory denied. Panting and wheezing with exertion, Godrick surrendered to his bestial fury. His face elongated into a warthog’s snout. His teeth into tusks. Muscles and fat bulged in equal measure. His trousers shredded and his sword felt strange in his monstrous hands. 
			

			
				“You!” shouted Straka, looking as if he had been betrayed. “You are no human! You are beast touched! You are like the wulfen!”
			

			
				The words came awkwardly to Godrick’s tusked mouth, “And you… are… dead!”
			

			
				He put his head down and charged at Straka with his full force. The orc backed away, across the platform. Godrick smashed aside a ballista and plowed on, snarling with fury. Faylana was his! He would never give her up to this lowly orc!
			

			
				“Die! Dieeeeee! She is mine! The elf belongs to meeeee!” Godrick squealed with porcine fury and slammed his head into Straka’s rippling muscles. Godrick’s tusks tore at Straka’s midsection, ripping the flesh and muscle, but unable to gore the powerful orc. Straka roared in pain and fury and wrapped his massive arm around Ser Godrick’s bristled neck. With a sudden yank and a turn of his hip, Straka lifted Ser Godrick’s feet off the ground, pivoting with the massive knight jabbing and biting at his stomach. 
			

			
				Straka twisted his body and used Godrick’s own weight against him, allowing him to roll over the crenellated balcony. Ser Godrick’s eyes bulged as he realized what was happening. He desperately tried to grab at the crenellation. He kicked and squealed, his muzzle bloody and his eyes wild. 
			

			
				It was too late. Straka flung Ser Godrick Lucan from the upper siege balcony of Boar’s Rock. The flailing knight plunged to the flagstones below and landed with a resounding crack of breaking bone and ruptured flesh. Straka leaned over the railing and spit down upon the knights broken body.
			

			
				“She is mine!” he snarled. Goblins swarmed Ser Godrick’s corpse as it slowly transformed back to human in death. The goblins did not care about such magic as they began to loot him. From that moment, Straka was the undisputed lord of Boar’s Rock. He turned to the goblins crowding onto the balcony. “Find her! Find the elf and you will be rewarded!”
			

			
				 
			

			
				In Another World
			

			
				 
			

			
				The lights from the fires at Boar’s Rock were bright enough to reach the cabin high in the mountains, but only if the occupants there were to bother stepping outside. As chaos swept over the castle, Cally and Andrei were more concerned with the fire in the cabin’s hearth. Their naked bodies rested on a fur blanket beside the crackling fire. Their bodies golden and moving with the firelight.
			

			
				Andrei held Cally in his arms, the young squire amazed at the beautiful woman who seemed so grateful to him for his help. He could feel the softness of her curves and the firmness of her muscular body. She was a fantasy come to life. As unbelievable as Faylana had been. She was strong and sexy in ways that bewildered him. He had the distinct impression she could break him in half. 
			

			
				She rested her head against his slender chest and toyed with one of his small nipples with her fingers. He sucked in a breath as she pinched him. His cock twitched against the leg she had thrown across his thighs. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm,” she purred. “Ready yet?”
			

			
				“Not quite,” he said, looking down at her smooth thigh as it rubbed against the underside of his cock. “Ummm… perhaps this time… this time if we tried it in the husband’s position and if I were to enter very slowly, um…”
			

			
				Cally giggled softly and let her thigh drag over his cock and down again. Gently squeezing against his bollocks as she leaned her lips to his nipple and licked in a slow circle. Andrei’s breath caught in his throat. He laughed as she sucked at his chest. 
			

			
				“You are incredible,” he moaned, running his hand down her back and squeezing the firm roundness of her bottom. “I can’t believe you… I mean… me? I’m just a squire. You could do better.”
			

			
				“Don’t demean yourself, Andrei,” replied Cally, wrapping her firm grip around his cock. “You’re brave and honorable. And you’ve got a nice cock. You just need to learn how to use it properly.”
			

			
				“And… and you can teach me, I expect?” he asked, lifting his head and seeing the mischief dancing in her eyes.
			

			
				“No,” said Cally, beginning to gently stroke his cock. “You don’t teach a horse. You break it.”
			

			
				She moved atop him with sudden purpose. Her powerful legs straddled him and she guided the throbbing length of his cock to the soft, slippery entrance to her cunt. Their eyes met as she descended and sheathed his cock inside her exquisite folds. She gripped him with the silky walls of her cunt. Squeezing him. Fluttering around him.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh gods,” moaned Andrei. “Don’t know… don’t know how long I can last…”
			

			
				“Last as long as you can,” she said, lifting her hips until only his tip was still within that slippery heat. She swung her hips extravagantly and slid back down onto him again until he could feel the wetness of her resting against his bollocks. “When you’re ready. I want you to let loose, Andrei. I want you to cum inside me. Alright?”
			

			
				He nodded helplessly. What else could he possibly do? He was practically there already.
			

			
				Then Cally began to truly ride atop his cock and Andrei was transported to another world of pleasure. The slickness of her cunt suddenly gripped tighter around him. Her body moved with a hypnotic rhythm, breasts heaving, her hands on his chest. He held her hips, feeling her muscles flexing and tensing as she rode his cock faster and faster. Her eyes sparkled in the firelight. Her nipples stood out from her gently bouncing mounds. 
			

			
				“Yessss,” moaned Cally, her hips rolling intensely and her soaking cunt grinding down against Andrei’s stones. Her nectar pouring out and her cunt tightening around him. “That’s it. Don’t cum yet, Andrei.”
			

			
				“It’s hard,” cried the young squire, staring up in awe at Cally’s power and beauty. “I can feel it… feel it coming. I can’t… can’t fight it much longer.”
			

			
				“Fight it!” cried Cally, falling against him, her tits dragging his chest and her lips close to his. This new angle of entry proved even more difficult to resist. Her inner walls rubbed against him. Her hips working in shorter, quicker strokes. Her cunt a fluttering furnace around him. His hands on her ass, spreading her and squeezing her.
			

			
				His orgasm was a mad bull kicking and fighting against the gate. He held it back through force of will. But he knew it would win the battle and burst free soon. 
			

			
				“Yes, yes,” cried Cally, working her hips, clenching her buttocks and thrusting her cunt onto Andrei’s straining cock. “I feel it! I feel how much you need to cum. Ohhhhh, Andrei, I’m so close. So close now! Just a little longer!”
			

			
				“Ahhhhhh!” Her hot, slippery cunt working atop his cock was driving him mad. He grabbed her ass with both hands, thrusting upwards. Urgently driving into her fluttering folds. He felt her tense around him. Her pleasure peaking. His cum churning in his bollocks. 
			

			
				“Cum for me!” cried Cally, yearning to feel the young squire’s seed at last pour into her body instead of making a mess prematurely. “Cum inside me!”
			

			
				He was there. At last. He was going to cum inside a woman. To truly know the pleasure of being a man. And Cally, for the first time, would feel a man spurt inside her and would know what it meant to be a woman. Forever.
			

			
				The door burst open and three gasping figures staggered into the cabin. Cally cried out, her orgasm denied as she rolled off Andrei’s hips and leaped to her feet. In an instant, she was ready to fight and wielded the leg of a chair as a weapon to fend off the intruders. 
			

			
				Andrei, meanwhile, ascended to the peak of his pleasure as Cally left him and exploded with a last thrust into… thin air. He whimpered as his cock met no resistance and began to spew his seed in bubbling, molten gushes, dribbling down his shaft and making a mess of his loins. He looked on, trembling and helpless in the throes of his orgasm, as Tavek, Borto, and Momo bundled into the cabin.
			

			
				“Who are you!?” cried Cally. “Stay back! Get out!”
			

			
				“Gods, it’s true,” whispered Tavek, taking in the sight of his best and truest friend, transformed from a handsome warrior into a beautiful woman. His hair longer, his body much shapelier, breasts large and jiggling and the flush of desire upon his face. Even the lips were fuller and softer. But those eyes were recognizably Caldric.
			

			
				“Look!” cried Borto, pointing at the mess of seed on Andrei’s cock. “That young man has… we’re too late! Ha! Too late! The potion can’t be reversed now!”
			

			
				“We had better not be too late,” snarled Tavek. He softened his tone as he addressed the beautiful woman Caldric had become. “Caldric, did this boy spend his seed inside you?”
			

			
				“I don’t… don’t know what you’re talking about,” panted Cally, swinging the chair leg defensively. “My name is Cally. I was imprisoned in that castle. Was it you? Were you the ones who captured me? Were you helping them?”
			

			
				“We did not do this to you,” said Momo Unahara in a soft and soothing tone. “We are your friends, Caldric – Cally – and we are here to help.”
			

			
				“Tell her, boy,” said Tavek.
			

			
				“Tell her what, dwarf?” demanded Andrei, covering his shame with one hand as he grabbed for his tunic with the other. He pulled it on and then dragged on his under shorts. Cally remained nude and wary, holding the chair leg out like a sword. 
			

			
				“That is Caldric,” said Tavek, pointing a finger at Cally. “I can see it in her eyes. That woman, there, used to be Caldric.”
			

			
				Andrei shook his head. Looked at Cally again.
			

			
				“You mean… I was… with a…” 
			

			
				“What is happening?” demanded Cally. “What are they saying, Andrei?”
			

			
				Andrei felt like he might pass out. He looked again at Cally. There was nothing masculine about her and yet… he remembered Caldric lying in the infirmary at the castle. Remembered his eyes and the shape of his nose. Andrei’s stomach twisted in a knot.
			

			
				“It is him,” he realized aloud. 
			

			
				“I am Cally!” insisted Cally.
			

			
				“Maybe she wants to stay as she is,” said Borto. “Look at her! She is rather fetching. I think we should let them get back to it and finish the deed. Maybe we could all have a tur—”
			

			
				Tavek reached up and thumped Borto on his head, smashing off the man’s floppy wizard’s hat. 
			

			
				“Shut it, you!” snarled Tavek. He turned back to Cally, his face all sympathy. “I know you’ve been through a lot, mate. It was a mistake to let you come to Boar’s Rock. But your beloved Faylana is in grave danger right now. The castle is under attack and—”
			

			
				“What?” Andrei surged to his feet. He forgot all about his nudity and ran to the door of the cabin, pushing past Tavek and Borto to get a look down the mountainside. Sure enough, he could see flames consuming the stables and barracks, fires on part of the castle’s roof, and swarms of people battling on the ramparts. He rushed back into the cabin to begin pulling on his clothes. “I’ve betrayed Ser Godrick! I’ve abandoned him in his moment of need!”
			

			
				“What’s happening? I don’t understand any of this!” cried Cally. “But I will kill the first man – or dwarf – who tries to touch me. Stay back, all of you!”
			

			
				“We can turn you back,” said Tavek. “Borto, tell her!”
			

			
				“It’s true. Cally, was it?” Borto tried to straighten his dented hat and put it back on his head. “The potion you’ve taken is very powerful, changing your strengths from male to female, but it can be reversed with the correct potion or counter spell, so long as you have not permitted this or any other man to impregnate you. Did this lad spill his seed inside you? I could check if you’d like.”
			

			
				“No!” snapped Andrei. “No, it didn’t happen that way.”
			

			
				“Thank the gods,” said Tavek with relief. “Caldric – Cally – we can help you, but right now a woman you love very much is in grave danger. Think. Do you remember Faylana?”
			

			
				Cally’s brow furrowed. She recognized the name, but in the way someone remembers a word they cannot quite place. It conjured strong feelings of love, desire, and anguish. She felt a sense of longing and one of loss.
			

			
				“I think… I remember something about her,” said Cally, rubbing her forehead. “An elf?”
			

			
				“That’s right,” said Tavek. “A lot has happened between you two – more than most relationships could withstand – but you love her very much. And she is in grave danger, Cally. We need your help. Someone has to find her. Someone has to save her. An orc has come to take her away.”
			

			
				Cally was struggling to remember these names and faces, but a sense of righteous anger flared within her breast. An orc? She felt intense anger at the thought of an orc and this Faylana. It was formless, shadowy anger, but it burned brightly. 
			

			
				“Then what are we waiting for?” she said, pulling on her borrowed clothes. “Someone has to save Faylana!”
			

			
				 
			

			
				An Unexpected Rescuer
			

			
				 
			

			
				Boar’s Rock had fallen. All that remained within its walls was the gleeful mayhem of the victorious goblins. They drank wine, smashed crockery, gorged on the food from its pantry, and swung from chandeliers. They tried on fine clothes and chased maids through the halls. They took turns when they caught the maids, pinning them down or bending them over and giving those sweet human cunts a taste of victorious goblin cocks. Some of the servants fought and screamed. Some submitted and moaned and sucked.
			

			
				By Straka’s command, the goblin horde was set loose on the nearby village of Bramsch. Supposedly searching for Faylana, but it was just another outlet for the savage desires of the goblins. They had suffered too long under human oppression. This was their turn to wreak vengeance upon the bellowing men and their soft and luscious women. The goblins smashed and burned their way through the village and took whatever they wanted.
			

			
				Most villagers fled, but some fought to defend their property. Battles echoed through the streets. Chaos and fire spread. Screams could be heard from the upper floor of one of the brothels as the goblins battered down the doors and fell upon the women with demented lust.
			

			
				Faylana heard it. She wanted to stop and help the women, but when she slowed her pace, Veera gave Faylana’s arm a tug.
			

			
				“We can do nothing for them,” said Veera. 
			

			
				“But our magic,” said Faylana. 
			

			
				“Their numbers are too great!” 
			

			
				Veera hissed as she saw a group of goblins carrying casks of wine emerge from a burning tavern. She yanked Faylana into an alleyway. The flames of the burning village painted tendrils of light and flickering shadows over their bodies. Faylana in her sheer nightgown and Veera in the low-cut bodice of a dressing maid. Veera pressed against Faylana, pinning her into the shadows as another group of goblins ran past carrying a kicking and screaming barmaid. The woman’s eyes were wild with fear, her bare arms and legs were clutched by goblins and her breasts heaved and bounced as she fought against their grabbing hands.
			

			
				Faylana fought to help the woman, but Veera held her back as the goblins carried the unlucky barmaid out of sight.
			

			
				“They won’t kill her,” said Veera. “Even goblins are smart enough to know the value of a breeding slave.”
			

			
				“How can you say such things?” cried Faylana, tears rolling down her cheeks. “It’s horrible! This is horrible!”
			

			
				“We must be quiet now,” whispered Veera. “We kill when we must to survive. If we involve ourselves in every battle then we will end up no better than that girl. Besides,” Veera’s smile was cruel, “she is in the arms of monsters now. Goblins are not much, but they are better than humans.”
			

			
				“W-what?” Faylana’s eyes were wide. “Goblins are just another type of… person. There’s good ones and bad ones. These are…”
			

			
				“All monsters are blessed. All men are cursed. Have I taught you nothing in our time together? Feel it… here.” Veera pressed the flat of her hand against Faylana’s slender abdomen. “You know it is true. Even as that orc’s spawn grows within your womb, you will soon have something better there. A blessing. A chance to serve Amonothus.”
			

			
				The word sent a ripple of fear and desire through Faylana’s body. A gasp escaped her parted lips. Veera pressed her back into the shadows. The witch’s hand moved lower, following the shape of Faylana’s body to stroke between her thighs. 
			

			
				“Yesssss,” hissed Faylana, her fear melting away. “Yes. You are right. This… this is what I want.”
			

			
				“Yes, you do,” murmured Veera, her lips pressing against Faylana’s. “I have shown you the truth of the universe. The inherent superiority of monsters to men. The glory of Her – Amonothus. Say her name.”
			

			
				“Am- Amonothus,” said Faylana, tasting the cursed name like ashes on her tongue.
			

			
				“There it is. Soon you shall know her blessing, my lovely elf. You will forget all of this and be united with the Mother of Monsters.”
			

			
				Veera pressed a hungry kiss to Faylana’s lips. Their tongues met and their mouths melted into a torrid swirl of desires. Veera’s fingers stroked the seam of Faylana’s cunt. As the village burned, as screams surrounded them, the elf submitted to her desire, rocking her hips and rubbing her cunt against the dressing maid’s deft fingers. 
			

			
				“Oh, your honey-sweet hole will birth so many horrors into this world,” whispered Veera, nibbling on Faylana’s earlobe and then sucking at her neck. Grinding her fingers into the softness between Faylana’s legs. “Your body a temple to Her. Your soul an offering to Her. The Mother of All Monsters.”
			

			
				“Ooohhhhh,” cried Faylana, feeling the corruption in her core. The screams and crackling fires of Bramsch a fitting accompaniment for her surrender to Veera’s perverse promises. Faylana found herself speaking the name of the blasphemous goddess. Desiring it on her lips and on her tongue. “Amonothus. Ohhhhh, Amonothus.”
			

			
				A shadow fell across the mouth of the alleyway. It was elongated by the fires at a brewery and it writhed over Veera and Faylana like a serpent. Veera was too intent kissing Faylana’s neck and rubbing at her mound to take notice. Faylana saw. She stiffened and pushed Veera away.
			

			
				A woman with wild eyes and matted hair stood at the entrance to the alley. She had a lunatic smile upon her face, once beautiful, but untended and yellowed now. Her shapely body was held by blood-stained rags and a tattered bodice. 
			

			
				“You can only serve one mistress,” said the woman, her voice girlish and melodious as she stepped into the alley. “You promised yourself to me, Faylana. And I promised you to Straka. Do you know that he loves you? Well… a sort of love. An orc love. Mmmmm. Come here. Bring your new friend here. Give me a kiss.”
			

			
				The Black Queen held out her arms and beckoned to Faylana.
			

			
				“Stay back, temptress!” hissed Veera, drawing a knife from her skirt and whirling to face the insane woman. “The elf belongs to me. Go back to your orc and tell him that, or I will slit your throat.”
			

			
				“Such violence!” laughed the Black Queen. “No need for it, my sweet. We can all be friends. We can all be together.”
			

			
				The Black Queen began to sing, her voice washing over Faylana and Veera and silencing the sounds of depravity echoing in the streets. Faylana’s mind broke in an instant. She was taken back to her first encounter with the devious temptress. Taken back to surrendering to the Black Queen. Kneeling for her. 
			

			
				That same intense longing to submit filled Faylana. She fell to her knees and began to crawl down the alleyway towards the Black Queen. Veera resisted a moment longer, but not even the witch’s dark faith in Amonothus could overcome the insidious melody of the Black Queen’s song. Lulling their fears and luring them both into her arms. 
			

			
				“Get up, Faylana,” purred the Black Queen, her arms wide. “Come here, both of you. What is your name?”
			

			
				“Veera Ismara.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm, give me a kiss, Veera Ismara,” purred the Black Queen and shed pulled Veera against her breasts. The Black Queen reached out with her other arm and pulled Faylana in close as well. Kissing and hugging them both. Giving them her soft, pendulous breasts to kiss and suck. She cradled their heads as they suckled her breasts. She stroked them, already thinking of the rewards Straka would give her for capturing the elf.
			

			
				The Black Queen was still fantasizing madly about riches and power when something struck her in the back. It hurt and shocked her out of her fantasy. She turned, Faylana and Veera still clutched to her breasts, and saw an angry goblin standing across the street. 
			

			
				“These two are mine, little one! Run along!” 
			

			
				All goblins looked alike to the Black Queen, but this one was not like the others. Greebi had not engaged in looting nor mayhem. He had carefully followed the Black Queen into the village. The moment he saw her with Faylana, he had known he had to act. 
			

			
				“Shoo!” commanded the Black Queen. “Go find someone else to bother!”
			

			
				Greebi snarled and hurled a brick at the Black Queen’s head. She was so stunned to be attacked by one of the goblins she thought under her influence that she did not even react until the brick struck her. The brick thumped into the top of her head and the Black Queen groaned and crumpled to the alleyway. Her spell over Veera and Faylana was broken. Faylana blinked away the haze of mind control and found herself staring at a very familiar face.
			

			
				“Greebi!” she cried, for Faylana most certainly knew the difference between goblins. She would recognize his long, pointed nose and his jagged smile anywhere. She grabbed him in her arms and hugged him against her breasts. “Oh, Greebi! It’s so good to see you!”
			

			
				Though Greebi enjoyed being smothered in Faylana’s loveliness, he knew that this was not the place to linger.
			

			
				“Stop hugging!” he cried, pushing her shoulders away. “Big trouble is coming! We need to leave town before Straka get here!”
			

			
				Faylana wasn’t hearing him. She showered Greebi’s bald head with kisses and rubbed her tits in his face.
			

			
				“Oh! Greebi! I have missed you ever since we parted ways in that cave! I thought I would never see you again!” She stopped and looked at him. “Why are you here? You’re not one of these bad goblins, are you?”
			

			
				“Not bad! Greebi good! I love Faylana!” He pushed away from her again before she could start another flurry of hugs and kisses. “But we go now! I know way out of town. We go before Straka comes!”
			

			
				“You know this goblin too?” asked Veera, amused by the show of affection between the two.
			

			
				“Yes, this is Greebi. Greebi, this is Veera. She was helping me to escape.”
			

			
				“Pleased to meet you, goblin,” said Veera. “I happen to agree with you. If you know a way out then we will follow.”
			

			
				“This way,” said Greebi, glancing about the street and then running deeper into the burning village. Faylana and Veera followed behind him, crouching instinctively to try to stay as low as the goblin. He was so quick that they had trouble keeping up. They avoid fighting by weaving between houses and dodged a rampaging group of goblins by pressing tightly together in the doorway of a cellar. Faylana caressed Greebi’s shoulders. He looked up at her adoringly, his little eyes twinkling in the shadows. When they left their hiding spot, Greebi took her hand. He led them through a derelict granary and a sheep pen and they escaped south, avoiding the road as they splashed across a cold stream.
			

			
				“We made it!” hissed Greebi. “We free! Now we go south. Go far from here. First, we rest. We rest good. Be friends again.”
			

			
				Greebi smacked and then squeezed the luscious roundness of Faylana’s bottom.
			

			
				“Oh, Greebi!” giggled Faylana as she felt the goblin’s hand on her shapely backside. “Is there somewhere we can hide out?”
			

			
				“Yes! This way!” He ran excitedly into the woods, to the tiny cabin of a woodcutter, now standing abandoned. Moss and creepers had almost completely engulfed the little cabin, rendering it nearly invisible. It was musty and damp inside it, but it kept out the worst of the cold night. 
			

			
				“We should keep going,” said Veera, looking into the cabin.
			

			
				“We rest here,” snarled Greebi. “You keep going if want. I rest now with Faylana. With beautiful wife.”
			

			
				“Wife?” Veera looked down at him and her lip curled in a sneer.
			

			
				“Yes! Soon! Greebi marry Faylana and make honest woman of her.” He took hold of Faylana’s hands and kissed them with his thin lips. “Don’t care if you have orc baby. Raise him up as Greebi Junior! After orc baby I give you lots of goblin pups! So many you lose track of names!”
			

			
				“Enjoy the fantasy,” chuckled Veera. “Faylana belongs to someone else. Isn’t that right, Faylana?”
			

			
				Veera teased her fingers down Faylana’s back and made the elf shudder. Faylana turned to Veera and saw the sinister sparkle in the young dressing maid’s dark eyes. She knew the word unspoken between them. Amonothus. 
			

			
				“N-no,” said Faylana, backing towards Greebi and into the cabin. “No, I can’t.”
			

			
				“Oh, don’t look so worried, Faylana,” chuckled Veera. “I suppose we’re safe enough here. I must commune with the goddess. I will leave you to get reacquainted with your little goblin and his… meager offering. Soon enough you will be in the arms of a better lover.”
			

			
				Veera seemed to melt into the darkness.
			

			
				 
			

			
				A Lover’s Reunion
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana fell to her knees in the mossy, musty cabin, wrapping her arms tightly around Greebi. “I’m so glad you found me, Greebi. I don’t know what’s happening to me.”
			

			
				“Shhhhhhh,” said Greebi, finally savoring Faylana’s scent as he nuzzled against the golden silk of her hair. He stroked her head and whispered, “You with Greebi now. I take care of you. What she mean about you being taken? You marry someone else?”
			

			
				Faylana hesitated to broach the subject of Veera’s dark goddess. 
			

			
				“No,” she said. “Not married. Although… I was engaged to Ser Godrick. Do you think he’s alright?”
			

			
				“No way!” said Greebi, shaking his head vehemently. “Human is dead. Caldric gone too?”
			

			
				“Yes, I’m not sure where he went,” said Faylana sadly. “I wish he was here.”
			

			
				“Me too,” admitted Greebi. “He stupid, but he strong. And me like it when he sees me with Faylana. Makes me feel… mmmm… important.”
			

			
				“You’re important to me,” said Faylana, gazing down into Greebi’s beady eyes. They huddled close together in the mossy shelter of the abandoned cabin. The wind stirred the trees and there was a chill in the night air. Faylana’s nipples were stiff and sensitive in her mud-spattered gown. Greebi could see the little pink buds by the faint light of the moon. His goblin cock stirred in his loincloth. 
			

			
				“Missed you so much, pretty elf,” said Greebi, hugging against her and burying his face in her cleavage. “Think about you every night with tribe. Gave up being chief. Not need chief. Want elf.”
			

			
				“You gave it up for me? Oh, Greebi!” Faylana was moved beyond words by Greebi’s sacrifice. She hugged him tightly, smothering his face in her soft breasts. She stroked his bald head and felt his warm breath against her cleavage. His little hands moving. Stroking her hips. One slipping inside her gown. She pulled back to look at him with an accusing look in her eyes, “Greebi! What are you doing?”
			

			
				“Keep warm!” said Greebi, pushing his under hand other her gown. “Clothes wet! Should take off and keep warm with Greebi!”
			

			
				“Oh, yes, I suppose you’re right,” said Faylana, shrugging off her damp robe and parting the laces of her gown. Her ample breasts seemed to glow in the moonlight. Her shapely body on full display as she knelt upon the moss and undressed. 
			

			
				Greebi could hardly believe that she had become more beautiful while they were apart. Though muddy and disheveled, she fairly glowed with her elven comeliness. The smitten goblin could not resist her.
			

			
				“Oh, Faylana! My love! My goddess!” 
			

			
				Their lips met and Faylana, in a moment of yearning, yielded to the little lovestruck goblin. The goblins tongue invaded her mouth, slender and curling against her own tongue. His small hands pressing and squeezing against her soft breasts. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, Greebi,” she said. “I thought I would never see you again. Ohh… mmmm… yes!”
			

			
				“Knew I would see elf again,” gasped Greebi between kisses. “Dream of her every night. Dream of being with Faylana again. Elf too beautiful!” 
			

			
				His eagerness bowled Faylana over and she sprawled on the moss as the excited goblin groped her breasts and began to kiss and lick them. He looked up from her cleavage as his long tongue curled against each of her nipples in turn. He crushed her tits against his face. He moaned and kissed and drooled upon them. He sucked at her nipples as his fingers rubbed at her panty-covered cunt. Her hips rocked as he pressed against the growing dampness of the fabric.
			

			
				“Shank miss you,” he said, rubbing one hand against the bulge in his loincloth. “No good fucking like with Faylana. No good sucking like elf. Greebi was very sad.”
			

			
				“Oh?” Faylana sat up, covering her breasts as Greebi pouted. “I’m sorry you were sad. I know, let me help you, Greebi. I’ll give you the good sucking like you like it.”
			

			
				Greebi fell back into the moss as Faylana crawled between his spindly legs. She stroked his thighs up to his fur-lined loincloth tented over his cock. She knew it well. Green and bumpy and waiting to be pleasured by her. She knew that it was small and yet somehow always hit her tight elf pussy just right and made her cum. Next to Straka, the little goblin was probably the best lover she’d ever had. 
			

			
				“Let me see now,” she said, untying his loincloth. “Oh, my, you’re so excited, Greebi. This won’t take long, will it?”
			

			
				“No!” agreed Greebi, cradling her head with one hand. “You suck shank and I give you big cum!”
			

			
				“Oh? A big one?” Faylana giggled as she opened the loincloth and took hold of his warty little green cock. She rubbed her thumb beneath his pinkish tip, which caused his oily precum to ooze out and down over her thumb. 
			

			
				“OOoooohhhh, yes! I held it for whole time! Greebi not give seed to any other girl!” He lifted his head from the moss and grinned as he watched her begin to pump her hand on hi small cock. “Greebi love Faylana! Me save Faylana!”
			

			
				“Oh, yes, you did,” she said. “My brave little goblin…”
			

			
				Faylana’s head descended as she pumped his little bumpy cock in her soft hand. She pressed a kiss to the tip, tasting the saltiness of his precum lingering on her lips. That familiar tangy taste of goblin pre made her crave more. She moaned softly, parting her lips and taking Greebi’s hard prick between them. She filled her mouth with his hardness, descending to his bollocks with a single bob and tonguing his cum-heavy stones.
			

			
				Greebi was in heaven. His toes curled and he stroked the back of Faylana’s head as she bathed his cock in her warm mouth. Her cheeks hollowing with suction. Her tongue working against his shaft and beneath his tip. Her enthusiasm grew with each bob of her head. She swirled her tongue against his tip and bobbed to his root and back again, massaging his cockhead against her throat with each downward stroke.
			

			
				“Sooo good,” moaned the goblin, thrusting into the warm suction of Faylana’s mouth. Marveling that the elf beauty was so eager to pleasure him. It was as if that long dream in the cave was happening all over again. He swore in that moment to never let Faylana slip away from him again.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” Faylana purred and lifted her lips from his cock. Her fingers continued to stroke his spit-wet shaft as she gazed up at him from between his legs. Her face was flushed and when she managed to speak she was breathless with desire. “I want to taste it, Greebi. I want to drink all your yummy goblin cum. Will you give it to me? Please?” She licked his throbbing cockhead and bobbed down on him twice before adding, “Pleaaaaase. I want to swallow all your cum.”
			

			
				Greebi was speechless. Reduced to whimpering and moaning. His building pleasure was so intense that he could not even thrust as Faylana slurped and nursed on his cock. His muscled tensed and his scrawny ass lifted off the mossy floor, Faylana seemingly trying to suck his whole body into her mouth.
			

			
				“Eeeeeeeeeee!” he wailed and grabbed Faylana’s silky hair in both hands, pressing down hard as he managed a single thrust between her lips. His balls actually slid into the warmth of her mouth. Faylana did not miss a beat. She sucked his little goblin cock and his wee goblin balls all at once. The pressure was intense on his sensitive bits and Greebi could not stand it. His tight bollocks twitched and pulsated. His cock throbbed.
			

			
				“MMMMMMM!” cried Faylana, brow knitting as she felt him about to cum.
			

			
				Hot goblin spunk flooded her mouth. She swallowed as each pump of Greebi’s little cock gushed out another thick stream of his seed. Bathing her tongue. Drenching her throat. She gulped again and again, moaning around him as she sucked out his load. He was still gasping and twitching as she slid her mouth from his cock and opened wide to show him she had swallowed every drop.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, Faylana, you best elf slut,” moaned Greebi, staring at her wide open mouth and pink tongue. 
			

			
				“And your cock is still hard, Greebi,” she said, leaning back down to give it a few quick licks. “Are you going to give it to me now that my belly is fully of your cum?”
			

			
				“Yes!” cried Greebi excitedly. “Yes! We mate now! Yes, Faylana, ohh mmmmmmppphh!”
			

			
				He pushed her back and kissed her as she went. Their tongues shared the salty remains of his flavor, but Greebi did not mind. He kissed her passionately. She was his dream. His goddess. And he was going to fuck her properly. Not like a brute like Straka or like a boring human, but like a goblin with his loving mate. He could already imagine filling her belly with his proud pups. Those fat elf tits nursing his many strong sons.
			

			
				It was this glorious fantasy that drove his body. He squirmed atop the elf, pressing between her legs and guiding his cock with movements of his hips until he felt the soft hair and slick folds of her cunt. 
			

			
				“MMmmmmmm!” he growled with pleasure against her lips and sunk the length of his cock into her yielding cunt. He began to move atop her with a furious urgency.
			

			
				Beneath Greebi, Faylana was in her own sort of heaven. All the confusion and fear of the last few hours and days were forgotten as the scrawny goblin began to rut into her tight cunt. His bumpy cock did not reach deep, but it rubbed exquisitely against her clit and massaged her inner walls. She drew Greebi against her breasts and wrapped her long legs around his slender body. Pulling him deeper. Crying out with mounting pleasure, “Fuck me, my sweet goblin! Mate with meeee!”
			

			
				His furious pounding and the rubbing of his bumpy cock drove Faylana over the edge. She howled with pleasure, her voice sounding in the quiet woods. At the peak of her pulsating ecstasy, she felt the hot rush of the goblin’s orgasm. The sudden warmth of his cum spreading into her. Filling her and overflowing her clutching cunt. She held him tightly, singing out, “Greeeeebiiiiiiii!”
			

			
				The goblin poured his seed into her fluttering cunt and then collapsed atop her breasts, kissing them and panting to catch his breath. Faylana giggled as aftershocks of her pleasure squeezed at his prick. She caressed his bald head and his long, pointed ears. 
			

			
				“Never leave me again, my sweet little goblin,” she murmured. “Promise me. Whatever happens, you will never leave me.”
			

			
				Her earnest need for Greebi surprised the goblin. Tears welled in his eyes. “Oh, yes, Faylana! Greebi with you forever! No matter what happens!”
			

			
				They kissed lovingly as his cock slipped from her creamy pussy. But as they kissed, a huge shadow appeared in the doorway of the cabin.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Party is Joined
			

			
				 
			

			
				Straka grunted at the sight of the goblin and the elf locked in a passionate embrace. He reached in and grabbed Greebi’s skinny neck in his huge hand, yanked him off Faylana’s trembling body, and tossed the goblin into the cold night. Greebi landing with a thump, the wind knocked from him as he struggled on the ground. Straka grabbed hold of Faylana and lifted her out of the cabin and into his arms.
			

			
				“Your cries of anguish brought me here,” rumbled the orc, stroking Faylana’s face. “I could hear you for miles. Hear him forcing himself upon you. Do not fear, my sweet elf. I will have that goblin tortured to death and put his head on a spear outside our bedchamber. I will serve you his heart for your supper.”
			

			
				“Put me down!” cried Faylana, beating her fists against Straka’s massive chest. “Put me dowwwn! Do not hurt Greebi!”
			

			
				“Is that his name?” chuckled Straka. “Bring him to me!”
			

			
				It was then that Faylana realized Straka was not alone, but accompanied by a ragtag warband of goblin commandos and human brigands. Humans and goblins alike were heavily armed, bloodied from fighting, and carrying trinkets looted from Boar’s Rock. They also all had a savage, hungry look in their eyes. Like each man and goblin was measuring up Faylana’s naked body and the pleasures he could take from her.
			

			
				One of Straka’s goblin commandos picked Greebi up under his arms and dragged him over to Straka. Greebi was bloodied and only half-conscious. Faylana cried out and fought to escape Straka’s arms and run to Greebi’s side, but Straka held her firmly against his muscular body. 
			

			
				“Drop him there,” growled Straka and the commando dropped Greebi at the feet of the massive orc.
			

			
				“Noooo,” moaned Faylana. “Please! Don’t hurt him!”
			

			
				“This?” laughed Straka, rolling Greebi over with a kick. “You cry for this thing? You are a silly woman, Faylana. But your sickness is the fault of these humans. That fat fool poisoned you with his decadence. That callow warrior you used to claim was your lover isn’t even here to protect you. I will take great pleasure in reminding you of the glory of my cock.”
			

			
				“Let… her… go!” rasped Greebi, trying to sit up. 
			

			
				“Greebi!” wailed Faylana.
			

			
				Straka laughed and stepped on Greebi’s scrawny chest. The goblin winced and blood trickled from the corner of his mouth. 
			

			
				The massive orc slid his jagged sword from its sheath. Aimed its’ tip at Greebi’s throat. The goblin stared in hatred and fear, clawing helplessly on Straka’s huge boot.
			

			
				“Say goodbye to this pitiful worm,” laughed Straka, raising the sword to strike.
			

			
				There was a flash of violet light and the shaft of a magical arrow seemed to sprout from Straka’s massive green chest. He looked down as if distracted by an insect that had landed on his body. The glowing arrow faded out of existence and left behind a bloody hole in the meat of Straka’s muscle. A moment later, a second arrow appeared not far from the first. Straka jerked back. His face contorted in rage. 
			

			
				He looked at Faylana as she held out her hand, tears streaming from her silver-blue eyes as she began to cast a third magical arrow spell. Straka roared with fury, knocking aside her arm and grabbing Faylana around her throat. 
			

			
				“You dare attack me, girl?” His huge hand tightened, threatening to choke her. 
			

			
				“D-don’t… don’t kill Greebi,” she pleaded, her eyes wide with fear and pain.
			

			
				“Boss!” cried one of the goblin commandos. “Boss! Something coming!” 
			

			
				Straka turned to the nearby treeline. Something big was indeed coming, crashing through the forest towards them, its outline silvery in the moonlight. The goblins and humans readied their weapons and turned to face it. Straka kept one hand on Faylana’s throat as he readied his sword. He stepped over Greebi’s whimpering body and dragged Faylana with him.
			

			
				Goblin arrows met the charging creature as it burst from the trees. The small arrows stuck harmlessly into the hide of the massive, luminous bull. Its eyes glowed with pale fire. It smashed into the nearest goblin, driving him into the ground and crushing him underfoot. Its charge took it through two more goblins and a human horseman who tried to stab it with his long lance. The weapon broke and the human was sent flying into the forest. 
			

			
				Faylana screamed and Straka roared with fury. The huge orc met the charging beast with a swing of his sword that cleaved its head from its shoulders. Straka expected a gory eruption of blood. Instead, the enormous bull crashed to the ground and exploded into a cloud of violet and silver embers that faded out of existence like cinders losing their heat. 
			

			
				The attack by the summoned monster was only a distraction. The real attack came from the opposite direction as Tavek, Andrei, Borto, Momo Unahara, and Cally charged into the clearing. Their opening attack evened the odds, but as the first goblins fell, the battle began in earnest as the goblins and their human allies began to fight back. 
			

			
				Cally took to battle like a fish to the sea. Her sword flashed and sliced, disarming humans and beheading goblins. Her eyes blazed with fury. Her long hair fanning out as she swung her blade back and forth, the strands limned in moonlight and a savage smile frozen on her beautiful face. 
			

			
				“Caldric!” cried Faylana, recognizing her lover even though he was now undeniably a woman. 
			

			
				“What foolishness is this?” laughed Straka, watching as Cally impaled one goblin and kicked another onto his back. “The pitiful cuck has become this woman? Only fitting. Perhaps I shall take you both as my wives! Come here, Caldric! Come and I will show you the true power of an orc!”
			

			
				Cally shook blood from her sword and bashed aside a man who tried to get in her way. Seeing Faylana so roughly handled by the orc filled Cally with indescribable rage. Though she could not remember the elf, she could sense a deep well of feelings for her. And a deep hatred for this orc. If what Tavek and the others had said was true, then in her former life she must have truly loved this woman and hated this orc. Those feelings were an immutable truth regardless of who she had become or who she might be again.
			

			
				“You are the orc called Straka?” Cally saluted with her sword. “Put down the elf you use as a shield for your cowardice and fight me properly. I would not want her to be hurt by my blade as I defeat you.”
			

			
				“Ha! Very well!” Straka tossed Faylana roughly aside, more interested in a good fight than almost anything else. “I’ve beaten you before, Caldric. Badly. Do you think a good pair of tits and a pretty face will save you now? Tonight I shall beat you and then perhaps I will let you appreciate the blessing I have given my elf. I will fill your womb with my orc seed!”
			

			
				“The only thing you will fill is your grave!” shouted Cally, flourishing her sword and advancing fearlessly on Straka. The orc was nearly three times her size and his sword looked as though it could cleave her entire body in half, yet she advanced confidently, with only a cavalry sword in her hand and determination as her armor.
			

			
				Straka laughed at the impudence of the gender-flipped fighter. After all, the orc had repeatedly bested Caldric when he was a man and women were far weaker than men. Straka grinned and bared his tusks. Not even those luscious tits bouncing in the human’s blouse could distract him from defeating and defiling her. He swung his sword one-handed, striking to end the fight with a single blow. 
			

			
				Cally’s blade crossed with the orc’s and there was a flash of sparks. It took both of Cally’s arms to equal the orc’s one-handed grip, but she managed to turn aside Straka’s blow. She stepped inside his reach and slashed her sword down his side. The orc howled in pain as blood poured from the wound. It wasn’t deep, but it was ugly. Straka lashed out with his free hand and caught Cally in the face, knocking her back and loosening a couple of her teeth.
			

			
				“Nice trick,” spit the orc. “Now I might have to kill you instead of fuck you.”
			

			
				He switched to a two-handed grip and Cally knew that he was taking her seriously. Her next attack was met with skill and force. The bloodied orc wasn’t taking chances. He drove her back with skillful parries and then plunged the point of his sword at Cally’s chest. She turned aside, though the edge of the sword caught her chest just above her breasts and opened a bloody gash. She felt the hot blood pouring into her blouse, causing it to cling to her heaving mounds. 
			

			
				“Give it up, Caldric,” laughed Straka. “Even without that useless dick, you can’t beat me. Now give up. Submit to my orc cock and I will savor you as my fucktoy.”
			

			
				Cally howled with anger. She battered through Straka’s guard and drove her sword into his stomach. The orc roared with anger, but he was not beaten. He knocked Cally’s hands away from her sword and brought his own blade to her throat. 
			

			
				“Now,” he snarled in her face. “Now we end this! Now you die and the elf will be mine, forever.”
			

			
				“Go to hell, Straka!” gasped Cally, kicking at the sword buried in Straka’s gut and trying to drive it deeper. 
			

			
				“No doubt, but you will be long gone by the time I burn,” said Straka. “Say goodbye to… hhnnnnnnn… to... hnnnnnNNNnnnn.”
			

			
				Straka looked down at the sword in his stomach as it worked side to side. Two small green hands grasped the grip of it. A battered goblin stood beneath the blade, pushing it deeper and working it back and forth inside Straka’s guts. 
			

			
				“You!” grunted Straka as blood poured out from his wound. The orc managed a gurgling laugh and then his eyes rolled back in his head. He collapsed to his knees and then, slowly, like a falling tree, he toppled onto his side. 
			

			
				Dead. It was over. 
			

			
				Together, Cally and Greebi had managed to kill Straka. The pair collapsed together beside the dead orc. Faylana hurried to embrace them both.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Elf, Goblin, and Man
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric’s eyes slowly opened. There was a blue sky above him and sounds of water nearby. The smell of campfire smoke was in the air.
			

			
				“He’s awake!” cried Faylana, rushing to Caldric and taking his hand. She kissed it repeatedly. “Oh, my love! My hero! You have returned to me! Do you remember what happened?”
			

			
				“N-no,” said Caldric. “I was in the castle, something about you and Ser Godrick… that was the last thing I remember. Where am I? Why is everyone here? What is Andrei Turros doing here?”
			

			
				Andrei turned aside from Caldric’s gaze. The young squire was red-faced and embarrassed for some reason. Borto laughed and danced with glee.
			

			
				“I told you that mixture of star grass and dried goat pizzle would work! You didn’t believe me! Especially you, Tavek! You said I was mad!” 
			

			
				“You are mad,” growled Tavek. 
			

			
				Caldric continued to slowly look around the camp as Faylana held his hand and kissed it repeatedly. He saw Momo Unahara kneeling beside the fire, her eyes blindfolded and her huge breasts bare and dripping with her holy milk. Sprawled in her lap, with a rather full belly, was a drowsy-looking goblin.
			

			
				“You!” rasped Caldric, sitting up on his elbows. “Greebi, by the gods, what are you doing here?”
			

			
				“Saving day,” said Greebi, smiling lazily and leaning up to suck from Momo’s left breast. He kept his eyes focused on Caldric as he drank. It was only then that Caldric noticed the numerous small injuries healing on the goblin’s body.
			

			
				“It’s true, my love,” said Faylana. “We have all agreed that Greebi can join us now. It is only fair after he saved me.”
			

			
				“He did?” asked Caldric, his face growing hot.
			

			
				“You both did,” said Faylana, caressing Caldric’s face. “You fought Straka and almost won, but Straka was going to kill you and Greebi…”
			

			
				“Save day,” said Greebi, popping his lips from Momo’s fat nipple. 
			

			
				“I don’t remember any of it,” said Caldric. 
			

			
				Borto started to blurt something out, but Tavek grabbed him and wrestled him away from Caldric. 
			

			
				“We’ll explain it eventually,” said Tavek. “It’s a long story.”
			

			
				“Where are we?” asked Caldric, looking around the forest. 
			

			
				“We are a day’s travel from Boar’s Rock,” said Faylana, helping Caldric to fully sit up. 
			

			
				The fighter winced as he felt a burning pain across his chest. He looked down to see a poultice pressed to a wound across his pectoral muscles. His arms hurt as if he’d been working at a forge and he had a strange feeling between his legs, like he’d been kicked there, but recovered.  
			

			
				“Ser Godrick,” said Caldric. “You were going to… I mean…”
			

			
				“A mistake,” said Faylana, looking down at her hands with shame. “I was a fool to love him. To love you any less.”
			

			
				“She was tricked,” said Tavek. “We all were fooled by the pig.”
			

			
				“But he’ll come for you,” said Caldric, trying to rise to his feet. “I know him. He won’t give up so easily.”
			

			
				“Word has come from Boar’s Rock,” said Tavek. “Godrick is dead. That treacherous scumbag Pel Gryphon rules the castle now and claims the land in the name of ‘The Free Knights of Boar’s Rock’. He has a bunch of turncoats and goblins living there. They sacked Bramsch too.”
			

			
				“Gods. None of it makes sense.” Caldric shook his head. “So what do we do now?”
			

			
				“Us? That’s not our fight, old friend,” said Tavek. “We are going back to Zeegendorf now for some much needed rest. Then we can think about our next move. Our next adventure.”
			

			
				Caldric looked over at Faylana. He noticed a softness to her he had not before. The slightest roundness beginning to grow in her belly. He remembered that Straka, though beaten at last, had gone to great lengths with Faylana to father a child. 
			

			
				Caldric knew he should have been angry at her and at the thought of an orc’s child growing in her belly, but he wasn’t. He was just glad to have her back. He put his arms around her and hugged her tightly. He didn’t even care that it hurt his bandaged chest.
			

			
				“Back to Zeegendorf then,” he said, stroking her silky hair as she nuzzled against his neck. “We can start over together.”
			

			
				“Yes, my love,” she said. “We will begin a new chapter.”
			

			
				“And I come to,” interjected Greebi, sitting up from Momo’s lap.
			

			
				Caldric frowned. He was about to shout something at the little goblin, but Faylana spoke first.
			

			
				“Yes, you are with us now, Greebi,” she said. “After all, you saved the day.”
			

			
				Greebi smiled contentedly and reclined on Momo’s lap, his head nestled between her enormous breasts and his arms draped across them. The little goblin and all the others were blissfully unaware of the dark eyes watching them from the shade of the nearby forest. 
			

			
				Veera Ismara smiled as she whispered a prayer to her dark goddess, “Amonothus, you shall yet have the elf as your vessel. The Festival of the Unhallowed approaches.”
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				Reclaimed Love
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric reclined against the fallen tree trunk, his head against the roll of one of the blankets that they had bought from a traveling merchant. The fire was low and the others had gone to sleep early. Tavek snored loudly, Andrei the squire curled beneath a blanket, Borto face down in his snowy beard, and Greebi clinging to the gently heaving bosom of the milk healer Momo Unahara. All of them tired from a long day of walking. 
			

			
				“I think it is done,” whispered Faylana, turning to him and cradling a steaming round of flat bread in a torn cloth. “It is not usually cooked on a stone and the shape is imperfect, but… here, my love. Elf bread, I think you humans call it. We call it Lilasut, or ‘fairy’s kiss.’”
			

			
				She placed the steaming bread in Caldric’s rough hands. It smelled wonderful. She watched him closely, her blue eyes wide and earnest. He took a bite, almost hot enough to burn his lips. Sweet. Fluffy. 
			

			
				“Delicious!” he exclaimed. It was no lie. It tasted somewhere between cake and bread, with a buttery richness though it was made with no butter at all, just a few squirts of Momo’s milk. He tore off a big piece and stuffed it into his mouth. He didn’t care that it was almost scalding his tongue and the roof of his mouth. He was famished and gulped down almost the entire small loaf before he realized he should give some to Faylana.
			

			
				“No, my love, it is all for you,” she said. “Elven wives bake them for their husbands on their first morning of marriage. It is traditional. Perhaps someday…”
			

			
				“Yes!” Caldric laughed. “Yes, someday you will.” 
			

			
				He greedily stuffed the last of it in his mouth and gulped it down. He took her hands and kissed them. She laughed as he pulled her into his arms. Brushed his lips to hers. Then, still tasting of the Lilasut, they kissed passionately, mouths opening, recent and past sins forgiven. Caldric’s strong hands explored the generous curves of Faylana’s body. Her soft breasts pressed against the male firmness of his muscular chest.
			

			
				“Do you remember,” she gasped. “Remember what it was like when you were…”
			

			
				“Someone else,” said Caldric, caressing and squeezing Faylana’s ass beneath the sheer nightgown she was still wearing. “Barely. There were certain moments I can recall. Some I would rather forget. But mostly I just remember the feeling of being that other person. That… Cally.”
			

			
				“What did it feel like?” asked Faylana, kissing his neck.
			

			
				“It felt good,” admitted Caldric. “She was strong. Bold. These are gifts from her I plan to keep!”
			

			
				Suddenly determined, her rolled Faylana into the soft grass beside the log and began kissing her lovely body. His hands found the laces of her gown and he pulled and freed the abundance of her soft breasts. His big hands could not quite engulf those lovely tits as he squeezed them against his face. He kissed down between them, pressing his face into her pillowy chest, and then over to her left nipple and then her right. He tasted her mounds with his tongue. He sucked the tantalizing buds of her nipples.
			

			
				Faylana crooned with guiltless pleasure. There was no more fear or anguish to this. She was free to love the man in her arms. The man she had always known she loved. They kissed again, tongue-to-tongue, hot and moaning to one another in a wordless, vibrating language of lust. Their desire molten. 
			

			
				Caldric moved atop her and yanked open his trousers. Faylana gasped and arched beneath him as he ran his hardness over the heat of her cunt. He stroked her with his cock, rubbing up and down her slick folds and grinding his shaft against her clit as they kissed. She moaned against Caldric’s mouth. Her fingers clung to his shoulders and her thighs spread wide open for him. 
			

			
				“Gods, you’re beautiful,” he whispered against her lips as he reached between their pressing bodies to grab his cock in one hand. “Never leave me. Promise me.”
			

			
				“Never,” she agreed, lacing her arms around his neck and drawing him in for an even deeper kiss. 
			

			
				Their lips pressed into a breathless, sloppy kiss and Caldric thrust into her, hilting his cock in her elven cove in a single stroke. He pressed against the soft back wall of her cunt. He noticed a slight difference in her, a slackening of her tightness, however slight. She had been well-loved. Her cunt stretched by other lovers. 
			

			
				The thought excited Caldric. He took her forcefully, kissing her and growling against her lips. He pounded his cock into her yielding cove, her slickness oiling his shaft and his heavy stones beating a steady rhythm against the indentation of her anus. Her juices squeezed out around his cock. Her inner walls fluttered and squeezed against him, making him forget all about his earlier thoughts of looseness.
			

			
				“Did they fuck you well, my love?” he rasped against her lips.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, Caldric!” cried Faylana, fluttering around his thrusting cock. “Some. Some did. But I wanted you.”
			

			
				“Their cocks,” he groaned, pounding deep into her. “Plumbing your depths. Stretching your tight elf cunt. How many? Who were they?”
			

			
				“Oh, must I speak of this now?” moaned Faylana, squeezing her legs around Caldric. 
			

			
				He adjusted his thrusting and pushed her legs back, her knees bent. He knelt atop her, driving deep with each stroke and making those soft elf tits bounce. He smiled in the firelight. He pictured her rutting with fat Ser Godrick. Hammered by mighty Straka. Her face contorted with ecstasy as even that sniveling little goblin had his way with her.
			

			
				“They filled you,” panted Caldric, growing closer to his release. “They filled you with their cum.”
			

			
				“Yesssss!” cried Faylana. “Their seed poured into me. My love, is this what you wish to hear? They drenched my womb in their cum! And I relished it! I loved it as surely as I love you now!”
			

			
				Caldric kissed her again. Savagely this time. Pressing her feet back nearly to her pointed ears. He hammered his cock into her as his pleasure built. The greater his need to cum, the more debased his fantasies.
			

			
				“They filled your holes,” he gasped against her lips. “They plundered your cunt. Your ass. You sucked their cocks!”
			

			
				“Yes, my love,” cried Faylana, tensing beneath him. “All that and more! Again and again and… mmmmm… and… aaaaHHHHH! Cumming! Oh, Caldric, my dirty used pussy is cumming for you!”
			

			
				“Yesss!” roared Caldric, silencing himself with a brutal kiss and a deep thrust of his tongue into her sweet mouth. Her pussy squeezed him with the pulsating rhythm of her orgasm. He imagined that silken cunt nursing an orc cock and a goblin cock. Draining her lovers. Sucking out his seed as it began to spurt from his cock. He cried out into the kiss, into her mouth, as he pumped his hot load into her pussy. As he, at last, reclaimed her from all those other men.
			

			
				His tension drained from his pumping cock and, spent, he collapsed beside Faylana on the grass. The fire warmed his bare backside. His cock began to wilt. He looked at Faylana’s creamy cunt. Her legs shamelessly spread. Her face flushed and big tits heaving with her panting breaths. She looked at him with lidded eyes and beckoned him closer. 
			

			
				Caldric, with only a whimper of hesitation, began to lick clean the mess he had made between her thighs. When he was done, he lifted his face from between Faylana’s creamy thighs and planted a kiss upon her lips. They shared that taste between them, slow and wet, moaning together. Still naked, they drew the blanket over their bodies.
			

			
				Across the embers of the fire, a pair of eyes watched them from the pillows of Momo’s enormous breasts. Greebi’s red eyes could see clearly in the night and he watched as Caldric nuzzled against Faylana and held her tightly. The little goblin felt a sharp pang of jealousy. Greebi had learned to tolerate the human, though he preferred Caldric as Cally. Whichever person he had become, Greebi would not let Caldric stand in the way of his beloved.
			

			
				Someday soon, Faylana would see the truth of her human lover. Then she would be ready to become Greebi’s blushing bride.
			

			
				 
			

			
				A Welcoming Detour
			

			
				 
			

			
				“It was that barmaid back in Ostorek,” said Tavek, trudging along the dirt road. “Remember her? The one with the…” He made a gesture on his own chest to describe the shape of voluminous breasts. “She was the one, I think.”
			

			
				“Her?” chuckled Caldric as he walked along beside his dwarf friend. “With the big nose?”
			

			
				“Aye, but she had other, much bigger protrusions, my friend,” said Tavek with a wink.
			

			
				“What was her name? Dora? Cora?”
			

			
				“Malora,” said Tavek, scratching under his beard. “Ass like a pan of bread and just as delicious! Two thighs like tree trunks. Oh, lad, I thought they’d squeeze the life from me and I would have happily perished.”
			

			
				“What happened with her?” asked Caldric. “I can barely remember I was so drunk that weekend.”
			

			
				“Happily married.” Tavek clucked with disappointment. “Not happily enough to keep her out of my bed, mind you. Just enough that she never would’ve run off with me. She wanted to be an innkeeper’s wife. Adventure wasn’t for her.”
			

			
				“Isn’t for me either,” groused Borto, trailing the group as they walked down the road. “I could do with a rest.”
			

			
				“You say all the time,” snapped Greebi.
			

			
				“I’m always in need of a rest. That is the life for me. Resting. Preferably in my bed, but I will take an overstuffed chair or perhaps a nice long sofa if I am forced to settle. What I really need is a horse.” Borto gazed longingly in the direction of the tall, voluptuous milk healer walking just ahead of him. “If I could get that nurse to carry me on her shoulders, or perhaps cradle me like a tot in her arms, well, that would solve all my problems. I could have a nice drink too, if you haven’t sucked her dry, you greedy goblin.”
			

			
				“Not drink all,” said Greebi, admiring the healer’s generous hips as they swayed back and forth with each of her steps.
			

			
				“We’re not stopping until we find a proper tavern,” shouted Tavek from the front of the group. “That requires a proper town.”
			

			
				“What about Derring?” asked Faylana.
			

			
				“Hmmmm? Where is Derring?” asked Caldric, glancing back at Faylana.
			

			
				Andrei Turros, walking beside Faylana, pointed to the signpost at a crossroads far ahead. “Up there. Derring, two leagues down that road.”
			

			
				Tavek squinted and muttered, “I think I need spectacles. I can’t make that out.”
			

			
				“It’s ten or twelve leagues to Zeegendorf,” said Caldric. “If we stay on this road we’ll reach it well before nightfall. We can have all the beer and rest we want back in the city. Going to Derring will take us out of our way.”
			

			
				“Unhallowed Festival,” said Borto, hastening to the front of the group and pushing aside Tavek. “Every year at just this time. They celebrate the most unhallowed day of the year, when specters and nightmares are said to come to life. Why, Derring has one of the best Unhallowed Festivals in all the Lesser Kingdoms!”
			

			
				“Nightmares come to life? It sounds terrifying, Borto!” Faylana’s eyes widened with fear.
			

			
				“It’s mostly for children,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Oh, it’s wonderful!” laughed Borto. “It’s only a holiday, my dear. A chance for everyone to put on costumes and dance in the streets. They have special hot pies, cider, little carved toys, and the women wear their finest low cut Unhallowed Day gowns. Trust me, you don’t want to miss it.”
			

			
				“Hmmm, maybe a bit of fun would do us all well,” said Tavek.
			

			
				Caldric looked askance at his old friend and grumbled, “I thought you wanted to get back to Zeegendorf so we could put all this behind us?”
			

			
				“I do, lad,” said Tavek. “But a bit of fun. Some fine gowns. Lots of cider and hot pies. These are persuasive arguments to a footsore dwarf.”
			

			
				“I would not oppose a rest,” said Momo softly.
			

			
				“What about you, Greebi?” asked Caldric.
			

			
				“Not like goblins very much in towns like this,” said Greebi. “Don’t want to get put in cage.”
			

			
				“Not to worry!” said Borto. “I could fix you up with an illusion spell or… come to think of it, with the festival on, you wouldn’t even need an illusion! We’ll just tell everyone you’re our son dressed in a goblin mask for Unhallowed Day.”
			

			
				“Whose son?” asked Caldric.
			

			
				Borto dropped back and put one arm around Faylana’s waist. “Why me and the elf, of course. Short like me and pointed ears like her.”
			

			
				Faylana giggled and did not seem to mind that Borto’s hand strayed to her shapely backside. Caldric did not fail to notice. He saw Borto squeezing Faylana’s lovely rear and his cock twitched in his pants. He imagined Borto rutting into Faylana from behind, perhaps with the help of a stepping stool. It made his face heat up and stiffened his cock in his trousers. Caldric relented.
			

			
				“I’m outnumbered. We’ll go to the damned festival.”
			

			
				Cheers went up from everyone else apart from Greebi, who sulked at the back of the line. The goblin frowned. He was unhappy with being assigned the role of a human child in a mask. He also didn’t much care for the thought of that old wizard having his way with Faylana and groping her bottom. That was Greebi’s job!
			

			
				The mood lightened as the group took the turn at the crossroads and headed for Derring. A pair of dark eyes watched from the shadows of the nearby woods. Soft lips formed into a smile. A pale, heart-shaped face appeared above an impressive bust straining the limits of a dressing maid’s uniform.
			

			
				“Soon, she will be yours, my goddess,” whispered Veera Ismara. She stroked the case of the disara. The magical, shape-shifting dildo within the wooden box seemed to stir against its velvet cushion. “Let them have their fun in Derring. I will be there to pluck the fruit of their folly.”
			

			
				As the group set off for Derring, the orange, yellow, and brown colors of the fall trees heightened their anticipation of a holiday atmosphere. They approached the outskirts of Derring and saw their first gourds carved into unhallowed lanterns. Leering, ghoulish faces decorated the plumpkins. A mural of ghostly townsfolk was painted on the side of a barn just outside the village and a nearby sign read, “Travelers welcome in Derring!”
			

			
				Derring was lovely. A small village with cobbled roads, a central fountain, and even gaslights throughout the small main square. There were a few dozen houses, a handful of shops, and a rather fine-looking tavern and inn called The Gregarious Goat. Practically every house and shop sported some sort of decorations. There were more unhallowed lanterns carved from gourds, soap paintings on windows, strings of paper ghosts, and full-moon posters.
			

			
				It struck Caldric as ironic that a festival devoted to an unholy day could appear so wholesome and welcoming. A few townsfolk were out and about. They looked at Caldric and his companions with interest, but not suspicion. One plump woman and her three children even stood and waved. One of the kids pointed excitedly at Greebi. The goblin hooked his fingers into the corners of his mouth, widening his smile as he stuck his tongue out at them. The children squealed with delight.
			

			
				“Perhaps you were right about this place, Borto,” admitted Caldric. “I’ve never seen anyone that happy to see a goblin before.”
			

			
				“See!” Borto gave Faylana’s bottom another squeeze and waggled his bushy eyebrows. “And the fun is just beginning! Let’s go and have a drink and rest our weary hooves!”
			

			
				In addition to a few shops, which seemed to be closed for the holiday, Derring boasted a single tavern and inn called the Snoring Giant. Its leaded windows glowed with lantern light. Warmth and conversation emerged when Tavek opened the door. It was packed with people celebrating the holiday and still early in the day.
			

			
				“I’ll find us some rooms,” said Caldric, who wanted to ensure he could be alone with Faylana. “You find us some drinks.”
			

			
				“Aye, will be sorted,” said Tavek, straying towards the bar. Caldric took Faylana’s elbow and walked her towards the clerk’s desk for the inn. However, he was quickly disappointed as there was a sign on the desk that said, “No Vacancy.” 
			

			
				“Damn,” said Caldric, glancing over at the lovely elf by his side. “I had hoped to share a proper bed with you tonight.”
			

			
				“Oh, but Caldric,” she pressed against him, batting her lashed. “We don’t need a bed to be comfortable.”
			

			
				She stroked his cheek. He smiled as her hand fell slowly down his muscular chest, his abdomen, and to the bulge in his trousers. Pressing and teasing him. It felt like she was about to reach her hand into his pants when he heard Tavek clearing his throat behind them.
			

			
				“Ahem,” said the dwarf, holding out two clay mugs of mulled wine. “Local specialty. No luck with the room?”
			

			
				“How’d you know?” asked Caldric, adjusting his suddenly very tight trousers.
			

			
				“Sven, the barkeep, said they’re out of rooms. Too many people from surrounding towns here for the festival. But no worries, your friend Tavek has a solution.” The dwarf gulped from a frothy mug of something other than mulled wine. “There’s a nice old widow who owns a house on the edge of town. Lady Ashendale. She puts up travelers when the inn is overcrowded. After a few drinks, I’ll head over an have a chat with her.”
			

			
				“Just a few drinks,” said Caldric. “Don’t want you staggering over there drunk and scaring the old bird.”
			

			
				“Oh, no worries,” laughed Tavek. “Unlike you, I can handle my drink.” He patted Caldric in his midsection hard enough that Caldric flinched. “Come on. Relax. Have some fun. There’s dancing girls. And a fair hunk or two for you to ogle, Faylana.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Feast of Fiends
			

			
				 
			

			
				There were dancing girls. Lovely Derring beauties with plump hips and heaving breasts in frilly-necked dresses, laughing and dancing by the fire. And there were men for Faylana to eye as she sipped her mulled wine. 
			

			
				Early in the evening, one of the shopkeepers introduced himself and agreed to unlock his store so that the group could duck in to buy some things. Caldric spent some of the only gold in his pocket on a fine, frilly-necked dress in the style of the girls dancing at the tavern. Faylana adored its low neck and corseted bodice that emphasized her bust. When they returned to the festivities at the tavern, it felt like Faylana had the eye of every man in the place.
			

			
				Drinking, dancing, and carousing helped Caldric and the others forget the worst of the last few weeks. Caldric always kept his arm around Faylana, as if she might drift away into the revelers. But he also enjoyed the attention she was getting. Faylana’s eye also seemed drawn to one man in particular. 
			

			
				Sven, the bearded bartender, was fit and handsome in the way of a farmer or woodcutter. He towered over most everyone and had broad shoulders and a huge chest. More than once, he lifted a fine young woman up onto the bar and kissed her cheek. All of the women adored him in Derring. He was surely the town cocksman. Caldric watched Faylana’s cheeks color as she admired Sven. His thoughts turned to foolish pleasures, straying desires, and another drink to warm his belly.
			

			
				Tavek, Borto, Momo, and Greebi set off to secure them a room for the night. That gave Caldric enough time alone with Faylana to be foolish. He craved the feeling of seeing Faylana enjoying the company of another. The mulled wine had eroded his common sense and her resistance. He wanted to see her in the arms of that strapping bartender. He whispered as much in her long, pointed ear.
			

			
				“Are you certain?” asked Faylana, her eyes widening. “Such a thing has led us to trouble in the past Caldric. We’ve only just found each other again.”
			

			
				“We are only passing through this village. Odds are good we will never see this man after tomorrow. Tonight, we are here and he is here. What better time to indulge your desires?” He took her hands. Brought them to his face and kissed her fingers. “Besides, my love, this is my idea. I saw how you watched him earlier. How you wished you were one of those pretty girls he was lifting onto his bar. Tell me you do not desire this and I will not bring it up again.”
			

			
				Faylana’s cheeks colored pink. She lowered her gaze and smiled. 
			

			
				“I would like it,” she admitted. “Perhaps too much, my love. Sven is very handsome. He reminds me of a woodsman I once knew. We had a brief affair in the Golden Wood, only a childish infatuation of my early forties, but I have fond memories of it.”
			

			
				Faylana lifted her gaze and watched Sven helping some of the children bob for apples. He picked one girl up on his wide shoulders and laughed as another asked to be picked up. He let them take turns and carried them under his arms like cordwood as they giggled and kicked. Through the smoke, the smell of spiced cider, and the warmth of the crowd, Caldric watched the lust awaken fully within his beloved Faylana. She smiled and made eye contact with Sven. The big innkeeper set down the children and waved to Faylana. 
			

			
				She glanced over at Caldric.
			

			
				“No,” she said. “Not him, my love. Perhaps we should forget this whole idea.”
			

			
				But Caldric had seen her desire. Her nipples stiff against her new blouse. The way her breasts heaved with her excitement. This was what he craved. That thrill of knowing she desired another man, but the knowledge she would return to him when it was done. He took a firm hold of her wrist.
			

			
				“Please, my dear,” he said. “I will find you someone else. Someone safer. Someone…”
			

			
				His gaze searched the room. Old men. Fat ones. Almost all of them with a woman by their side. A scruffy young man who seemed right, but then Caldric saw he was with a spotty-faced girl his age. He was about to give up on the whole idea when he saw a familiar young man sitting by himself.
			

			
				“Oh, Caldric, please,” said Faylana. “You could have me yourself tonight. We can find a cozy spot and a little privacy and—”
			

			
				“What about him?” asked Caldric, nudging her with his elbow and pointing to the young man seated by himself.
			

			
				Andrei Turros sat alone among the festival goers. The young squire was nursing his cup of cider and looking a bit worse for wear after the escape from Boar’s Rock. His sandy blond hair was looking a bit disheveled, his clothing in need of a change, and his eyes tired. Despite this weariness, he seemed to be enjoying the festival going on around him. He smiled as costumed dancers and laughing children passed by where he was sitting.  
			

			
				Caldric watched Faylana’s reaction to his suggestion. He knew she had an attraction to Andrei. That he suffered from premature eruptions. Faylana had taken it upon herself to train Andrei before falling under the sway of Ser Godrick. Caldric had even encouraged such training before. Why not continue her lessons? 
			

			
				“He does have so much to learn,” whispered Faylana, touching her fingers to her lips. 
			

			
				“Go to him then,” said Caldric. “The squire is harmless. He will not come between us. Enjoy him and educate him in your elven pleasures.”
			

			
				“Mmmm, very well, Caldric,” said Faylana, unable to hide her excitement. “But you must promise you will not be angry with me afterwards.”
			

			
				“I promise,” said Caldric. “Go to him. Find a place for the two of you. I will follow and watch.”
			

			
				“Oh!” This seemed to delight Faylana. She hugged and kissed Caldric. She pressed her soft breasts against his muscular chest and he caressed her hips. “My love, you are so generous to me. I promise, I will not disappoint you, my brave Caldric.”
			

			
				“I know you won’t,” he said, giving her plush bottom a two-handed squeeze.
			

			
				She backed away from him, sliding from his grasp and backing into the crowd packing into the tavern. She turned in a flash of her golden hair and began to make her way through the festivalgoers and across the tavern. Caldric watched with excitement as she approached Andrei. The change that came over the young squire was remarkable. He put aside his drink. He fidgeted and blushed. Faylana took his hands and whispered in his ear. Andrei’s eyes widened with innocent surprise. He glanced in Caldric’s direction and smiled nervously.
			

			
				Caldric smiled back. He had his own strange recent history with Andrei Turros. Caldric had no memory of the time he had spent as Cally, but he had impressions of memories. Feelings associated with memories. As if his brain could not recall, but the rest of his body remembered. Cally had been with Andrei Turros. The thought made Caldric’s cock stiffen a little without explanation. He found that the idea of Faylana and Andrei together now sent a particularly hot thrill through Caldric’s body.
			

			
				Faylana pressed closer to Andrei. Her breasts squeezing against his slender chest. Her hand stroking his bicep. Her lips very close to his. Andrei stole one last glance in Caldric’s direction and then Faylana pulled his attention to her with her lips. Pressing to his cheek. Then his lips. Andrei tensed. Relaxed. He began to kiss Faylana in reply. His hand moved to her hip. 
			

			
				Yes, thought Caldric. Taste her elven charms. Taste her soft lips and delicate tongue. Feel the curve of my beloved Faylana’s hip in your hand. 
			

			
				Faylana pulled back from Andrei. Her cheeks colored and her eyes heavy with desire. She smiled sweetly as she took the young squire’s hand and began to lead him through the crowded tavern. Caldric waited where he was. He finished his cider and set the mug aside. His cock throbbed in his trousers and his heart hammered with the strange, panicky rush he got every time he knew Faylana was about to be with another man.
			

			
				Caldric pushed his way through the crowd, moving to the side door of the tavern where he had last seen Faylana and Andrei. There was no sign of them, so he went out through the door and into a dark and narrow passage between the Gregarious Goat and its adjoining stable. Children were laughing in the nearby square and Caldric could make out colored lanterns being carried past. 
			

			
				Had they gone that way? A soft moan reached his ears from the stable. Caldric smiled. Faylana had taken the young squire into the hayloft to have her way with him. Perfect. 
			

			
				He slipped into the stable and followed the soft moans of Andrei Turros. Although it was a bit hard to hear them over the festivities outside and the snorting and stamping of the horses in the stable, the noise was coming from the hayloft. Moaning. Giggling. There was a ladder to the loft and Caldric took it slowly, mindful that his boots did not thump too loudly on each rung. His head reached the top and he froze as he saw what was happening in the loft.
			

			
				Andrei Turros was on his back, naked but for his socks, his legs spread wide apart as Faylana massaged his hairless bollocks with one hand and his stiff pink cock with the other. She smiled as she leaned over him, her blouse open and her breasts dangling free, nearly touching the head of his cock.
			

			
				“Hold out as long as you can, Andrei,” she whispered, fingers gently kneading his tightening balls. “Show me how much your stamina has improved. If you hold out ten seconds more, I shall let you take my silky elf cunt.”
			

			
				“Not… sure… I can,” gasped Andrei, his brow furrowed and has expression tortured. Faylana’s fingers glided mercilessly up and down Andrei’s reddening cock. Pre glistened at his tip and she quickly spread this oily nectar over his cockhead and down his shaft.
			

			
				“Nine. Eight. Seven. You’re doing so well, Andrei.” She cooed, pumping her hand up and down on his cock. “Let me just rub my thumb here, right under the tip. I know how you boys like that so much. Does it feel nice?”
			

			
				“Y-yes, Faylana,” he gasped, his face contorted as he thrust his cock through her fingers. “K-keep counting, please!”
			

			
				“Oh, my, yes! Six. Five. Are you almost there, Andrei?”
			

			
				“Fuuuuu… not yet. Not yet. Please! Keep counting!” His eyes were wild with need. His cock so red it had almost turned purple. 
			

			
				“Four. Three. Twooooooo…” Faylana drew out the penultimate number to a ridiculous degree. Andrei’s hands clawed at the hay around him. Faylana’s blue eyes sparkled with delight as he fought back the impossible tide of his pleasure. “One!” 
			

			
				The moment the number had escaped her lips, Andrei Turros let out a hoarse cry of pleasure and exploded in her grasp. Every muscle in his body tensed. Thick, glistening ropes of his spunk launched from his pulsating cock. Splashing into Faylana’s overhanging cleavage. She giggled with delight as that warm eruption painted her bosoms. Spurting deep between them and flowing in warm rivulets down her dangling mounds. She squeezed and stroked and pumped his cock with her deft hand, prolonging his pleasure and wringing out every milky drop. 
			

			
				“Oh, Andrei, what a good boy,” she laughed, a smile curling her lips. “You know what your reward will be, don’t you? Oh, my sweet squire, at last you shall know the taste of true pleasure.”
			

			
				A handkerchief hardly seemed adequate to the task of cleaning the mess Andrei’s cum had made of Faylana. She sat back on her heels, kneeling between the legs of the grinning young squire as she mopped at her breasts and tried to clean away the musky ooze. She glanced over at the ladder and met Caldric’s rapt gaze. He was watching. Smiling. She looked him in the eye as she reached down to Andrei’s cock and scooped up some of his cum. She licked that dangling glob from her fingers. Sucking it and moaning as she looked in Caldric’s direction. 
			

			
				Her performance had stiffened his cock to almost painful erection. He opened his trousers and took his dripping cock in hand as he watched his beloved Faylana lean over and begin licking up the cum at the base of Andrei’s cock. She moaned rapturously as she tongued the nectar of his loins. Kissed his shriveled cock. Engulfed it in her mouth and began to swirl her tongue around it and coax it back to life. 
			

			
				“Yessss, suck him,” whispered Caldric, wrapping his hand around his cock and working it through the rungs of the ladder. As Andrei stiffened, Faylana began to bob her lips on him. Caldric timed the stroke of his hand upon his cock to match Faylana’s up and down motion.
			

			
				She did, lavishing attention on his cock with her sucking elf mouth. Her golden hair spilling over her shoulders and tickling against Andrei’s thighs as her lips slid up and down his straining cock.
			

			
				“Oh, gods, it feels so good,” whimpered Andrei, his head tossing in the hay. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” replied Faylana, her cheeks hollowing slightly. Her saliva spilling down his shaft. Her eyes lidded as she gazed up at him and nursed on his prick. She seemed content to finish him again with just her mouth. 
			

			
				Andrei wasn’t having it. He sat up as she continued to bob her lips on his cock. He urged her up from his lap with his hands caressing her cheeks. When that didn’t work, he pulled on her shoulders, moaning as she sucked harder until the last moment, when her lips were pulled free of his cock with an audible popping sound.
			

			
				“Is something the matter, Andrei?” she asked, looking at him with confusion. “Didn’t that feel—MMMMppphhhh!”
			

			
				He interrupted her with a kiss on the lips. Aggressive. Forceful. Tongue thrusting into her mouth without care for any lingering taste of his own nectar. His hands guided Faylana onto her back and then moved down to engulf her soft breasts. He squeezed and fondled those luscious mounds as he kissed her passionately. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, Andrei,” she gasped. “You’re so forceful!”
			

			
				“I can’t stand it, Faylana,” he gasped, a smile on his face. “I must have you!”
			

			
				“Ohhhh, yes, Andrei,” she cried, arching beneath him and parting her thighs. “You shall! You have earned it at long last!”
			

			
				He thrust himself against her, so eager that his lust had almost overtaken his mind. But she was still wearing her trousers even as Andrei’s stiff cock rubbed against her mound. He realized as much and fumbled for the buttons of her trousers. 
			

			
				He was mad with need as he tried. Kissing her. His tongue invading her mouth with wild abandon as both of his hands struggled to bring down her trousers. She lifted her hips and he finally managed to slide the pants from her hips. His fingers caught the waist of her panties and drew those down as well, baring the gold-thatched blush of her cunt. 
			

			
				“Faylana, you are so beautiful,” whispered Andrei. “Like an elven goddess fallen to earth. It’s no wonder that you can’t contain your desires.”
			

			
				“Oh, but I can,” she said. “Caldric gave me permission!”
			

			
				“Huh? He did?” Andrei’s eyes widened. “So this is alright with him? He knows that I am going to, I mean to say, that we are going to—”
			

			
				“Mmmmm, yes, silly,” said Faylana, stealing a glance in Caldric’s direction. “I think the idea of me being with another man, if he likes that other man, is very exciting to him. He wants me to be satisfied.”
			

			
				“And he can’t satisfy you?” asked Andrei, taking his cock in his hand and rubbing its length against Faylana’s slick cunt. 
			

			
				“Not always,” whispered Faylana, her gaze flicking back to Caldric on the ladder. “Sometimes not at all. Perhaps I crave the exuberance of a young man. Or the power of a bigger man. Perhaps I want a man who is sweet and gentle or one who is rough and dominating me like I am his slave.”
			

			
				Faylana’s words filled Caldric with hot, shameful pleasure. To hear her so brazenly speak of her infidelities even after they had reunited excited his lust nearly to bursting. He could never fully tame her, but if he could direct her momentary desires at harmless young men like Andrei Turros, then he could still have her all to himself.
			

			
				“Is… is that what… you want me to treat you like a slave?” asked Andrei.
			

			
				“No, silly,” giggled Faylana. “I want you to make love to me, Andrei. Sweetly. Exuberantly. I want you to make love to me and don’t stop until we are both satisfied.”
			

			
				“I will endeavor to, um, I mean, I will do my best,” he said, grinning as he knelt between her creamy thighs. She caressed his chest, then let her hands drop to her thighs, spreading her legs very wide so that Andrei could see everything. 
			

			
				Caldric could imagine what the lad was feeling. Overwhelmed by Faylana’s ample elven beauty. So eager to have her that his cock was almost bursting. Caldric still remembered his first time making love with Faylana. He knew from that moment that he could never be happy without the elf. Caldric almost felt that sensation again as he watched Andrei prepare to make love to Faylana. The handsome young squire took his cock in his hand and guided it to the gold-thatched folds of Faylana’s cunt.
			

			
				“Yesssss,” gasped Faylana. “Oh, Andrei, you have such a handsome cock. Fill me with it, my sweet boy. Claim me for yourself, if only for the moment.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhhh!” he thrust forward, his voice seeming to deepen and mature as he hilted inside Faylana’s slick cove. Pressing atop her. Grinning as they shared that most intimate sensation of joining their bodies together. 
			

			
				Caldric watched from the edge of the hayloft. By the russet light of the setting sun and the festival lanterns glowing in the streets. Andrei moved atop her with confidence belying his youth. Thrusting deep each time. Sending Faylana’s plush tits bouncing and splashing against her ribcage. Making her lovely lips form into an oval of wordless pleasure. Gasping with each stroke. Her body moved in luscious, subtle ways to the rhythm of the young man’s thrusts.
			

			
				“It’s so much… so much better than I dreamed,” he gasped. “Even better than… with…”
			

			
				Andrei laughed. Caldric’s cock twitched. He knew exactly what Andrei could not speak. That Andrei had lost his virginity to Cally, the woman Caldric had become because of that damned handmaid’s trickery. Though Caldric remembered nothing of that time, his body recalled certain impossible sensations. The thought filled Caldric with shame as surely as it struck Andrei, but both men also shared a strange connection because of that treachery. Caldric hoped Veera had been caught by goblins and dragged back to Boar’s Rock. She deserved nothing less.
			

			
				“I can’t last long,” moaned Andrei, kissing Faylana and stretching his body atop hers. 
			

			
				Faylana held his moving hip with one hand and stroked his cheek with the other. She looked up into his eyes. Spoke to him between kisses. 
			

			
				“Almost there,” she gasped. “Cum with me, Andrei. Cum when I cum. You can do that for me, can’t you?”
			

			
				“Yes,” he said, grinning. Kissing her. Their tongues meeting in a passionate lock of lips. His body thrusting atop her with the force and intensity of a young man on the brink. Her shapely thighs closed against him. Her feet slightly raised and bouncing with each stroke. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh! Andrei!” cried Faylana, her words against the squire’s lips.
			

			
				Caldric could stand no more. He yanked open the buttons of his trousers and filled his hand with the throbbing length of his cock. He stroked it between rungs of the ladder. Pumping his pre-slicked shaft in rhythm to the squire’s movements atop Faylana. Their motions intensified and so did Caldric’s hand. 
			

			
				“So close,” groaned Andrei. 
			

			
				“Not yet,” gasped Faylana. “I can feel your need. But hold back… a bit longer.”
			

			
				“Your face… is too beautiful,” cried Andrei. 
			

			
				“Then you will not see it,” she said, pushing him away. 
			

			
				Caldric furrowed his brow, wondering what Faylana was doing. Andrei seemed to wonder the same, red cock in hand, perhaps even thinking he had done something wrong. Faylana turned over, her breasts pressed into the straw and her plush bottom raised. She reached back, brushing loose straw from her cheeks, and looked back over her shoulder at Andrei. 
			

			
				“Well, come on then,” she said. Adding sharply, “Back to it, squire!” 
			

			
				“Y-yes, miss!” said Andrei, grinning as he moved behind Faylana. Holding her bottom with one hand and using the other to feed his twitching cock back between her blushing netherlips. He groaned as he hilted inside her. Faylana rocked forward from the stroke, looking to the side, smiling as she locked eyes with Caldric.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” she said, staring at Caldric, but pushing back against Andrei. “Fuck me and don’t stop until we both cum.”
			

			
				Andrei’s hips slapped against her, driving her body forward and making her breasts swing. She kept her head out of the straw, looking at Caldric. Andrei, his hands on Faylana’s slender waist, looked over as well. His brow furrowed, then ha turned back to Faylana and grinned. Powering into her, spanking his hips hard against her luscious ass. 
			

			
				“Yessss!” cried Faylana, her head dropping forward. “Ohhhhh, cum for me! Cum inside me!”
			

			
				Caldric felt it too. Surging up from his abdomen. Drawing his bollocks tight against his root. His cum bursting from his cock and sailing off into the stable below. Andrei, head turned, staring at Caldric as he slammed into Faylana. Grunted. Pumped his seed into her tight elf cunt. Faylana, lost in the pleasure, head down and ass pushing back against Andrei. Gripping him with each spasm of ecstasy. Wringing the cum from his spurting cock. 
			

			
				The guilt came, quick and harsh, for Caldric. He dropped down the ladder out of sight, unable to face the aftermath of the moment. Andrei’s hot load filling Faylana’s cunt. Caldric’s cum disappearing into the dusty floor of the stable. 
			

			
				Shame and self-loathing and already, more lust, more need to see her taken. A vicious cycle that Caldric could not hope to escape beginning again in his body and mind. He could hear Faylana’s soft voice in the loft above. She laughed. Long and loud. Caldric’s face was hot with shame as he fled from the stable. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Cursed House
			

			
				 
			

			
				The house was unlike any other in Derring. The simple timber-framed houses and shops of the village gave way to old trees and then, emerging as if part of the forest, the lantern-lit façade of the elaborate mansion. It was nearly a castle of wood. Covered in shingles so dark they were almost black from gables, to towers, to turrets. It was so brightly lit from within that its glowing windows gave Tavek the impression of several portals to another world floating in a forest clearing. 
			

			
				“You sure about this?” asked Borto, scratching his chin and looking up at the ominous structure. 
			

			
				“Evil radiates like smoke from within this house,” said Momo Unahara, the blindfolded milk healer.
			

			
				“The milkmaid is right,” said Borto. “I feel it too.”
			

			
				“The barkeep said it was fine,” scoffed Tavek. “Look, it’s old, and old houses are creepy. But a bit of moss and mold won’t keep me away from a bed. Let’s go meet this Lady Ashendale.”
			

			
				“No like,” muttered Greebi as Tavek brushed past him.
			

			
				Tavek ignored the doubts of his traveling companions and climbed the stairs to the house’s broad porch. His boots thumped across the wooden decking. He reached up and slammed the iron knocker heavily against the huge door. The knocker boomed. After a moment, footsteps approached.
			

			
				Locks clicked and the door’s hinges creaked as it swung open. Lady Ashendale was not at all what Tavek had been expecting. He was thinking “little old lady” but this one was tall, shapely, straight-backed rather than stoop-shouldered, with her dark hair in a tight bun wound around a pair of silver hatpins. Most striking of all was the darkness of her eyes. Shadowed with makeup but also like two pots of ink reflecting the gloaming light. Beneath those eyes, her lips crimson, a beauty mark on her left cheek, and an impressive decolletage visible above her corset.
			

			
				“Yes?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.
			

			
				“Um, hello there,” said Tavek, hoping his grin was charming and realizing he could not even tell the woman’s age. “I heard from Sven at The Gregarious Goat that you have some rooms for rent for weary travelers. Well, my friends and I, we were hoping that you might have enough room for us and a couple others.”
			

			
				Her gaze swept over Tavek and his companions waiting behind him on the path to the front door. Her lips seemed about to curl into a sneer, but instead she smiled warmly.
			

			
				“Yes, of course! Come in, all of you. There is a chill gathering. Come in, come in, warm yourself by the fire.” She held the door open and stood back for Tavek and the others to step inside. As Greebi passed she added, “My, what a lovely costume.”
			

			
				She patted Greebi’s head. He squawked and hastened past her. Tavek introduced himself and the others. Lady Ashendale sat them down in a room with a ticking grandfather clock, shelves of old books, and tea tables covered by lace doilies. The fire crackled low, but warm. She brought out tea and dry biscuits with a hint of a lemony flavor. 
			

			
				“I’m so sorry, I neglected to decorate for the holiday,” said Lady Ashendale. “I was too busy in my garden preparing for winter. I hope you can get your fill of the festival in town. And you said there are others still at the tavern?”
			

			
				“Yes, an elf and two humans,” said Tavek. “They should be by before long.”
			

			
				“Well, we have enough rooms in this old house for everyone,” said Lady Ashendale. “I have a bath with water piped from the well and breakfast at an hour past dawn.”
			

			
				“Do you mind if I smoke?” asked Borto, taking out his pipe and clasping the tip of the stem between his teeth.
			

			
				“Oh, I’d should say that I would rather you didn’t. The smoke make me sneeze. But smoke up in your room if you’d like.”
			

			
				“No, no,” said Borto. “I won’t bother you with it. But I did have another question. I dabble a bit in magic and I couldn’t help but notice a strong evil presence emanating from this house.”
			

			
				“Oh, that’s Lloyd,” said Lady Ashendale. “Lord Ashendale, I should say. I had the house cleansed by a priest, but their prayers couldn’t get rid of him. He was my husband and he was a very cruel man. He beat the servants, particularly the young maids, and he tried to kill me. But he is dead and gone nearly twenty years now and I promise you there is no ghost haunting these halls.”
			

			
				“Thank you, my lady, that’s very reassuring,” said Borto. Then he leaned over to Tavek and whispered, “There’s definitely a ghost.”
			

			
				Tavek scoffed at Borto, but a part of him felt a certain creeping concern. He never had much of a connection with the spirit world or magic, but even he could feel a cold sensation crawling up his spine to the back of his neck.
			

			
				Greebi stood up on his chair beside Momo Unahara and leaned over to whisper something to the milk healer. She nodded and stood.
			

			
				“Greebi said that his wounds are still vexing him. Would it be possible for me to see my room so that I may give him a healing treatment?” 
			

			
				“Of course, dear,” said Lady Ashendale. “Right this way. I’ll show you all to your rooms upstairs.”
			

			
				“I might stay down here and finish my tea,” said Tavek, “if that’s alright with you, Lady Ashendale.”
			

			
				“Certainly,” she said, before turning back to the others. “Right this way.”
			

			
				Tavek watched them go. Listened for their footsteps and voices to recede. They moved up a staircase at the end of a long hall on the ground floor. Only then did Tavek rise from his chair and begin to explore the house. He was not sure what exactly he was looking for, but he knew it related to that ominous feeling Momo and Borto had mentioned. Even Greebi had picked up on it. 
			

			
				Tavek looked over the books in the library. Some had macabre titles or creepy lettering, but they seemed to be normal works of fiction and non-fiction. Mysteries to amuse an aging widow. The clock and various trinkets did not seem particularly evil. He wandered through another parlor and felt nothing. 
			

			
				The kitchen, with only one small window and its bolted door to the back, was where he first began to feel it again. Like a sound that he felt rather than heard. An awful hum, droning behind his eyes. He looked in the cabinets and around the oven, but there was nothing. He moved to the pantry and realized it shared an entrance with another door. Quite heavy and well-made. 
			

			
				That was it, he realized. He placed his fingers on the door’s surface. He could feel the evil pulsating through the wood like there was some huge black heart beating on the other side of the door. He reached out and turned the knob slowly, his heart seeming to pound to the rhythm in he had felt. He reached for his axe with one hand as he slowly opened the door. 
			

			
				Into darkness. Down the stairs into the cellar. Darkness like those inky black eyes of Lady Ashendale. He heard footsteps and glanced back over his shoulder.
			

			
				He never saw it coming for him up the stairs. He didn’t even have time to scream before it was upon him.
			

			
				Tavek disappeared into the cellar. The only sound he made as he went was the thump of his dropped axe. A moment later, something terrible reached up from the darkness to drag the weapon down the stairs and close the cellar door.
			

			
				A floor above and across the house, Veera heard the slamming of the cellar door. That fool Tavek had gone meddling where he shouldn’t. He was probably already nourishing the beast. She smiled at the thought of the poor dwarf perishing in such a slow and pitiful way. How many times had that bullying fool interfered in her plans already? It was past time he paid the price. 
			

			
				“Just through there, deary,” said Veera, under the guise of Lady Ashendale. She watched that cow-titted healer and the randy goblin go off together into one of the bedrooms. Soon enough, those two would be on the menu for her friend under the floorboards. 
			

			
				Only the bearded wizard remained with her. He looked at her expectantly, one brow lifted and a twinkle in his beady little eyes.
			

			
				He was a dangerous one. He might realize the truth. That the real Lady Ashendale had already been given to the beast in the cellar. The first of its victims. But she would not be the last.
			

			
				“So which room is mine?” asked Borto. “And do you come with it?”
			

			
				“Hmmm?” 
			

			
				Borto slid his hand onto Veera’s hip and around to her backside. He gave her firm bottom a squeeze through Lady Ashendale’s moldering skirt.
			

			
				“Ah! Mr. Borto!” cried Veera, hoping she sounded convincingly incensed. “Your room is just over here and no, I most certainly do not come with the room.”
			

			
				“Ahhhh, that’s too bad,” said Borto, looking her up and down. “I don’t mind a little seasoning on my steak. If you know what I mean. Those long legs would—”
			

			
				“Really!” Veera stuck her head up and walked over to the room she had picked out for the wizard. “In here. You can cool down a bit in there.”
			

			
				“Oh, alright,” sulked Borto. “But I’m going to smoke in there.”
			

			
				“Very well, but open a window,” said Veera and she left Borto to his own devices. “I am going downstairs to await the arrival of the rest of your party.”
			

			
				Borto watched her go as he packed more pipeweed into his pipe. Something about the way her hips moved was very enticing to the old half-mad wizard. He usually went for blushing nymphs, but this old maid had something about her that had his prick twitching. 
			

			
				Only a few paces away, shut in one of the small bedrooms, Momo Unhara and her huge, laden tits had Greebi’s little green prick twitching. He was still banged up from his heroics at Boar’s Rock and was playing up his suffering to earn the tender mercies of the milk healer. Momo cradled him in her lap, holding one of her breasts and a thick, glistening nipple to his wide mouth.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, mmmmmmmpphhhh, so good,” moaned the goblin, slurping away at her breast like a hungry tot. He hugged against her, his stiff cock prodding her abdomen through his shorts. Milk burst into his mouth with each suck. This woman seemed to have an unlimited supply. So sweet and warm and plentiful that it almost made him forget about Faylana.
			

			
				No. He could never forget her. His elven angel. The woman of his dreams. He moaned and suckled and imagined he was drinking Faylana’s milk. Oh, now that would be a sweet treat! Greebi flopped onto his back, but kept his mouth latched to Momo’s milky breast. As he did, he yanked down his shorts and his hard, bumping cock was free. 
			

			
				“What are you doing, Greebi?” asked Momo, feeling him squirming atop her thick thighs.
			

			
				“Getting shank out,” said the goblin. “Healing makes me excited and poky. Want to do some sexy things to Momo.”
			

			
				“Please, do not make yourself excited,” said the voluptuous priestess, pressing a hand down on Greebi’s chest. “I will tend to your desires. Let my milk calm you while my hand soothes your pain.”
			

			
				“Pain? Ohhhh…” 
			

			
				Greebi’s eyes fluttered closed as Momo’s soft hand wrapped around his cock. She has such a practiced touch the goblin was sure she had wanked off countless patients. Stroking them and milk out all their spunk. Greebi didn’t care. Her hand felt incredible, working steadily up and down on hi sock, squeezing at the tip at just the right moment with each stroke. He quivered with pleasure. His lips popped wetly with suction and milk overflowed the corners of his mouth.
			

			
				“Juuuuust sink down into pleasure,” cooed Momo. “Forget about all your troubles. All your pain. Momo is here to let you drink as much of my warm milk as you need. Thaaat’s right. Oh, what a big boy. So very hard. You are dripping out all over my fingers.”
			

			
				“Momo,” he whimpered, her nipple still in his mouth even as he spoke. “Me… I… need… more than hand. I need… full sat-is-faction.”
			

			
				“Oh, well, Greebi, I have not done it since the holy blessing. I am not permitted to offer, um, full pleasure to those I heal.”
			

			
				“Greebi is dying,” whimpered the goblin, giving her a pitiful look. “Only fuck will save me. Don’t you want to save me?”
			

			
				Even the naïve priestess did not believe that having sex with the goblin could save him. She was fairly certain his wounds had almost healed. But she considered the possibility that Greebi believed having sex would save him and Momo knew well that the mind was the most important component in recovery. If Greebi believed that was holding him back, he would never fully recover. So, in fact, it was necessary for her to give full pleasure to the whimpering goblin.
			

			
				“Very well, Greebi,” said Momo. “I will do this to save you. But only this one time.”
			

			
				“Only one time! All I need!” Greebi hopped up from Momo’s lap looking suspiciously spry and energetic. He hopped from foot-to-foot, stripping off his shorts and kicking aside his boots. Then he sat back on the bed and watched as the priestess undressed.
			

			
				Every human or elf was a giant compared to Greebi, but Momo Unahara was a titan. She was tall and incredibly voluptuous. With long dark hair that spilled over her pale golden shoulders and across the tops of her laden breasts. Her nipples were red from being sucked so frequently by Greebi and stood out, thick and glistening, from the tan of her areolas. 
			

			
				Her waist was slender, but her hips and thighs were almost as ample as her bust, revealed gradually as she worked her way out of her traditional robe and silken underclothes. Greebi was certain he could disappear between her buttocks or those powerful thighs and he would not mind either way. 
			

			
				Though Momo was beautiful, with a sweet, slightly crooked smile and full lips, she always kept her eyes covered with a wide ceremonial blindfold. The writing on this supposedly kept her free of sin as she tended to those she would heal. But she surprised Greebi, slowly unwinding the blindfold and revealing her face. 
			

			
				Her small, slightly upturned nose and the paler skin around her eyes. Her eyes were slightly angled, almost like an elf’s, and were large and dark and innocent. She blinked several times and then looked down at Greebi on the bed. He expected her to recoil from his ugliness, but instead Momo smiled sweetly and knelt beside the bed. Her head was still slightly higher than his even with Momo on her knees and Greebi sitting on the thick mattress atop the bed frame.
			

			
				“I was afraid of you when I first tended to you, Greebi,” she said, stroking his scrawny legs. “I imagined you were very ugly. Surely a goblin would be ugly. But you are handsome. You are… cute. I am sorry for thinking this way of you and I am glad that I was wrong.”
			

			
				“You… you like angel. Like goddess.” He embraced her and brought his wide, thin mouth to her lips. Kissed her. She moaned in surprised but returned his affection after a moment, parting her lips and allowing him to taste the innocence of her tongue. His hands practically disappeared into the softness of her breasts as he groped and squeezed them.
			

			
				“Oh, but this is wrong,” gasped Momo, clearly unable to resist him. “I am not permitted to… by the goddess… oh, but I am sworn to heal.”
			

			
				“This heal!” cried Greebi. “Fix everything. Bumps. Bruises. Contusion. Let me show!”
			

			
				He stood upon the bed and thrust the green thumb of his cock into Momo’s face. He swung his hips around and she giggled as his stiff prick bounced and his bollocks swung. Greebi danced to the very edge of the bed, sliding his fingers into her dark, silky hair and pulling her against his cock. Rubbing it against her lips and chin and cheeks. Smothering her with his male scent. All at once, her lips parted and her warm, wet mouth engulfed him. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, looking up at him. Her cheeks hollow as she sucked hard at his cock.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhhh!” Greebi’s shoulders fell back as she sucked hard on his cock. His arms dangled limp at his sides. He stared in awe, the intense pressure to much to bear as, after only a few seconds, he erupted into her mouth. Hot, pulsating, molten pleasure spurting from his cock and straight down the healer’s throat. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmm,” she encouraged, her dark brow knitting slightly as his cum splashed her tonsils.
			

			
				The intense suction kept him cumming for much longer than he expected. It almost hurt, but he made no effort to escape. At last, she released him from that suction and Greebi’s cock slid from between her soft lips with a popping sound. He staggered back onto the bed, falling among the dusty pillows and coughing slightly. 
			

			
				Momo climbed onto the bed. Dragging her milky tits over him. Smiling down at him with a twinkle of determination in her eye.
			

			
				“You are still aroused, Greebi,” she purred, her fingers caressing him as she moved atop him. “Shall I continue to heal you?”
			

			
				“Uh-huh,” he said, nodding and staring up at her jiggling beauty with wonder on his ugly little face. 
			

			
				Her titanic thighs surrounded him. Her plush bottom descended and Greebi felt the warmth of her cunt caress the head of his cock. Momo took a deep breath, a shiver running up her back, before descending with her full weight onto his cock. 
			

			
				Warmth! Squeezing, molten, clenching warmth! Gripping him and stroking him.
			

			
				“Sooooo tiiiiiight!” cried Greebi, grabbing hold of Momo’s hips and thrusting upward. He was already hilted within her, but managed to thrust a little deeper. 
			

			
				“Goddess… forgive… forgive me… it’s so good!” 
			

			
				She began to ride atop him. Not like a lover, but like an equestrian atop her horse. Her mind was on the pleasure, not on the healing, and she pounded her ass against him and squeezed her cunt around him. Her tits bounced and flicked milk from her nipples as she rode hard. Her weight drove Greebi down into the bed. His hips creaked. It was hard to breathe. He didn’t care. It was incredible. If it killed him, then he would die happy.
			

			
				“Yes! Yesss! Big fukka fukka!” Greebi’s tongue lolled from his mouth as he desperately tried to rut into the heavenly softness of Momo’s cunt.
			

			
				Not even Greebi’s intense thrusts could match the suddenness with which pleasure overtook the nearly virgin healer. Her body tensed. Her tight cunt wrung Greebi’s cock. A low, wordless moan escaped Momo’s lips as she threw back her head and slammed herself down against the little goblin. Her cunt seized him tightly. Her inner walls contracting with a pleasure she had not known resided within her, waiting for this moment. She sang out in transcendent ecstasy, her head back and her milky tits suddenly gushing with the force of her spasms. 
			

			
				This was more than Greebi could stand. The intensity of Momo’s pleasure forced the orgasm from Greebi. Squeezed it from his cock. Drank it spurt-by-spurt from his pumping prick. He squealed with delight, hilting again and again as he fired his seed into Momo’s holy cunt. 
			

			
				She emptied him and collapsed atop him, breathing heavily as his cock began to wilt and slip free of her creamy cunt.
			

			
				“W-worth it,” she grinned. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmmpphmm,” agreed Greebi, completely smothered under her tits. 
			

			
				“Oh!” Momo rocked back. “Are you alright?”
			

			
				“Better than alright!” cried Greebi, hugging tightly to Momo and kissing her breasts. “Me in heaven!”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Another Victim
			

			
				 
			

			
				Veera found the wizard in the house’s study. He had pulled several books from the shelves of the library and was paging through them. He must have come out of his room while she was down in the cellar watching the dwarf being drained of his life essence. 
			

			
				Fine, she thought, if this bearded fool wants to go poking where he doesn’t belong, I had best dispose of him now.
			

			
				She lingered silently in the door, watching him reading. Oblivious to the danger lurking only a few paces away. She realized he was never going to notice her. She stepped into the study, allowing her heels to ring out on the floor. He still did not look up from the books until she had nearly crossed the study. He stank of pipeweed and sweat.
			

			
				“Hmm?” He finally looked in her direction. “Oh, Lady Ashendale. I hope I’m not intruding. The hour was early and I could hear the festivities carrying on in the town. I thought I’d come down and see what sort of dirty books you had on the shelves. Very saucy, my lady.”
			

			
				He held up a well-read copy of The Cuckold and the Reptiloid.
			

			
				“Yes, well, we all like something to keep us warm at night,” said Veera, plucking the book from his hands and returning it to the shelf. “Your friends still have not arrived. What do you think is keeping them?”
			

			
				“I can never say with those two.” Borto chuckled and shook his head. “But what about you? Do you have someone to keep you warm at night or is it only books with you, Lady Ashendale? Or should I call you by your real name?”
			

			
				Veera froze at the bookshelf. Her back still turned to Borto. A wizard was a dangerous thing. Even a fool like this one could know all sorts of magic that might endanger her charade. Was he bluffing? Did he truly know? She turned slowly to face him, her heart beating within her breast.
			

			
				“Whatever do you mean, Mr. Borto?” asked Veera, still in the guise of Lady Ashendale.
			

			
				“I knew the moment I walked past you in the hall earlier,” said Borto. “Did you use a tuft of her hair to brew the potion?”
			

			
				Veera sat down in the chair across from Borto. She crossed her legs and folded her hands in her lap. She gazed at him with the dark eyes that she could not conceal from him. He smiled back, perhaps not realize the danger she truly posed. She let the façade slip away, peeling like ashes from a burning scroll until she had revealed her dark hair and delicate features.
			

			
				“Actually, I had to resort to something a bit more primitive,” said Veera, lifting her cup of tea to her lips and sipping casually. “A bone charm.”
			

			
				“Dark magic,” said Borto. “But after the games you played for your master at Boar’s Rock I should have known you wouldn’t shy from such evil, Veera.”
			

			
				“Master?” Veera laughed. “You know nothing of my true Master.”
			

			
				“Frankly, I don’t care to know,” said Borto, brushing a piece of lint from his shoulder. “What’s the game here? What is your plan?”
			

			
				“First, I am going to feed all of you to the creature in the cellar,” said Veera, her wide mouth spreading into a demented smile. “I am going to watch it suck the life from you. Then I am going to feed that power into the elf and offer her to my goddess. A vessel on earth. For endless pleasures. Thousands of years of ecstasy.”
			

			
				“I’ve been called half-mad. You, my dear, are fully loonie.” 
			

			
				Veera rose from her chair in a single elegant motion. She raised her left foot and placed it on the arm of Borto’s chair. Her skirt ruffled as she lifted it up, slowly baring her pale legs and the dark thatch of her cunt. Borto wet his lips and stared.
			

			
				“But I like you, Borto,” purred Veera, knocking the floppy hat from his head and running her fingers through his white hair. “I will spare you. Oh, Borto, wizards get me so hot. Don’t you want to fuck me?”
			

			
				“Of course,” said Borto, admiring her naked flesh. “But you just told me you planned to kill me and all of my friends. So… I’m a bit conflicted.”
			

			
				“Do you remember these?” asked Veera, pulling open the laces of her bodice so that her large, creamy white breasts bounced free. She hefted them in her hands, thumbing the nipples until they were stiff as she leaned forward and teased them in Borto’s face. “They made your prick so stiff before. I know you remember them.”
			

			
				“You evil witch,” murmured Borto, staring at her tits. “You know my weakness.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, you have so many,” said Veera, completely dropping the raspy Lady Ashendale voice for her own soft, cool tones. She wound her fingers tight in Borto’s hair and pulled his face against her tits. “Go on, Borto. Suck them. I know how you love these big, soft tits.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Borto, admitting his desire as his lips parted and he sucked at the stiff bud of one of Veera’s nipples. She pressed down, guiding him back into the chair. Reaching under his robe to grasp his hardness. He managed to pry his lips away from her nipple and gasped, “That’s too far, woman. That’s... ohhhhhh… my friends… will be here… mmmmmmphhhhmmm.”
			

			
				His eyes closed as she smothered him again and began to stroke. Veera found it so easy to control men. Even when she was caught in her deception, this poor old fool could not resist his animal urges. His cock so small in her hand. Not like one of those monsters Amonothus would give her as a reward. This was a pitiful man cock. Worthless. Weak. 
			

			
				“That’s right, we can have so much fun together Borto,” laughed Veera. “Just be a good boy and… hmmm?”
			

			
				She heard something moving behind her and turned just in time to see a quartet of faintly luminous purple tentacles reaching out from under the nearest chair. Two quickly wrapped around her biceps, pulling her backwards and forcing her breasts to lift from Borto’s face. The wizard, red-faced and gasping, pushed away from Veera. The other two tentacles were ridged near the tips and each was capped by a pulsating head that resembled the crown of a phallus. They assailed Veera from behind. One went straight for her buttocks, squirming under her dress and into her knickers. The other began rubbing against the gusset of her panties, pulsating with violet light.
			

			
				“Magic,” gasped Veera. 
			

			
				“Yes, just for you,” sat Borto, rising to his feet and moving around behind Veera to have a look. “Frisky little buggers, aren’t they?”
			

			
				“What is the point of this, wizard?” demanded Veera, fighting against the tentacles on her arms even as pleasure rolled through her body. She wanted the tentacles. Wanted them to take her.
			

			
				“I thought you enjoyed this sort of thing. I know that I do. Go on, Veera. I’ll watch.” 
			

			
				He reached for his cock, brazenly wanking himself as the tentacles took full advantage. They ripped through her knickers and one began rubbing and bulling against the dark star of her anus. The other found her netherlips and rubbed up and down her folds until they began to glisten and leak her nectar. Bent over the empty chair that Borto had abandoned, Veera was entirely at the mercy of the tentacles. They both thrust into her, plowing her into the leather seat, her tits pressed down and her head thrown back.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh!” she cried. “You bastard! What have you done?”
			

			
				She hoped her words persuaded him that she was helpless in the face of his magic. The truth was more than she was enjoying the tentacles. Much bigger than Borto’s little cock, all red and dripping in his wanking hand. The tentacled plunged deep. Fucking against her back walls and plundering the tight ring of her asshole. Drilling into her. Violating her in the most delightful way. 
			

			
				“Don’t act like you didn’t have this coming,” said Borto, jerking his hips and fucking through his fingers. “After everything you did to Caldric – after tricking me – it’s time for a little payback. You raven-haired slut! Look at those tits bounce!”
			

			
				“Ohhhh! You beast!” cried Veera, loving every stroke of those slimy tentacle cocks. She cried out in mock horror as the tentacles wrapped around her biceps reached to her bust and began wrapping and squeezing her heaving breasts. The tips of these tentacles opened and they closed on her nipples, pinching them and then beginning to suckle from both breasts. She wailed with pleasure disguised as horror. “NoooooooOOOooooo!”
			

			
				The tentacle squelched in and out of Veera’s dripping holes as she arched against the chair. Even pretending to be afraid, she could not stop her hips from moving. Her mouth hanging open. Her eyes rolling back as the two tentacles binding her in place sucked greedily at her nipples. 
			

			
				Borto moved closer, watching intently, and working his hand on his red cock. He couldn’t stop himself. He moved towards her face, heedless of the danger. Only thinking about his pleasure. The tentacles were slurping and sliming Veera. Their glistening discharge pouring down her thighs and dripping from her stretched cuntlips. She rolled her eyes toward Borto. 
			

			
				“Come here, you sick old bastard,” she gasped. “Come closer. Ohh… mmmmmmm!”
			

			
				She leaned to the side and took his cock into her mouth. He kept stroking, his hand working on his cock as her lips engulfed his red tip. The pleasure of her mouth sucking him on top of the visual stimulation proved to be too much for Borto. He let out a surprised yelp as he was taken by an intense, knee-wobbling orgasm. His cum spurting into Veera’s sucking mouth. His balls throbbing with each spurt as she seemed to drain him his load from him.
			

			
				It was all the distraction needed for Veera’s guardian to make its move. It grabbed hold of Borto and yanked him to the floor. He cried out and thumped to the carpet. Veera rocked back on her knees, waving with her fingers as Borto’s spell was broken and his tentacles evaporated. She wiped the cum from her chin as she watched the creature dragging Borto to the cellar.
			

			
				Two down. How many left to go before the elf finally belonged to the goddess?
			

			
				“Soon, mistress,” promised Veera. “She has been trained to desire monsters. The sacrifices are gathering. The ritual will begin and your will shall be made flesh.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Late Arrivals
			

			
				 
			

			
				They were walking through the forest on the edge of town, heading in the direction of Lady Ashendale’s manor, when Andrei asked the question. Again.
			

			
				“You’re certain you don’t mind?” asked Andrei, following a pace behind Faylana and Caldric.
			

			
				“Mind?” Faylana giggled and bumped against Caldric’s shoulder. “Why, I think he loves to see me with another man, isn’t that right, my love?”
			

			
				“I do take a certain pleasure,” said Caldric. He paused to glance back at the young squire. “That does not mean you are to expect her affection whenever you want. But if you behave, I suppose I could permit you to, well…”
			

			
				The words did not come easily to Caldric. He was admitting much to the young man. Could he truly be trusted? He thought so, after all Caldric and Andrei shared an unusual intimate connection. But he did not want young Andrei getting any ideas about a more serious relationship with Faylana.
			

			
				“But you will only be permitted at my pleasure,” warned Caldric. “If you cannot behave or you go too far that will be the end of it.”
			

			
				“I see,” said Andrei, seeming slightly chastened. “So tonight?”
			

			
				Faylana began to answer.
			

			
				“No,” interrupted Caldric. “Certainly not. We will be guests in this woman’s house. This is a private matter, Andrei. You are not to speak of it to anyone. That goes for all of our traveling companions.”
			

			
				“Oh, don’t be so serious about it,” laughed Faylana. “They all know that Caldric likes to see me with other boys. It’s just that it has gone a bit too far before. Like the time Straka gave me a fertility drug and—”
			

			
				“Not now, my love,” said Caldric, his face suddenly going very red. 
			

			
				He was not proud that he encouraged Faylana’s affair with Straka, submitting to the desires of the huge orc and allowing himself to be bullied into witnessing Faylana being impregnated. Even now that brutal orc’s child grew in Faylana’s belly. How would that change his life? He couldn’t say, but he would not permit such indiscretion to sully Faylana. He loved her too much for that.
			

			
				“There it is,” said Faylana, pointing through the trees at the glowing lantern light of the house. “Oooooh! It’s so big! I hope we get a big bed! Maybe there will be room enough for all three of us.”
			

			
				“No,” said Caldric. 
			

			
				“Could be fun,” teased Faylana, kissing Caldric’s neck. “Two cocks are so much nicer than one.”
			

			
				Caldric’s cock twitched at the thought of sharing Faylana with Andrei for the night. No, he needed her to himself after seeing her with Andrei. The squire seemed like a safe target for her to stray with but he didn’t want to chance a deepening relationship. Or, worse, to make the young squire dominant in the relationship.
			

			
				The door to the house opened as they approached and a handsome, white-haired woman with impressive decolletage stepped out onto the porch. 
			

			
				“Hello!” she called. “You must be the others I’m waiting for. Faylana and Caldric, wasn’t it? And who is this young man?”
			

			
				“Andrei Turros, miss,” said the squire.
			

			
				“A pleasure to meet you. I am Lady Ashendale. If you’d like to come inside, Mr. Tavek has taken care of your room fees. I’ve already shown the others to their beds.”
			

			
				“They’re asleep?” Caldric was surprised. The hour was early. 
			

			
				“Uh, some of them,” said Lady Ashendale, leading them into the house full of antiques and old, polished wood. “I think the dwarf and the strange one with the long beard have gone to sleep.”
			

			
				“That would be Borto,” said Caldric. 
			

			
				“Yes, that’s right. And the little green boy and the very, ah, voluptuous woman have retired to the same room.”
			

			
				“Greebi and Momo,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“That’s them,” said Lady Ashendale, a hint of reproach in her tone. “They are being quite loud.”
			

			
				Caldric could hear it as he climbed the stairs. Greebi gasping and grunting and Momo wailing, “Yes! Oh, break my oath! Break it again and again!”
			

			
				Faylan giggled. Caldric’s face reddened again.
			

			
				“They know how to have fun,” said Faylana. “That Greebi… he’s something else. He has this bumpy little—”
			

			
				“Ahem!” interrupted Caldric, his face almost crimson. “What about our room?”
			

			
				“Right! Our room!” giggled Faylana, lacing her arms around Caldric’s neck. “Make you can break my oath!”
			

			
				She kissed his neck and nibbled at his ear, her hand dancing down his toned abdomen to the twitching bulge in his trousers. Caldric made eye contact with Lady Ashendale. The white-haired woman raised a disapproving eyebrow as Faylana fondled him through his pants. She tried to stick her hand down his trousers, but he caught her wrist and pulled it back.
			

			
				“Ahem!” Lady Ashendale cleared her throat dramatically. “Mr. Turros, your room is just through here. I’m afraid it’s not much considering how many guests we have. Just a little hat closet with a bench and a few pillows.”
			

			
				“A palace to me, miss,” said Andrei with a smile. “I’ve slept on cold ground and in the rain. This will be wonderful. Ah, good night to you both.”
			

			
				“Goodniiiight, Andrei,” said Faylana, still draped brazenly against Caldric’s arm. 
			

			
				“Ah, yeah, goodnight,” said the squire, flushing as he followed Lady Ashendale’s pointing finger into the small bedroom. 
			

			
				He walked inside, turned around, and Lady Ashendale closed the door rather unceremoniously in his face. She turned to Caldric and Faylana. “Now, as for you two, I have reserved my usual bedroom. No trouble, I have a room on the ground floor just off the kitchen. Here we are.” She turned a key in the door and opened it to reveal a large room with a four-poster bed. The decorations were cloying and a bit musty, but otherwise it was quite comfortable, with a table and tea chairs, a divan, and a private lavatory. No running water, but a wash basin had been filled.
			

			
				“It’s amazing,” said Faylana, leaping onto the bed. “Oh, this will be so lovely. Don’t you think, Caldric?”
			

			
				“Yes, thank you, Lady Ashendale,” said Caldric. “Most generous.”
			

			
				“Goodnight then,” said the woman, retreating through the door. “Sleep tight. Breakfast just after dawn.”
			

			
				Caldric could not get the door shut behind the woman quickly enough. He needed Faylana badly. Needed to assert himself and conquer her heavenly body. He climbed onto the bed with her and she cooed excitedly, wrapping her arms around his neck as he moved atop her. Kissing her sweetly at first, but with growing heat. His hand moving to her thigh. Under her skirt to feel the soft mound of her cunny. His lips on the heaving mounds of her breasts.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, Caldric,” moaned Faylana. 
			

			
				There were voices in the hall. Near enough to be distracting. He looked warily over at the door but decided they were not coming this way. He massaged her soft, warm mound with his fingers. Feeling the first hints of her moisture seeping through the cotton fabric. His other hand worked the buttons of her blouse, opening it and revealing the creamy majesty of her elven breasts. He kissed them. Tongued them. Sucked at the pink buds of her nipples as she stroked her fingers through his hair.
			

			
				Faylana crooned with desire, “My love, I—”
			

			
				Her words were interrupted by a rapid knock at the door. Caldric lifted his head and looked over his shoulder. He waited a moment, hoping whoever was knocking would go away. Just as he was about to return to Faylana’s loveliness there came another rapid knock at the door. Even more insistent than the first. 
			

			
				“Perhaps you’d better see who it is,” suggested Faylana. “It could be important.”
			

			
				“If it’s Tavek, I’ll wring his neck,” muttered Caldric, climbing off the bed and adjusting his hardness in his trousers. He clomped over to the door, ready to chew out whoever might be interrupting his time with his sweet elf lover. Caldric flung open the door and demanded, “What?”
			

			
				“I’m going for a walk in the garden,” said Momo down the hall, belting a dressing gown around her waist and no longer wearing her blindfold. 
			

			
				Caldric leaned out in confusion. “Huh?” 
			

			
				Came a familiar high, scratchy voice from below Caldric’s eyeline. He looked down and was not at all happy to see Greebi standing in from of the door. 
			

			
				“Need to talk to Faylana,” said Greebi, pushing past Caldric and into the bedroom. 
			

			
				“Hey, what do you think you’re doing?” demanded Caldric.
			

			
				Greebi walked right over to the bed and hopped up on it with Faylana, who began giggling at the sight of Greebi. The goblin certainly seemed happy and full of himself, which only made Caldric want to knock his head off twice as badly. But before Caldric could take a single step towards the intruding goblin, he felt a tap on his shoulder.
			

			
				“I thought I might have a word with you, sir.”
			

			
				Caldric turned again, starting to get dizzy, and found Lady Ashendale standing in the doorway. The stern woman’s lips were pinched into a frown. “It’s about the dwarf and a matter I’m afraid should be discussed in private. Could you accompany me downstairs?”
			

			
				“What? Me?” Caldric frowned. “I just got here! Can’t you talk to, I don’t know, the goblin?”
			

			
				“The what?” 
			

			
				“He means me,” said Greebi. “Uncle Caldric is mean and calls me a goblin sometimes.”
			

			
				Greebi pouted out his lower lip. Caldric clenched his jaw to keep from shouting as Greebi snuggled up against Faylana. Of course, Faylana was little help, reaching an arm around Greebi and welcoming the little runt against the soft cushions of her breasts.
			

			
				“You want me to discuss this matter with a child?” Lady Ashendale looked incensed. 
			

			
				“But he’s not a… I mean, he’s older than he looks.”
			

			
				“Really, sir!” Lady Ashendale’s nostrils flared with annoyance. “I might have expected as much from that dwarf, but I had thought better of you.”
			

			
				“Oh, fine,” sighed Caldric, defeated. He turned and shook a finger at Greebi and Faylana. “But behave! Be a good, uh, little boy, Greebi.”
			

			
				Caldric followed Lady Ashendale out of the room. As the door closed behind him, he could hear Greebi whispering and Faylana giggling. He had the distinct impression that he was going to return to find Faylana spread-eagle on the bed with Greebi humping away at her. The thought filled him with choking anger.
			

			
				And made his stiff cock twitch.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Third Victim
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana giggled again as Greebi squeezed against her breasts, fondling them brazenly and chirping in her pointed ear about Momo. The horny little goblin had some sort of breakthrough with the milk healer, though Faylana could not quite make sense of it because Greebi kept distracting her by pinching her nipples.
			

			
				“Will you stop that!” she giggled as he gave her another tweak through her blouse. He released her nipple, but quickly moved his fingers to the other breast. His touch circled her straining bud. He teased it but didn’t pinch this time. 
			

			
				“She not as good as Faylana,” he said, shaking his head vehemently. “I like her. Big milky mommy time with Momo. But Faylana’s tits prettier. Face prettier. Ears pointy like Greebi’s.”
			

			
				“Mine are longer,” laughed Faylana, giving Greebi’s little pointed ear a flick of her finger.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” Greebi rubbed his ear and cheek against Faylana’s hand. “Caldric gone. Me and you have sex now. You know Greebi loves you. I show!”
			

			
				Greebi practically leaped between Faylana’s thighs, squirming under her skirt and pressing his face to the hot, panty-covered mound of her pussy. His long nose rubbed against her groove. His fingers began to curl into the gusset of her panties.
			

			
				“Oh! No, Greebi!” she scolded, pushing him forcefully away. “I am faithful to Caldric! You and I can never be together like that again!”
			

			
				“Never?” Greebi’s green brow furrowed with anguish. “Never ever?”
			

			
				“Never,” said Faylana, folding her arms across her chest.
			

			
				“We not be together like that then,” said Greebi. “I am very respectingful of Faylana’s relations with Caldric.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” said Faylana. “I am trying to turn over a bit of a new leaf and—”
			

			
				“But we do other things!” interjected Greebi, leaping from between her legs and onto the pillows at the head of the bed. His little trousers were down in a flash and he wagged his hard, warty green cock in Faylana’s face. “You like suck? That not romantic. Not love affair with Greebi. Just good fun!”
			

			
				Faylana laughed and stared at the sight of Greebi’s little prick flapping up and down and bouncing against his bollocks. His cock was a bit wet and smelly. Like cum and sex. She wrinkled her nose, but deep down found the raunchy smell to be exciting. Had Greebi really persuaded the chaste Momo Unahara to drop her knickers? That would certainly explain all the noises they hard heard in the hall. Faylana knew firsthand what a skilled lover Greebi could be even if his cock was scarcely bigger than her thumb.
			

			
				“Welllllll…” Faylana pressed a finger to her lips, her cheeks growing warm at the lewd sight of Greebi flopping his cock around. “I suppose just a little suck won’t hurt anything.”
			

			
				“Caldric not even get mad!” agreed Greebi. “He like if you do it! You know that true. I see him like watching. Mmmmm, come here. Give kisses to shank!”
			

			
				“I suppose a little taste won’t hurt,” said Faylana, leaning down to Greebi’s musty loins and letting his cock bump against her lips. 
			

			
				The goblin shuddered with pleasure, grabbing Faylana’s head as she pressed a kiss to his tip. Her lips so warm and inviting that he could not resist thrusting straight between them. Stuffing his full length into her mouth. Faylana moaned lustily as Greebi’s familiar cock filled her mouth. A saltiness from his cum and a hint of a tang from Momo’s nectar smeared over his bumpy little prick. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh, yesssss,” groaned Greebi as Faylana began to suck.
			

			
				She nursed his cock and took his excited thrusts without complaint. His bollocks slapped wetly against Faylana’s chin and his cock prodded the back of her throat. She stroked his skinny hips, feeling his muscles work as he rutted into her inviting mouth. She knew from experience that the little goblin could go several times in a single night, but she made an oath in her own mind to let her mouth be the only pleasure she offered to him. She didn’t want to make Caldric mad. Not after they were getting along so well again. 
			

			
				“Yes!” cried Greebi, pumping away wantonly into Faylana’s sucking mouth. “Oh! Yes! Good! Want to give seed! You suck? You suck out seed! Ohhhhhhh!”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmhhmm!” promised Faylana, looking up at Greebi as he humped her mouth, hilting his cock again and again between her lips. 
			

			
				She felt the little goblin’s entire body tense. His hands tightened in her hair and he sucked in his slight paunch. Bitter goblin cum jetted into her mouth and coated her tongue. She swallowed repeatedly, nursing every spurt from Greebi’s little cock. The goblin finally sagged against the headboard, panting, with a satisfied smile plastered on his face. Faylana wiped a trickle of cum from her chin and licked her fingers clean.
			

			
				She hoped that would be enough to satisfy the randy goblin. Caldric could be back at any moment and, despite her rationalizing, she felt guilty about being caught with Greebi’s cock in her mouth.
			

			
				Two floors down, as Faylana was licking goblin cum from her fingers, Caldric was debating the best method of clearing acorn weasels out of a cellar. Lady Ashendale vehemently shook her head at his proposal. 
			

			
				“They’re no bigger than a cat!” said Lady Ashendale. “I’m not letting you go get your sword and go down there and smash up all of my preserves!”
			

			
				Caldric sighed. He was grateful to have a bed to sleep in with Faylana, but this woman was testing his patience. He’d never even heard of an acorn weasel before, but Lady Ashendale claimed they got into the cellar at least once or twice every autumn. It was true that when he listened carefully he could hear a faint rattling sound from below, along with some sort of wet sound like feet padding in muddy puddles, and the occasional strange, gurgling groan. He pictured more of a swamp monster, but Lady Ashendale assured him these weasels were no worse than large angry tom cats.
			

			
				“I need some sort of weapon,” said Caldric. “I’m not going down there barehanded to grapple with something that wants to bite off my fingers.”
			

			
				Lady Ashendale glared at him judgementally. Caldric didn’t back down. She could glare at him all she wanted. He was not going down into the cellar to fight weasels without some sort of weapon.
			

			
				“Oh, very well,” said Lady Ashendale. “I thought a big strong warrior such as yourself would have a bit more courage when it comes to acorn weasels. I suppose even you are afraid of getting some scratches on your arms.”
			

			
				“Lady, those things might carry disease,” said Caldric. “Can I fetch my sword?”
			

			
				“No, no, nothing like a sword.” Lady Ashendale opened the door to a small closet and seemed to search inside. “Ah, here we are. The good broom won’t do. But you can use this old mop.”
			

			
				She handed Caldric a cracked mop handle mended, poorly, with glue. It bent slightly when he held it up and the mop portion looked like it had already been gnawed at by acorn weasels. But he was committed to helping Lady Ashendale and the old woman had stung his pride.
			

			
				“Alright,” he said, turning the mop over in his hands. “I’m ready. Point me in the direction of the cellar.”
			

			
				A wicked smile flitted across Lady Ashendale’s face. It was gone after only an instant, but Caldric saw it. Was she hoping he would get ripped up by weasels? Was that it? Some sadistic streak?
			

			
				“Right this way, Caldric,” said Lady Ashendale, showing him to the cellar door just inside the pantry. The cellar door was surprisingly large and heavy seeming. Lady Ashendale worked the knob, a certain delight dancing in her eyes. Caldric felt increasingly wary. He gripped the mop handle tightly and braced for an onslaught of weasels.
			

			
				The door opened a finger’s width and a strange smell emanated from below. It opened wider and—
			

			
				A woman’s bloodcurdling scream tore through the night. Caldric immediately slammed the cellar door closed and walked back into the kitchen. A second scream, close, but outside, and then it was gone. 
			

			
				“Did you hear that?” asked Caldric. 
			

			
				“Hmmmm? I might’ve heard something.” Lady Ashendale brushed a fleck of lint from her shoulder as if she could not be less concerned. “Now then are you going to deal with my weasel issues?”
			

			
				But Caldric had already forgotten about the acorn weasel infestation. He tossed the mop aside and ran to the garden door. He threw it open and went out into the chilly autumn night. The garden itself was concealed behind a tall hedge. Even when he found the entrance, the garden was not very inviting. It was overgrown and the flowers had been left to die as the weather turned. Leaves from the surrounding trees had piled up on the stone pathways. 
			

			
				“Hello?” called Caldric. “I heard screaming! Who is out there? Momo?”
			

			
				He seemed to remember Momo saying something about going for a walk. He searched the garden and found no sign of Momo or anyone else. As he made his way back to the garden entrance he noticed a scrap of cloth that glistened in the moonlight. He picked it up and was disgusted. The cloth, torn from a cloak or skirt, was saturated in some slimy substance. It had a strong smell and Caldric held it at arm’s length. 
			

			
				“What is it?” asked Lady Ashendale from the doorway.
			

			
				“Not certain,” said Caldric. “It seems… something slimy was out here in the garden.”
			

			
				“We do get slugs this time of year,” said the white-haired woman.
			

			
				“Yeah, maybe,” said Caldric, though he doubted it. Whoever had been out in the garden was gone. He hoped they were okay.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Fourth Victim
			

			
				 
			

			
				Greebi had heard Caldric shouting downstairs and thought he’d been caught red-handed by the jealous fighter. He’d managed to avoid being caught with his hands on Faylana’s tits and had scurried back to the safety of his room. It was several minutes before he heard Caldric’s boot clomping up the stairs. Greebi listened to the muffled voices as Caldric spoke to Faylana. He couldn’t tell what the fighter was saying, but he didn’t sound angry.
			

			
				“He’ll always be stupid human,” chuckled Greebi, realizing he’d gotten away with it again. “Maybe he want pretty elf to be with goblin. No understanding human. If I have Faylana I kill any male try to touch her.”
			

			
				He smiled contentedly and leaned back against the headboard of the bed. He fell asleep imagining a life with Faylana and Momo and any other woman he desired finally worshipping him as the great chief he should have been. Greebi, king of the goblins, with his harem surrounding him in his giant bed. Ruler of an army of goblins, not to slaughter humans, not even to conquer, just to push human males around a little and make human women horny. Soft tits to cushion his head, soft thighs to engulf him in feminine warmth, and hot, dripping cunts eager for his goblin cock.
			

			
				Greebi was gently roused from his slumber by a soft knocking at the door. He reluctantly departed his torrid realm of dreams of his harem bed and croaked, “What is it?”
			

			
				“Greebi,” came a husky whisper. “Greebi, it’s me.”
			

			
				“Faylana?” Greebi’s ears twitched and his prick began to stiffen. The chance he had taken in going to her earlier had paid off! He knew once she tasted his cock she would be craving it in that sweet little elf honeypot of hers! “I’m coming, my love! Greebi coming!”
			

			
				But when Greebi opened the door, there was no one in the hallway. He tuck his head out and looked in both directions. Nothing. Just the faint ticking of a grandfather clock and the rustling of windblown leaves outside.
			

			
				“Faylana? You here?” Greebi crept out of his room and down the hall. He listened at the door of Faylana’s room, but he could only make out the sound of Caldric’s snoring. The goblin padded silently around the halls on the second floor of the house but could find no trace of Faylana. A normal goblin might have abandoned the search. Might have been afraid of creeping around a dark, quiet house like this one. But not Greebi! He was all courage when it came to Faylana.
			

			
				Certain that she was not on the second floor, Greebi crept slowly downstairs. The house seemed even quieter down there. Even more empty and ominous. Strange artwork hung on the walls. Shadows deepened in corners.
			

			
				“Faylana?” whispered Greebi.
			

			
				His fear grew. Something wasn’t right, he could sense it. A presence in the shadows, or maybe the darkness itself, watching him. He told himself that he should go back to his bed and wait until morning to talk to Faylana.
			

			
				“Faylana?” he called out as he reached the empty kitchen. 
			

			
				Delicate hands emerged from the darkness behind Greebi and slid over his scrawny shoulders. He stiffened and sucked in a fearful gasp. 
			

			
				“I was waiting for you, my love,” whispered Faylana, pressing close to him. He turned slowly, relief washing over him.
			

			
				Faylana was as beautiful as ever, but strangely costumed in a cloak with its hood up and covering the top of her head and her eyes. 
			

			
				Such an odd outfit might have concerned him more were she not otherwise completely naked. The cloak pulled back from the luscious curves of her body. Pert, plump breasts heaving with each breath. Pink nipples stiff in the cool air. Gold-thatched cunt bare and blushing with her desire. Creamy thighs slightly parted by her stance. Greebi looked up in awe. His fear began to melt away. His prick stiffened and his body trembled with intense desire.
			

			
				“My… my love? You say this to Greebi?” He blinked and a smile spread wide across his face. Greebi’s natural goblin cowardice was overcome by elation. He threw his arms around Faylana’s midsection and buried his face in the welcoming warmth of her breasts. “Oh! Me love you too! Greebi loves you so much! We be happy together! I know you not stay with that human long!”
			

			
				“That’s right,” purred Faylana, stroking the back of Greebi’s head. “I was a fool to ever love Caldric. With his useless human cock. Only a monster cock – a goblin cock – can ever satisfy an elf like me.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” he squeezed tighter, nuzzling his face into her breasts and kissing them wantonly. “Ohhhh! Faylana! I love so much! Let me give you shank now!”
			

			
				“Of course, my sweet,” she said, turning with him and pulling him towards the relative privacy of the pantry just off the kitchen. “Did I tell you? I was wrong about the pregnancy! I carry no child of an orc. I am ripe for the plucking and I want you to have my womb, my love. Will you give me your mighty goblin seed?”
			

			
				Faylana spun with Greebi in her arms and fell back among the sacks of dry goods in the pantry. Greebi fell atop her, his cock prodding the warm folds of her cunt. He could not resist the temptation. 
			

			
				“Yes! Yes, I love Faylana! I give you my seed! Happy family! AAAAHHH!” He thrust into her soft, inviting cunt. It felt much looser than he remembered, as though she had been plundered by troll cocks. Perhaps that damned Ser Godrick had worn her out with his fat cock. But the slackness of here womanhood could hardly dim Greebi’s raging lust. 
			

			
				The little goblin rutted vigorously into Faylana warm, slick depths, pumping his hips into her heat and grabbing two handfuls of her soft breasts. Her cloak splayed out beneath her like a bedspread. Her hood shook with each thrust, still hiding her eyes in deep shadow. Which Greebi thought was a little strange, but he was more concerned with siring pups with Faylana than critiquing her outfit.
			

			
				“That’s it, my sweet goblin!” cried Faylana, pulling her knees towards her chest. “Pound me! Give it to me as deep as you can manage with that little cock. Come on now. Lift your head high. Let me gaze up into your eyes.”
			

			
				“But no see your eyes? Ohhhhhh!” Greebi didn’t wait for her to reply. He pushed up on his knees, holding Faylana’s thighs as he pounded into her. His pleasure rising and his wee bollocks tightening with each stroke. He could feel it surging in his abdomen. The need to realize his greatest dream. To fulfill his purpose and become the king he’d always known he was meant to be.
			

			
				“Oooooo!” cooed Faylana, her tits bouncing with each of the goblin’s strokes. “That’s it, my brave goblin lover! Fill me with your seed! I can feel it! I can feel you… yesss!”
			

			
				“Ahhhhh!” Greebi threw back his head as his pleasure became inescapable. Ecstasy gripping him, spurring his movements, each thrust into Faylana’s hot pussy sending him deeper into the pits of his pleasure. His balls tight. His cock throbbing. Twitching. Spurting! At long last, pumping his seed triumphantly into Faylana’s fertile cove.
			

			
				And in that moment of triumph, he did not hear the door open beside him. Did not see the creature that came from the cellar. Did not even sense its tentacles circles around his neck until it was too late. His cry of pleasure was strangled as the tentacles cinched tight around Greebi’s scrawny neck. His eyes bulged. He was pulled back, cock still spurting yellowish goblin cum all over Faylana’s flushed cunt. He kicked and knocked into Faylana with enough force to cause her hood to fall back from her face.
			

			
				The beautiful elf looked the same except… the eyes! Her dark, cold, cruel eyes staring at him with contempt as the creature strangled him and dragged him away from his love. His false love. Away from the lie of his victory and down into the steamy depths of the horrors awaiting him in the house’s cellar. 
			

			
				The door slammed shut as Greebi was dragged down into the cellar. He never saw Faylana’s features twist, glisten, and slide like melted wax from a face that was not her own. A body that was not her own. When the liquifying was done, Veera lay smiling on the floor, goblin cum oozing from her freshly fucked pussy.
			

			
				The time was drawing near. Veera only had a few left to dispose of and the goddess would have her prize.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Fifth and Sixth Victims
			

			
				 
			

			
				Andrei dreamt that a powder gun went off near his head, so loud that it was still echoing in his ears when he sat bolt upright in the bed. He sat there listening to the silence in the house. So dreadfully quiet that he could hear the tick of a clock on the first floor through his bedroom door. He tried to will himself to relax, but something felt wrong. As though there was a presence there in the room with him. Something terrible and predatory. 
			

			
				Faylana and his other newfound companions were in peril. He felt certain of it. He arose from his bed and grabbed his sword belt. He tied this around his silk nightshirt. A ridiculous look, but he felt there was no time to dress properly. He crept out into the hall, sensing the wrongness of the house deepen as if in response to his wariness. Dark forces were aligned against Andrei and his companions. He rested one hand on his sword and prepared to draw it at the first indication of danger.
			

			
				He moved down the hall, first to Greebi’s room and then, hearing nothing, on to the room shared by Caldric and Faylana. He could make out snoring. Soft and deep. He thought about knocking but decided it might be better (and surely more heroic) to take matters into his own hands. He continued past the room and down the stairs to the first floor.
			

			
				There was little doubt in Andrei’s mind that the menace was coming from the direction of the kitchen. He crossed the darkened lower floor, past the sitting room with the ticking clock, and crept barefoot into the kitchen. There was a strange musk in the air. He sniffed. Sex. Lingering sex. He followed his nose to the pantry. 
			

			
				The door to the cellar was open just enough for strange greenish light to emanate from the edges. Andrei listened and heard gurgling and wet slurping sounds that made his blood run cold. Nevertheless, the steeled himself, drew his sword, and gently opened the door. He took each step quietly. His heart pounding. His sword gripped tightly.
			

			
				The unearthly light emanated from the depths of the cellar. A stench like fish bait and semen. Something horrible was at the foot of the stairs. Andrei knew it. Tried to ready himself to face it.
			

			
				He could never have prepared himself for what he found. So grotesque and horrible that Andrei stood staring for several seconds before he could even make sense of what he was witnessing.
			

			
				Tavek, Borto, Greebi, Momo Unahara, and Lady Ashendale were encased in fleshy translucent pods. Each pod contained one of his companions and a bath of luminous green liquid that pulsed and circulated around them. They were nude and looked to be in pain but did not seem to be harmed. Greebi, Borto, and Tavek were both being stimulated by some sort of tentacle or umbilical tube that throbbed and flexed around their cocks. Momo and Lady Ashendale were being plundered by similar appendages, only those took on a more phallic shape at the tip. 
			

			
				“By the gods,” whispered Andrei. “What horror is this?”
			

			
				Tavek twitch and bubbles streamed from his mouth. The tube engulfing his cock began to visibly jerk and green energy began to swirl through the tube. Andrei followed the motion, watching the green flow out of the pod along the glistening tube that snaked across the floor. The tube from each of the pods led to the back of a mound of living flesh. It took Andrei a moment to realize it was roughly humanoid and twice the size of a man. It shuddered as it absorbed whatever green energy was being extracted from Tavek. Its gray, amphibian-like flesh rippled. Its back was turned to Andrei, but he could see tentacles writhing lazily and two huge upper limbs.
			

			
				He held his sword in a two-handed grip and advanced towards the pods. Perhaps he could strike this monstrosity a fatal blow while it was inactive. Then he could free his companions from whatever torture they were enduring in the pods.
			

			
				Andrei reached the gurgling pods and passed among them. He could not help but notice there were spots for two more pods. Was that for Caldric and Faylana or someone else? He sensed movement and looked back at the creature just in time to see it turn to face him. It stood fully upright, towering over him, tubes still connecting it to the five pods. Its body glistening and rippled with muscles. It arms and shoulders were huge. Its head elongated and rounded. Like some eyeless newt. 
			

			
				Andrei was so intent on the huge creature that he failed to notice the tube slithering across the floor until it reached between his legs. He cried out as the slimy tendril pushed into the leg of his undershorts. A wet, slippery opening engulfed the tip of Andrei’s flaccid cock, soft and yet immediately it began to suck him with monstrous vigor. 
			

			
				Andrei cried out in alarm, feeling waves of pleasure as the tube drew on his flesh and stiffened his cock. He swung his sword in a downward arc at the tube to sever it past the head of his cock. Instead, the hulking creature caught his wrists and wrenched the sword from Andrei’s grasp. The squire had a distinct feeling that this huge creature could break him in half if it so desired. It stood over him, horribly silent.
			

			
				He cried out, recoiling as he lost his weapon. Staggering back into the shadows as a pod yawned open behind him. Suddenly gripped with a peak of pleasure, Andrei moaned pitifully as he exploded into the slimy tube pumping away at his cock. He lost his footing, falling back into the pod as it snapped shut around him. He kicked and punched at the pod’s interior as the glowing green liquid began to circulate all over his body. Dissolving his clothing. Oozing into his flesh to relax him and make him lose himself to the sick pleasure of what was happening. 
			

			
				He gurgled helplessly as green energy began to flow from his loins to nourish the creature. He managed one final scream before the green liquid engulfed him completely.
			

			
				Veera was delighted to return from cleaning herself to find another of her victims had found his own way into one of the nursing pods. She giggled and pressed a kiss to the translucent skin of the pod containing Andrei. The poor squire twitched and gurgled within as his body released more of his life energy doing the pulsating tube. 
			

			
				Veera turned to the groom. The creature was growing so large so quickly. Its tentacles twitched and its clawed hands flexed. Veera ran her fingers over its brawny chest and down to the flat of his loins. 
			

			
				“The time has come, my lovely pet,” she purred, rubbing the faintest swelling of its groin. “Arise and claim your bride. Claim the avatar of the goddess. Call out to her.”
			

			
				The creature’s wide mouth split its eyeless face and its wide pink tongue vibrated against the jagged rows of its teeth. Only Faylana could hear the sound the creature was making. Veera wished she could hear the siren’s song of the groom, but she knew if she could it would be her undoing. She stepped back as it sang out again, faint magical waves of its mating call prickling at Veera’s skin and causing the hairs on her neck and arms to stand on end.
			

			
				Far above Veera and the groom, Faylana’s eyes fluttered open, and she sat up in her bed. She did not see the house around her. Nor the bed. Nor Caldric for that matter. She was back in the Golden Wood, on a sun-warmed field of wildflowers. Nearby was a ravine and stream babbling softly over stones. She arose from the flowers and followed the sound of the stream down into the ravine. Beside those cool waters she saw a grotto and heard the song of the trees.
			

			
				Calling to her. Bringing her. 
			

			
				The man was so beautiful. Made of wood and shaped by the spirits of nature and not by the hands of elves or men. Grown for her and no one else. His eyes dark and ancient. His grown bark smooth to the touch beneath her fingers. He towered over her and cradled her cheek in his hand. He did not speak, he only made that beautiful melody. Haunting and compelling. Her eyes glistened with tears as she understood he was there for her alone. 
			

			
				She felt something growing between them. Soft at first but stiffening and stretching. Smooth and wide and dripping with sap. Her fingers caressed it. Her body ached for it. That huge cock. How could she deny the primeval lust of the Golden Wood itself? 
			

			
				With a moan of acquiescence, Faylana shed her nightgown and offered herself to the woodland spirit.
			

			
				It was all a lie, of course. Magic meant to calm the groom’s mate. Veera watched as the elf fell to the floor. Faylana parted her creamy thighs and stared up in tearful wonder at the groom. The cruel witch wondered what the elf was seeing. What fantasy of purity and love deceived Faylana. Then the groom fell upon Faylana, intent on fulfilling its purpose, and Veera only cared about the glorious reality of the mating ritual. 
			

			
				The time had come at last. Amonothus, Mother of Monsters, would live 5,000 years in the comely flesh of the elf and restore the rule of the old ones.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Alone in the House
			

			
				 
			

			
				The bed was empty beside Caldric and the blanket peeled back. He ran his hand over the sheet. The bed was cool. She hadn’t just run off the privy. Was Faylana with some other man? Had she already betrayed his love? No, the door was left open. Something was wrong.
			

			
				He swung his legs out of bed and pulled on his clothes hastily. After what had happened earlier with that strange scream in the garden, Caldric was not taking any chances. He belted on his sword and hurried out of the room. Was she with Greebi? Andrei? No, their rooms were open and empty. So too was Borto’s room. And Caldric realized he hadn’t seen Tavek since arriving at this house. 
			

			
				“OooooooOOOOooo!” a ghostly, feminine cry arose from the lower floor of the house. It chilled Caldric to the bone. He was certain without truly knowing that Faylana was in grave peril.
			

			
				Caldric did not creep timidly down to the kitchen. He ran, following the moans and gasps and the ominous slapping sounds coming from the cellar. He dashed to the door – the same door he had been about to open we heard the scream outside – and he threw it open. A nauseating green glow and unwholesome smell emanated from the bottom of the stairs into the cellar. Caldric drew his sword and descended.
			

			
				A sort of hell awaited him. 
			

			
				His companions were arranged in a circle, their bodies slowly withering inside pods sloshing with luminous green liquid. At the center of this circle, Faylana lay upon a bed of flesh, her thighs parted wide by the abomination rutting into her with a cock as big as Caldric’s arm. Her abdomen bulged. Her body arched and she cried out again. Her breasts shook. Her thighs quaked. Sweat sheened a face contorted madly with pleasure. Her eyes rolled. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhhh! Yes!” she wailed, bucking her hips as the massive creature rammed its cock into her stretched cunt. Tentacles flailed from its body. Two of them fondled and caressed Faylana’s heaving mounds. One was invading her anus, a thick, glistening cable pumping into her pink star as its huge gray cock plundered her pussy. 
			

			
				“Isn’t it magnificent?” whispered Veera, suddenly very close behind Caldric.
			

			
				“It is an abomination,” snarled Caldric. “Is this your doing, witch?”
			

			
				“I enact the will of the goddess,” replied Veera, fearlessly running her hand down Caldric’s torso to the bulge in his trousers. It was twitching. Responding to the obscene sight before him regardless of his fear. He groaned as her fingers worked the laces of his trousers and her hand reached in to take hold of his stiffening cock. “Do you wish to serve her, Caldric?”
			

			
				“Release her! Let Faylana go!” he roared. Faylana seemed to answer him with a wail of pleasure. Veera only chuckled and stroked his hard cock. Her thumb rubbing beneath his cockhead. Precum welling at his tip. Caldric rasped, “What goddess… would want such a thing as this?”  
			

			
				“Amonothus,” said Veera and the word rolled through Caldric like the caress of something unseen while swimming in the sea. There was a terrible power in that name. A power far older than even the elves. “Yes, you feel her power. Give up on Faylana. She belongs to the goddess now. Your friends are fodder for this summoning. But you can live on, Caldric. Renounce your humanity. Give yourself to the goddess.”
			

			
				“N-noooo,” groaned Caldric, feeling the growing pleasure in his cock as he stared at Faylana being defiled by the huge creature. The creature’s thrusts were growing erratic and ever more intense. Its huge mouth split is eyeless face and the creature howled with mute pleasure.
			

			
				“The moment is almost upon us,” whispered Veera. “Surrender now, Caldric. Before it is too late. Mmmmmm… let me help you decide.”
			

			
				The pale witch lifted the back of her skirt and rubbed her pert white bottom against Caldric. She arched her back and presented herself to him. Pushed against his cock. Drawing him to her hot, slick folds. Her netherlips seemed to suck at him. He looked at Faylana, lost in pleasure, begging for the beast’s cum. Caldric’s cock parted the slick folds of Veera’s cunt. Her hot channel opened to him and she pushed back onto him, holding him by the root. 
			

			
				“Thaaaaat’s it,” moaned Veera. “Fuck me as a human. Fuck me as a man for the last time. You will become one with… with the Mother of Monsters.”
			

			
				His body craved the witch’s embrace. It took every shred of his willpower not to throw his sword aside, grab her slender waist, and plow her to match the pace of the beast thrusting atop Faylana. But that very depraved mating was what gave him the strength to resist. Veera’s ass pushed back against him, pert cheeks colliding with his hips as her loose cunt engulfed him. She squeezed her inner muscles and groaned with pleasure. 
			

			
				“Cummmmm for me, my love! Fill me with the spirit of the forest!” Faylana’s voice broke through the pleasure Caldric was experiencing. 
			

			
				This was no spirit of the forest atop his beloved Faylana. She was being tricked. He looked again at his companions, withering away in pods of sloshing green liquid. Then he looked down and realized Vera was holding the root of his cock, but her cunt was not swallowing him up at all. It was some hideous, fleshy tendril. The same kind that engulfed the cocks of his friends trapped in the pods. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh!” Horror, disgust, and pleasure surged through him as he erupted into the slurping tendril, pumping his seed into the reality of the thing and not the witchcraft fantasy Veera had whispered in his ear. Her laughter unleashed his anger. He knocked the witch away with a back handed blow. She cried out and went sprawl between the pods containing Momo and Tavek. Still spurting into the tendril, Caldric swung his sword and severed it from his cock. He staggered back and tore the wounded collar of it from his twitching manhood. “Vile thing! Die! Death to all of this evil!”
			

			
				As far as heroic moments go, it was a highlight for Caldric, spoiled only slightly by the fact that his hard cock was sticking out of his trousers. He swung again and again, rupturing the pods containing his companions and causing them to split open and disgorge his friends. He destroyed these fleshy prisons as he advanced on the beast. 
			

			
				He struck and the creature and it barely seemed to notice. He struck again and again and finally his sword bit deep enough into its leathery flesh that the creature screeched and knocked him back. It dismounted from Faylana, its huge cock dripping with pre and its mouth opening in an angry hiss. Caldric charged and chopped his sword into its chest. It looked down at him trying to pull the blade back out and it raked its claw across his chest. Pain and blood burst forth from the wound. Caldric staggered back. The creature tore his sword free and tossed it aside. It turned back to Faylana, who was panting with need and holding the backs of her legs to keep them spread wide.
			

			
				“Spirit of the forest,” cried Faylana, “claim me! Amonothus! I surrender myself to you!”
			

			
				“It’s too late, Caldric,” laughed Veera, stepping onto the blade of Caldric’s sword as he reached for it. “I’ve trained her on monster cocks. I have awakened her desire for the power of the beast. You will never satisfy her. She belong to the—”
			

			
				Caldric decked Veera. The witch dropped like a ragdoll, falling to the floor unconscious. 
			

			
				“She belongs to no man or goddess,” growled Caldric. “You’ve tricked her. Your goddess tricked her!”
			

			
				He picked up his sword and turned back to face the creature. It was leaning over Faylana, aiming its massive cock back at her pink elf cunt. It drew its monstrous hips back. Held Faylana by her ankles. And thrust forward to finish the ritual.
			

			
				Caldric’s sword intervened. The monstrous creature’s cock parted as easily as the tentacle that had latched onto Caldric earlier. An arm’s length of monstrous phallus flopped against Faylana’s thigh and then rolled to the floor. The creature looked down at its stump, not comprehending for a moment. Then purple blood sprayed in a torrent from the wound and the creature recoiled in horror. Its scream was inaudible, but felt like a fetid blast of air. Its mouth was wide open. Caldric drove his sword into that hideous maw, straight into the creature’s brain. It was slain in an instant and burst from existence like a popped soap bubble. 
			

			
				Caldric tossed aside his sword and fell to his knees beside Faylana. 
			

			
				“My love, it’s me,” he said, cradling her face. “Faylana! Faylana, do you hear me?”
			

			
				“Is it you… the… woodsman?” she said weakly.
			

			
				“It is Caldric, my love,” he said.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, Caldric,” she cried, wrapping her arms around him. “I had the most awful dream…”
			

			
				She embraced him tightly. They kissed and held one another as the vile magic drained from the cellar. Their companions, weak, but alive, and Lady Ashendale, very confused, began to arise from their slimy prisons. 
			

			
				Caldric picked Faylana’s sweaty body up in his arms. “Come my love. Let’s go home.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Return to Zeegendorf
			

			
				 
			

			
				They gathered at the Hook and Brew. A modest tavern befitting their ill fortunes. Faylana and Caldric sat side-by-side at the head of the table. Their friends, including Greebi, seated along the length of the table. 
			

			
				“So why have you brought us all out here?” asked Tavek, already drunk on stout. “A new adventure?”
			

			
				“A wedding?” asked Borto. “I can tell by that blush on Faylana’s cheeks, they’re finally getting married.”
			

			
				“Yes, well, you’re both right,” said Caldric. “We are to be married. Sooner rather than later. I’ve already made arrangements at the Temple of Miatha.”
			

			
				“Congratulations, old friend!” said Tavek, banging his hand hard enough on the table to make cups jump. “But why the Harvest Queen? I’ve never known you to invoke her. You’re no farmer.”
			

			
				“I chose it,” said Faylana. “Miatha is the goddess of nature for you humans. And abundance at the harvest. We hope to… well, you tell them.”
			

			
				“It seems my uncle has passed away,” said Caldric. He was met with condolences, but he waved them away. “Never met the man. But he never took a wife or raised a family, so he died with quite a few coins to his name. Enough for me to lease the old bakery on Boken Street. I’ll have to spend most of it fixing the place up but—”
			

			
				“What are you saying?” demanded Tavek.
			

			
				“Yeah, I don’t follow any of this,” said Andrei, who seemed too drunk to follow much of anything.
			

			
				Caldric spread his hands to calm his friends. He put one arm around Faylana.
			

			
				“We’re retiring from adventuring,” said Caldric. “We can’t carry on after what happened in Derring. It was too horrible. And with Faylana pregnant, it’s time for us to settle down.”
			

			
				“But I just returned to adventuring for you lot,” said Tavek, shooting to his feet. “I… I need you! I thought…”
			

			
				Tavek let it go. He sat back down. 
			

			
				“You have Andrei and Momo. Borto and Greebi. You can make a fine adventuring party together. Faylana and I are going to be opening a bakery. The Adventurer’s Bakery, we’re going to call it.” 
			

			
				“I like it very much,” said Momo, who no longer wore her blindfold. “I think this is a wonderful idea.”
			

			
				“I no want adventure,” griped Greebi. “I want work in bakery.”
			

			
				“Sure!” said Faylana.
			

			
				“Now I don’t know about that,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“We can’t pay you much though,” said Faylana. “All of our money will be going to fixing the place up. They had a fire there you know.”
			

			
				“I work free,” said Greebi, already fantasizing about frosting Faylana’s cupcakes.
			

			
				“We can discuss this later,” growled Caldric. His smile returned. “For tonight, let’s be together. As friends and as adventurers. All of you will always be welcome at my table and in our bakery. Even you, Greebi.”
			

			
				“To retirement then,” said Tavek, raising his mug.
			

			
				“To retirement!” they all agreed, knocking their cups together.
			

			
				Caldric looked over at his beautiful elf bride and felt his heart swell with happiness. At long last, they could build they life he had always wanted. His perverse desires would fade away and he could have a normal loving relationship with her.
			

			
				“Oh, I’ve baked a cake for this,” said Faylana, remembering the cake dish she had brought. “It’s an old elven recipe. Very delicious. I had to search the market for hours to find mullionberry, but they had just enough for the jam topping.”
			

			
				She set her cake dish on the table and lifted the top. 
			

			
				“Oooooh, that looks good,” said Borto, leaning closer. The others agreed. 
			

			
				As Faylana leaned over to cut the cake, the neckline of her bodice hung open. Her plump breasts dangled almost on full display.
			

			
				Caldric looked around the table and realized Greebi, Borto, Andrei, and even Tavek were staring at Faylana’s tits. In fact, men at other tables were staring as well. Even the barkeeper was staring down her bodice from across the room. 
			

			
				Caldric tried to keep smiling, but he felt something stirring in his trousers. 
			

			
				His smile fell away as his cock began to harden at the thought of all those men ogling his fiancé. Wanting her plush elven beauty. Even retired from adventuring, he realized that he was going to have his hands full trying to keep men away from his cheating elf wife. 
			

			
				That particular adventure had only just begun…
			

			
				


			
				ALTERNATE ENDING ONE
			

			
				Whore for the Horseguard (Book Twelve)
			

			
				 
			

			
				In Book Twelve, several characters try to seduce Faylana at Boar’s Rock. Pel Gryphon, captain of the Lucan Horseguard, lures Faylana to a cabin in the mountains and surprises her with his unsavory companions. Lieutenant Davros and Lieutenant Sporfeld want in on the action too. Faylana gives in to their lust and enjoys a foursome with the three cavalrymen. Afterwards, they propose she abandon Caldric and they will take care of her. Faylana grows angry and attacks them with her magic. This alternate take sees Faylana warming to their proposal…
			

			
				 
			

			
				“You know, you should leave that sick dog in the infirmary,” said Pel, his words a bit thick with the brandy. “Caldric, wasn’t it? Forget about him. A man who has had a spear in his belly will never be the same.”
			

			
				“We could take care of you,” suggested Davros. 
			

			
				“I could take care of her,” growled Pel, glancing at the other men. “Better than that loser.”
			

			
				Faylana was incensed at first. They were dismissive of Ser Godrick and downright cruel about her poor injured Caldric. But the warmth of the fire and the brandy in her belly kept her anger in check.
			

			
				“I cannot leave Caldric,” she said, gazing into the crackling flames and puffing thoughtfully on her cigar. “At least not… right away.”
			

			
				Sporfeld and Davros exchanged a glance and a waggle of eyebrows. Pel leaned forward. Took Faylana’s hand and caressed her fingers.
			

			
				“Oh, but we’ll see he heals up. You just stay here in the cabin. Relax. We can bring food, wine, clothing; whatever you want. An endless supply of fresh cocks. And mine. Mine will be your favorite.”
			

			
				Faylana stirred from her reverie and glanced down at Pel’s flaccid cock. It was rather nice. It seemed bigger than Caldric’s even when it was soft. She reached down between Pel’s thighs and wrapped her fingers around his manhood. It began to stir almost immediately.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm,” she said, working her fingers up and down Pel’s shaft and tugging on his loose skin. Soon enough, he was hard in her hand. He began to kiss her shoulder and neck. His hand engulfed her breasts. Fingers upon her stiffening nipple. “Well, perhaps I could stay here for a while. Are you certain Ser Godrick… mmmm… won’t be cross with me?”
			

			
				“Cross?” Pel lifted his kiss from Faylana’s slender neck. He looked at her earnestly even though she was wanking his cock without pause. “No, no, my lovely elf. He will be curious, certainly, but we will tell him you had to… ooohhhh… be off.”
			

			
				“Gone traveling,” suggested Davros, wanking his own cock idly as he watched. 
			

			
				“Up in the mountains,” offered Sprofeld. 
			

			
				“Yes, my dear,” said Pel. “We will handle everything. All you need to concern yourself with is being happy with all these cocks that will come to please you. So many hard cocks. I promise… you shall never run out as long as I am captain of the horseguard.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmmm,” she moaned as Pel moved atop her and pushed her back among the furs upon the floor. His kiss became more insistent. His hands more forceful. Faylana yielded to his lust, parting her plump thighs and offering him the well-fucked groove of her cunt. His kiss moved down to her breasts. Licking them. Sucking at those straining buds as he took hold of his cock and aimed it for the quivering folds of her cunt.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh alright,” she gasped, folding her legs around him as he hilted in her cunt. “I can imagine nothing better than this. I will fuck any man you bring me, Pel. Ohhhhhh, yes, if you promise to fuck me like this too.”
			

			
				“As much as you want, my sweet elf!” grunted Pel, hammering his cock into the frothy depths of her cum-filled cunt. His body slapping against hers and sending Faylana’s soft tits bouncing and splashing against her ribcage.
			

			
				She came for him. Hard and deep, feeling the pleasure radiate up from her core and seem to catch against the sensitive bud of her clit. Pel came with her as she gripped him with her slick walls. He drove deep, cried out, and threw back his head. Faylana gasped at the hot rush of his seed. Her spasms of ecstasy nursed every drop from his pumping cock.
			

			
				The deal was done in those moments. Her life with Caldric disposed of beside the fire with Pel and the two other cavalrymen eager for her luscious elf body. She pleasured them with abandon. She sucked when a cock was offered her mouth. She fucked when it was presented to her cunt or even her ass. She found a second and then a third wind, riding one man and moving right to the next when that man had finished. Cum dripped from her holes. It filled her belly. And, at least, she was well and truly exhausted.
			

			
				The cavalrymen left her wrapped in furs and whimpering by the fire. Her ass red from their hands and the steady impacts of their bodies. Her cunt flushed and sore and dripping with the combined filth of their seed. She turned her head to watch them dress, smiling at them as she accepted her new place in the world.
			

			
				“Worry not, my sweet elf,” said Pel, leaning down to kiss her forehead. “I will handle it all. You will not hear from Ser Godrick or your wounded pigeon again. I will bring food, drink, and fresh men to satisfy your needs.
			

			
				“Soon?” she gasped, lifting her head.
			

			
				“Soon,” he promised, stealing a kiss from her lips before he departed.
			

			
				That night, Faylana cleaned the cabin and reconsidered her decision. She thought of Caldric suffering in the castle and what he would think when he learned that she was gone. She considered returning to be with him again, or at least to explain herself in person, but her fear of what he might say held her back. No, as she looked at the twinkling stars above the mountains, she knew that her life with Caldric was over. She would spend a time with these exciting young men and their hard cocks. She would learn the ways of being a whore. 
			

			
				And she would savor every minute of this new experience.
			

			
				The next morning, Pel Gryphon arrived early. He had brought two new men to see her. There was Lieutenant Banbridge, an effete gentleman with an oiled mustache and ramrod posture, and Sergeant Krazzen, who was scarred and pock-marked with a scraggly beard upon his chin and hair that was unfashionably long in the back. The two men introduced themselves. She poured them brandy from one of the fresh bottled Pel had brought. Then, at Pel’s urging, she began to undress to a tune he played on a sliver flute. The two newcomers stared with rapt attention, for they had scarcely seen an elf before, let alone a beautiful one willing to undress for their amusement. 
			

			
				As Faylana peeled off her bra, Sergeant Krazzen lost all control. He practically leapt upon her, kissing her and fondling her as he bore her down to the floor beside the fire. Lieutenant Banbridge pulled him away from Faylana, but it was only because he insisted, “Officers first.”
			

			
				“Yes, sir,” said Krazzen, returning to his chair and watching as Banbridge embraced Faylana. 
			

			
				The stiff cavalryman was far from a good lover, but he was quite handsome. He kissed her almost tentatively and so she smashed a passionate kiss to his lips and reached for his cock. Once her hand found the long, stiff shaft in his trousers she pressed her fingers inside and began to stroke. Banbridge held on for a few pumps of her fingers, but when she got his cock out and dropped to her knees, his defensed crumbled. He was cumming practically the moment her mouth found his reddened tip. She wanked him into her open mouth so that he could see it all, then swallowed it and finished him with a kiss.
			

			
				“My turn,” growled Krazzen, pushing Banbridge aside.
			

			
				“Good try, my friend,” chuckled Pel, watching from his perch by the table. 
			

			
				“I’ll be ready to go again soon,” insisted Banbridge. “Just need a bit more brandy.”
			

			
				Faylana was practically bowled over by Krazzen’s enthusiasm. The gruff man had stripped out of his uniform and down to his shorts and undershirt. He yanked his underwear down as he came for her, his thick cock and hairy loins exposed. He gripped his root and fell upon her, his free hand going to her breasts and fondling them both with the enthusiasm of a much younger man. His kiss was sloppy and slobbery, but Faylana yielded to it gamely, parting her lips to his thrusting tongue and meeting him with her own. Tasting the brandy in his kiss as he squeezed her breasts and plucked at her nipples. His stiff cock rubbing against her thighs as he stroked himself.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” she moaned into his smothering kiss.
			

			
				“Aye, that’s right,” he grunted against her lips. “No lady, elf or woman, can resist Krazzen’s fat cock. I’ll make you cum so hard you’ll be begging for me to go again.”
			

			
				“Oh, sergeant,” gasped Faylana, laughing at his eagerness. “I’ve had more than a few lovers with which to compare. But I’ll give you a fair chance.”
			

			
				“Any cocks been up that sweet quim today, love?” he asked, kissing her neck and shoulder.
			

			
				“No, why do you—AAHHH!”
			

			
				Krazzen answered her by lifting his weight from atop her and then grasping her legs and bending them back. He pulled her hips towards him so that her weight was resting against the back of her neck and shoulders. He knelt high above her, holding her legs and leaning his face down to her cunt. His tongue was as eager with her slick folds as it had been with her mouth. He tongued her cunt and slurped at her defenseless pussy. His grubby fingers plundered her cove and he rimmed the soft clench of her asshole. He was a beast. A brute. But a considerate one. He licked and sucked at her clit until she was quaking with pleasure and calling his name again and again.
			

			
				“Krazzen! Ohhhh, yes! Krazzen!” 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmnnnnnnnhh!” he replied, his mouth suctioned to her cunt and his tongue battering her clit. His bloodshot eyes bulging as he stared down at her contorted loveliness. Making her body twist and tense. Pleasure wracking her as she came against his lips and the hot, inescapable suction of his mouth. 
			

			
				Her climax receded and Krazzen let her slip from his grasp and down to the floor again. Her body warm all over. Her thighs trembling as he pushed them apart and moved between them. His cock in hand. The fat tip against her cunt as he leaned down and pressed a filthy kiss to her mouth. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” she cried and he sheathed his cock inside her. His concern for her pleasure was over. Krazzen fucked her like the drunken brute she had assumed him to be when he had first set upon her. He pinned her hands above her head and slammed his fat cock in and out of her body. He carried with him the stink of alcohol and sweat and some other unpleasant aroma like a wound gone sour. The pleasure of his tongue was forgotten as his weight bore down on her and his cock seemed to stiffen inside her.
			

			
				“Yeah, you like that,” he grunted. “You like it deep? Eh? Well, elfy, I’ve got a big one for you. Big fat load of this spunk. Here it… her it comes!”
			

			
				His face reddened as he tensed above her. His cock throbbing deep inside her. Jets of his seed burst against her womb. He eased back and withdrew his cock and she felt the warm, thick liquid pouring out of her cunt. Down her crack. Puddling beneath her on the floor.
			

			
				Krazzen gave her a last sloppy kiss before Pel’s hands pulled him away.
			

			
				“My turn! Gods, you’ve made her smell like a barnyard down there. Only one thing to be done.” Pel looked down at Faylana with disgust. “Turn over, my dear. I shall fuck your ass today.”
			

			
				“Hmmmmm?” she looked up with surprise.
			

			
				Pel was hurried and he grabbed her and handled her a bit roughly as he turned her over and put her on her hands and knees. He spit loudly and smeared his saliva into her crack. Hardly the romance he had seemed to promise the day before. Then his cock was pressing between her plush cheeks and against the velvet divot of her asshole. She was glad for Krazzen’s wandering tongue then, for he had left her well-prepared to be fucked. 
			

			
				Pel took her with sharp, uncaring strokes. His hands on her slender waist. His hips slapping against her bottom and making her soft tits swing. Not gentle. Not even really considering what she might be feeling. 
			

			
				“Pel, please,” she gasped. “Slow down a bit.”
			

			
				He fucked her harder, driving her face down into the rug beside the fire and slamming his cock into the stretched ring of her anus. His pleasure growing. The heat building inside her until, with a sharp yell, he hunched forward over her and buried his cock deep. She felt it throbbing against her clench and the warm pressure of his cum spurting into her bowels. He drew back slowly and a humiliating bubble of his seed came out of her ass.
			

			
				“Ha,” laughed Pel, wiping his cock on her creamy cheeks. “Best clean yourself up, Faylana. I’ll be back tomorrow probably. Is there anything you’d like from the castle?”
			

			
				“Some more wine,” she suggested, rolling over. “And something sweet.”
			

			
				“I’ll do what I can,” said Pel, quickly donning his cavalry jacket. Lieutenant Banbridge muttered some complaint about not getting another chance. Pel clapped him on the epaulet. “Next time. You can soak your cock in that sweet elf cunny for as long as you’d like. Just bring her a little present. Isn’t that right, Faylana?”
			

			
				“Y-yes, Pel,” she said, smiling up from the floor.
			

			
				How could she disagree with them? After all, she had abandoned her wounded lover and had allowed herself to become a whore for the horseguard. As she watched them go, she poured herself a tall cup of brandy and began to prepare a bath. She soaked in the tub with the cup of brandy resting against her breasts, her visions of the future severely curtailed.
			

			
				


			
				ALTERNATE ENDING TWO
			

			
				Bride of the Boar (Book Thirteen)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Book Thirteen ends with Faylana seemingly embarrassed by Caldric and under the influence of Ser Godrick. This takes turns in later books, giving Caldric more chances to win back Faylana and save his relationship through sometimes unusual means. But this alternate ending assumes that Ser Godrick struck while he had the chance, rushing into a marriage with Faylana while Caldric could do nothing but watch and suffer the pain of finally losing Faylana completely…
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric could not believe he’d drunk himself senseless. Someone must have spiked his wine. Was it Godrick? Someone else? He saw what that pig intended and he had to stop it! Caldric winced as he pulled his tunic down over his freshly bandaged wound. He stuffed his feet into his scuffed boots and staggered out into the hallway of the castle. Faylana had looked right at him as she had walked into the castle with that fat brute. Arm-in-arm. The one man he had told her to watch out for and she was looking at Caldric with disdain!
			

			
				“To hell with him! I’ll take her back!” snarled Caldric. He grabbed the tunic of the first house servant he encountered and slammed the poor man against the wall. “Where is he? Damn you, where is Ser Godrick!?”
			

			
				“H-h-his quarters,” cried the man. “The w-wedding is over and he has retired to his q-quarters with—”
			

			
				“Wedding!?” Caldric shook the man and caused him to drop silverware from the tray he was carrying. “What wedding? Who did he marry?”
			

			
				Caldric was pretty sure the terrified servant said, “The elf.” 
			

			
				He couldn’t be sure because of the roar of the blood rushing in in his ears. The fury boiling inside him and sending him storming through the castle halls, past scurrying servants and frightened guests. He even brushed past guards who called after him but did not think to stop him. At least, they didn’t stop him until he went up the stairs to the Ser Godrick’s private suite. The two guards posted outside lowered there halberds.
			

			
				“No one enters,” said one.
			

			
				“Faylana is in there! My beloved Faylana is in there with that pig!” roared Caldric.
			

			
				“Watch now,” warned the man who had spoken.
			

			
				“Just piss off,” said the other. “Don’t make trouble you’ll regret.”
			

			
				Caldric was not listening to them. He grabbed them both and flung them against the hall with almost superhuman strength. They recovered with shouts of alarm and brandished their halberds, but Caldric was already through the door into Ser Godrick’s suite. 
			

			
				“Where are you!? Godrick! Where are you, you beast!?” He shouted as he stormed through the suite, past billowing curtains and into the bedroom with its pink lanterns and the thick, sweet small of flowers in the air. Caldric froze in the doorway, his heart in his throat, his fury dying as a strangle cry at what he saw.
			

			
				Godrick, down to his trousers, his big belly hanging over his belt, his feet bare and his great red beard dangling to his flabby chest. Faylana, clad in a white lacey gown that scarcely fit her ample curves. Her creamy breasts bursting forth of the neckline. Her hips and round bottom straining the fabric of the skirt. They were in one another’s arms, kissing, matching rings upon their fingers. A flower tiara in Faylana’s braided golden hair. 
			

			
				“How? Only hours ago… saw you… how is this possible?” He sunk slowly to his knees at the foot of the bed. 
			

			
				“You are too late, Caldric,” chuckled Ser Godrick. “I have asked for Faylana’s hand and she has graciously accepted. She wants no more to do with you.”
			

			
				“Faylana?” Tears stung Caldric’s eyes. “Faylana, is this true?”
			

			
				“Oh, Caldric,” she said, smiling sadly. “You’ve never really had me, have you? Never satisfied me fully. I needed a better man. A real man who could hold me in his arms and make me feel like I belonged… to him.”
			

			
				She caressed Ser Godrick’s shoulders. Caldric choked out a cry of despair. Ser Godrick laughed and pulled Faylana back into a kiss. His tongue was halfway down her throat. His big, rough hands were caressing the swell of her breasts. Peeling down the bodice. Palming those soft peaks and thumbing the buds of her nipples as he kissed and slurped at her lips wantonly.
			

			
				The guards finally grabbed Caldric by his arms and began to pull him from the bedroom.
			

			
				“Apologies, my lord,” said one.
			

			
				“Wait!” Ser Godrick stopped him. “No. Don’t take the poor fool.”
			

			
				“My lord?” 
			

			
				“He will never believe it is true if you take him away. He might think it a dream. A nightmare he had in his delirium. No, Caldric must stay.”
			

			
				“Really?” asked Faylana.
			

			
				“Yes!” laughed Ser Godrick, evidently liking the idea more with each passing moment. “That chair there. Tie him to it. He can watch as Faylana consummates her marriage with me! Once he sees the rapture on her face, the way I pleasure him like he has never managed, he will accept that he is beaten and can go slinking off.”
			

			
				“You monster,” gasped Caldric as the guards began to wrestle him into the chair.
			

			
				“A beast, perhaps, but I am no monster,” laughed Godrick. “Now then. Tie him well and then leave us. The poor fool will probably even enjoy watching, after a fashion. Won’t you, Caldric? Yes. Faylana even told me about that. About your proclivities. Watching her with other men. With other… creatures.”
			

			
				“Fuck you,” moaned Caldric.
			

			
				“I think not,” bellowed Godrick. “I think I shall fuck Faylana. Come here, my dear.”
			

			
				“Oh, you are so mean,” laughed Faylana as Godrick crushed her against his chest. “But he did have it coming after that disgusting scene at the gate.”
			

			
				“F-Faylana?” Caldric gave her a pitiful look.
			

			
				“Be quiet,” she scolded. “You have never satisfied me, Caldric. Watch how a real man beds me.”
			

			
				Caldric’s mind reeled at Faylana’s cruel words. He watched in disbelief as she began to kiss Ser Godrick. These were no pecks on the lips. Their mouths opened and their tongues visibly wrestled for dominance. Godrick’s big hands cradled Faylana’s plush bottom, squeezing and spreading her cheeks. Smacking her ass and making her giggle with delight against his lips. Her hand went to the front of Godrick’s shorts and with a few deft tugs of the laces she had his thick red cock in her hands. Stroking him as she squirmed against his hairy body. 
			

			
				Caldric clenched his jaw tightly, resisting the urge to scream, straining against the ropes binding him to the chair even as his cock began to strain in his trousers. Watching Faylana’s delicate fingers caress the veiny length of Godrick’s cock. Her thumb stroking beneath the purpling crown of his manhood. Rubbing and rubbing until precum began to glaze his glans. She spread the glistening dew with her thumb and used it to coat her fingers. Pumping and pumping as Godrick turned his bearded face to her breasts. Kissing them. Sucking her pink nipples and thrusting his fingers into her white panties. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm! Ohhhhh, yes, my love!” cried Faylana. “Do you feel my cunt drooling for your cock? I need it, my great, hairy beast. Plow my soft furrow. Plow it with your mighty ram.”
			

			
				“Ride me, my lovely,” said Godrick, settling back among the cushions and letting his cock stick up obscenely from beneath his belly. Faylana was quick to straddle him, grasping his thick cock and guiding it to her dewy folds. Her panties drawn aside. Her gaze upon Godrick. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, it’s so big,” she gasped, pressing the fat plum of his tip to her entrance. “So much… so much bigger than Caldric’s.”
			

			
				“Hnnnnnn,” moaned Caldric, his jaw twitching as he watched Faylana’s pink velvet folds descending and engulfing the straining phallus of the ugly boar. 
			

			
				She rode her slick cunt down to Godrick’s root, moaning with satisfaction as she was filled with such an impressively thick pillar of fuck flesh. Godrick groaned deeply, his fat hands on Faylana’s ass, squeezing her cheeks and guiding her to ride up and down atop his immense body.
			

			
				Caldric was focused so intently on the point where Faylana’s cunt and twitching hips that he did not realize she was looking at him over her shoulder until she spoke.
			

			
				“Do you see now, poor Caldric? Do you see how he stretches me? How I ride him with such… hhhhhhhmmmmmmm… such fervor? Ohhhhh, because it’s so much better! Filling me up with his cock like you could never manage.”
			

			
				“No, please,” moaned Faylana.
			

			
				Godrick smacked her bottom with both hands, leaving red handprints as he thrust upwards to meet her every stroke. Her body bouncing, ass slapping against him, and her tits heaving with the force of her ride.
			

			
				“Yesssss!” she cried, tossing her hair and shuddering with apparent ecstasy. “Yessss! Ohhhh, Godrick, fuck me!”
			

			
				“Your cunt will wring the seed from my bollocks!” bellowed Godrick. “Watch well, old friend! Watch as I pump this elf full of the future of House Lucan!” 
			

			
				“Cum!” cried Faylana. “Cum with me! Cum inside meeeee! Ohhhhhh!”
			

			
				Caldric’s cock twitched as he stared transfixed by the carnal scene. Faylana riding heavily atop the fat pig, her cunt squeezing, asshole clenching, bottom smacked red with overlapping handprints. Godrick’s balls tightening. Twitching. Godrick’s roar of exultation ending in visible twitches of his bollocks and the underside of his fat cock. White cum pouring over the lips of Faylana’s cunt and down Godrick’s bollocks like the wax of a melting candle. 
			

			
				Caldric’s heart was broken. His cock twitching in his trousers, pumping out spurts of his cum shamefully at the sight of such intense pleasure. He strained until his release was complete and then collapsed back into the chair. 
			

			
				Caldric slumped while Godrick and Faylana hugged and caressed. Laughing softly to each other. Kissing intimately as Faylana rocked her hips atop Godrick and squeezed his cock in her creamed cunt. She draped herself atop him, whispering secret things to him. Things Caldric was not allowed to hear.
			

			
				“Oh, you are a cruel one, my love,” laughed Godrick, smacking and squeeze her ass with one hand. “Very well. Give me a moment to recover.”
			

			
				“I shall see to it you recover quickly,” murmured Faylana, sliding from atop Godrick. She turned as she knelt beside him, her breasts hanging against Godrick’s belly as she leaned over and took his cock into her mouth. She looked at Caldric with sparkling silvery-blue eyes as she tongued and gently bobbed on Godrick’s filthy cock.
			

			
				“Please,” he mouthed.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmmmm,” she moaned, seeming to enjoy sucking Godrick’s cock.
			

			
				“She sucks cock as well as she fucks,” moaned Godrick, caressing Faylana’s golden hair. “You have truly lost a treasure, old friend. Ohhhhhhh, but I have gained so much. Mmmmmmm. That’s enough, my sweet. Best stop now or you will have me sputtering out my seed again.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm?” She lifted her mouth from Godrick’s cock. The corners of her lips pearly with his seed. “Already, my dear? Well then, let us give Caldric his final show of the evening.”
			

			
				She crawled off the bed, her hair mussed, her body stinking of Godrick. She got on her knees and braced herself on Caldric’s lap. Her tits pressing against the wet spot in his trousers. Her smile teasing him before she looked back over her shoulder and said to Godrick, “Come on then, my husband. Let him see ecstasy upon my face one last time.”
			

			
				“Faylana… don’t,” rasped Caldric. “Please.”
			

			
				“Too late for that,” she said, adjusting the way she knelt to better present herself for the bearded boar. Godrick grunted as he went to his knees behind Faylana, his cock in hand, both of them moaning as he fed his manhood to her creamy cunt. Faylana rocked forward, her breasts pushing against Caldric’s cock, forcing him to be pleasured in some way by the thrust of the brute behind her. 
			

			
				Caldric was tormented by the sounds of Faylana’s pleasure and the horrid grunting of Ser Godrick. The pig took her with mighty strokes, each ram of his cock a reminder to Caldric that he could never fully satiate Faylana’s elven appetites. Caldric’s cock surged in his cum-drenched trousers.
			

			
				“Oooooh! Yes!” cried Faylana, her arms on Caldric’s legs and her tits squishing against his cock. “Ooooohhhh! Fuck me harder! Ohhhh, so hard… so hard I can scarcely… think!”
			

			
				“Your quim sucks at me, my bride!” laughed Godrick. “A sweet purse between those thighs! Let me fill it up! Ohhhhh! You’ll bear my sons soon enough!”
			

			
				“Yessss! Oh, I want your seed! Your child in my belly! Take me, my beloved Godrick! Take me… ooooohhh!”
			

			
				Caldric gripped the arms of the chair, his pleasure rising with the rhythm of Godrick’s mighty thrusts. Caldric yielded to his defeat. To the pleasure. To his ultimate inferiority. Faylana looked up at him just as he began to cum. Perhaps she could even feel it, jetting uselessly in his trousers, melting through the fabric to smear her tits. But the moment belonged to Godrick and Faylana and with a great bellow the fat boar seeded her once again. Kneeling high behind her, his big hands on her waist, hilting inside her as he drenched her in fresh waves of his seed.
			

			
				And Caldric could only watch. Could only hear Faylana’s howls of ecstasy. He hung his head and listened to them pant and laugh and kiss. Soon enough he would be dragged from the room. Lucky to be allowed to sleep the night before being thrown out.
			

			
				His adventure with Faylana was at an end.
			

			
				


			
				ALTERNATE ENDING THREE
			

			
				No Turning Back (Book Fifteen)
			

			
				 
			

			
				Book Fifteen ends with Caldric, as his female alter ego Cally, finally defeating the brutal orc gladiator Straka. Just as Cally seems nearly beaten by the orc, Greebi joins in the fight and finishes off Straka by grabbing Cally’s sword. The pair collapse together and are embraced by Faylana. Cally returns to being Caldric and Greebi is allowed to join the party. But what if Caldric remained as Cally for a while longer and celebrated the victory over Straka with Greebi and Faylana…
			

			
				 
			

			
				“You not remember? Nothing?” Greebi cocked his head to the side as his beady-eyed gaze roamed over Cally’s generous curves.
			

			
				“Not a thing,” said Cally, knocking back another shot of the harsh Davrosh brandy. 
			

			
				“And he can’t remember what he did as Cally when he wakes up,” giggled Faylana, pressing her shapely body against Cally’s side. Cally like the warm, wiggling elf pressing against her. She through an arm around Faylana’s shoulders and pulled her tighter.
			

			
				“That’s right! So I can do whatever I want and that boring bastard can do whatever he wants!” Cally slurped down another shot of brandy. “But right now, I’m in charge!”
			

			
				She turned to Faylana and planted a kiss on the elf’s lovely lips. Faylana cried out in surprise, stiffening for a moment, resisting, but ultimately succumbing to Cally’s pressing kiss. Faylana relaxed, her mouth opened, and Cally took full advantage, thrusting her tongue past Faylana’s teeth and tasting the warm sweetness of the elf.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmmm,” moaned Cally, savoring the kiss. The entire tavern had fallen silent. Greebi, sitting across the table, stared in awe at the sight of the two beautiful women kissing. 
			

			
				Cally’s hand slid up from Faylana’s hip to cradle her left breast, squeezing it through the material of her bodice. Finally, the barkeep cleared his throat. 
			

			
				“Aye, take it to your room. This ain’t a place for that sort of sinnin’.” 
			

			
				He gave Cally a stern look, though Cally could see by the color in the man’s cheeks he had enjoyed the show regardless of any closed-mindedness about two women sharing a kiss.
			

			
				“Very well,” said Cally, standing up suddenly from the stool. “We will go to our room. And we will do all sorts of sinning! And you, barkeep, will give me the rest of that bottle and two cups.”
			

			
				The barkeep grumbled but handed over the remaining half-bottle of brandy and a pair of wooden cups. Cally flicked him a coin. Faylana slid off her stool, giggling and molding tightly to Cally’s hip.
			

			
				“Take your green poppet with you,” growled the barkeep, nodding to Greebi.
			

			
				“Hmmmm?” Cally glanced back over her shoulder. “Oh, right. Come along, Greebi. Wouldn’t want you missing out on the fun.”
			

			
				The others had already gone off to bed, which spared embarrassed glances or jealousy from that handsome young squire. Cally had Faylana all to herself. Well, almost all to herself. There was a side of goblin to consider.
			

			
				In the dingy confines of the room, Cally held nothing back. Her hands roamed greedily over Faylana’s body as she pushed the elf back onto the bed. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm! Cally!” cried the elf with apparent delight, falling heavily upon the stuffed mattress. 
			

			
				“I like it when you say my name,” growled Cally. “Say it again while I make a meal of you, my sweet elf!”
			

			
				“Ahhhhh!” Faylana squealed and laughed as Cally grabbed Faylana’s boots and shucked them off her dainty feet. She kissed Faylana’s toes and arches and then grabbed Faylana’s trousers and began to peel those off the giggling elf.
			

			
				Faylana unbuckled her belt and surrender her pants to Cally, her long, creamy legs revealed. Her mound visible through the sheer white fabric of her panties. Another beastly growl escaped Cally at the sight of the blond cunt hiding in those panties. She looked over her shoulder at Greebi, who was watching intently and rubbing a bulge in his trousers.
			

			
				“Come here, goblin,” she snapped. “Give me a hand. Get that bodice off her while I… mmmmmm… have something to eat to go with my drink.”
			

			
				“Y-yes! I help!” cried Greebi, scrambling onto the bed and rushing to Faylana’s side. He began to undress her, stealing glances of Cally as the beautiful brunette spread Faylana’s long legs, went down to her knees, and pulled those legs over her shoulder.
			

			
				Cally was distracted for a moment as the goblin managed to pull open Faylana’s bodice. Plump elf tits spilled out. Nipples standing erect against the pale pink of her areolas. Plentiful mounds overflowing the goblin’s excited hands.
			

			
				Cally smiled up at Faylana as she worked her fingers in the gusset of Faylana’s panties. Drawing them aside. Revealing that dewy elven flower within. Faylana tensed as Cally leaned closer. Cally pulled Faylana suddenly towards her and lashed Faylana’s cunt with her tongue. Tasting that sweet elven nectar. Burrowing into the hot, trembling depths of her cunt. 
			

			
				“Oohhhhhhh!” cried Faylana. “Ohhhhh, goddess of the woods! Your tongue… incredible!” 
			

			
				Cally licked Faylana’s sweet cove and ran her fingers over Faylana’s clit. Greebi, still eagerly fondling Faylana’s tits, seized the opportunity to press a kiss to Faylana’s lips. Goblin and elf locked lips and twisted tongues as Cally sucked the nectar from Faylana’s quivering cunt. The heat of Faylana’s thighs engulfed Cally. Drove her on as they squeezed against her face. She licked. Sucked. Licked again. Drove her fingers into the clutching channel of Faylana’s cunt and sucked upon the bud of Faylana’s clit.
			

			
				Faylana’s body tensed and arched atop the bed. Her thighs crushed against Cally’s face, trapping her against her squeezing cunt. Cumming hard and flooding Cally’s mouth with her nectar. 
			

			
				A last shuddering cry sounded and Faylana let her legs slip from Cally’s shoulders. She fell back onto the bed, gasping and smiling, her face flushed in the afterglow of her ecstasy. Cally crawled onto the bed to join her. Elf and human pressed tightly and kissed. They shared the sweet honey of Faylana’s cunt upon their lips and tongues. Greebi, watching nearby, was rapt and stroking his prick at the sight.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Cally, breaking her lip lock with Faylana. She turned to Greebi. “I’ve had the entrée. I think it’s time we make a dessert of that prime goblin cock.”
			

			
				“Oooooh! Yes! Greebi’s cock feels wonderful!” cried Faylana, stroking Greebi’s abdomen and letting her fingers trail over Greebi’s prick. The goblin shuddered and whimpered with lust.
			

			
				“Maybe I’ll give it a try,” said Cally, crawling closer to Greebi. “Maybe I’ll even let the little green scamp fuck me.”
			

			
				“Fuck… two girls?” Greebi’s eyes danced with delight. “Fuck two… two girls!? Aaaaaiiii!”
			

			
				He jumped with joy right into the arms of Faylana and Cally. The two women caught him against the warm cushions of their chests, squeezing together around him and half-burying the little goblin in the abundance of bosom. Cally grabbed for his bumpy little cock. It seemed so small in her hand. So pitiful. But stiff and twitching.
			

			
				“This is it?” she asked Faylana.
			

			
				“Well, it does get a little bigger right before he explodes,” said Faylana. “But you must trust me, Cally. It rubs just right inside you and all those little bumps… mmmmmm… it is miraculous. A little toy made to please a woman!”
			

			
				Cally and Faylana were so excited by the prospect of enjoying Greebi’s cock that they began to wrestle for it, grabbing and tugging, squeezing him between their breasts. 
			

			
				“I want it first,” cried Faylana, rubbing up and down his shaft with her enveloping breasts. “I’ve been dying for a good fuck from that little goblin cock.”
			

			
				“I have never had a chance with it,” replied Cally, pushing Faylana away and getting Greebi’s green gherkin wedged between her creamy mounds. She squeezed them around him to keep control of his cock. Faylana tried to dislodge her but could only rock her back and forth causing Greebi’s cock to thrust up between Cally’s breasts with each push from Faylana.
			

			
				“Give him baaack!” whined Faylana, pushing Cally’s shoulders.
			

			
				“Ha! He is mine, you elf harlot!” laughed Cally, squeezing tight around Greebi’s cock to be sure the goblin couldn’t escape. “You’ll never get him back from—”
			

			
				Greebi let out a strained yawp of pleasure as his cock erupted in a geyser of oily goblin spunk. He thrust frantically as Cally looked down in confusion, seeing the green blur of his cock emerging from her cleavage and disappearing again. Yellowish pulses of spunk shot from between her breasts. She felt the warmth of his seed showering down on her and pouring between her breasts. The stink of his cum stuffed her nostrils. 
			

			
				“What a mess!” laughed Faylana.
			

			
				“Disgusting! He spurted before I even got it in me!” Cally looked down in disbelief at the cum dripping from her goo-glazed breasts. 
			

			
				Greebi let out a shuddering cry of pleasure and fell back onto the cushions, his little cock still stiff and sticking up from his bollocks. 
			

			
				“My turn!” cried Faylana, seizing the moment and climbing astride the little goblin. Her thick thighs surrounded him and she grabbed his prick between her finger and thumb and sunk her dripping quim down upon him. 
			

			
				Cally, trying to wipe herself clean with a pillowcase, watched with jealousy as Faylana began to buck her hips atop Greebi. The goblin grabbed Faylana’s broad hips and smacked her creamy bottom as it bounced atop him. 
			

			
				“Ooooooh!” moaned Faylana, tossing her golden locks. “His cock stays hard so much longer than, well, Caldric’s. Or any human’s cock. Even Andrei’s!”
			

			
				Cally remembered Andrei. The handsome young squire had been quite game up in the cabin. But this was something else. She had to know how that bumpy little goblin cock could cause so much pleasure. With an evil glint in her eyes, Cally rose high on her knees behind Faylana.
			

			
				“Hmmm?” The elf, perhaps sensing the shifting weight behind her, glanced over her shoulder. “What are you—aHHHH!”
			

			
				Cally answered Faylana’s question before the elf could finish by grabbing Faylana by her shoulders and yanking her sideways. Faylana was forcibly dismounted from Greebi with a soft slap of flesh and went tumbling off the side of the bed. Cally was upon Greebi in a moment, saddling herself atop the goblin and pushing him down with a hand on his chest when he tried to sit up from the pillows.
			

			
				“Oh, no,” said Cally with a grin. “You’re mine now, goblin! Fuck me! Show me what that bumpy little pickle can do!”
			

			
				“I show!” cried Greebi, suddenly bucking his hips upwards and ramming his little cock through Cally’s grasp and into the tight flower of her cunt. 
			

			
				Cally let out a low, deep moan of disbelieving pleasure, her eyes rolling back as the goblin’s bumpy cock rubbed her clit and thrust as deep as it could reach into her slick folds. It was an incredible, mind-altering sensation, like being licked on her clit and fucked at the same time. Even the head of the goblin cock, bulbous though small, found some little divot inside her cunt that produced the most intense throbs of pleasure. 
			

			
				“Oooooohhhhhhh,” crooned Cally, bouncing atop Greebi, though it was the goblin doing most of the work. He thrust and bucked frantically beneath her, working his little prick in and out and plundering that special spot inside Cally’s cunt. Cally was more then happy to let the goblin take over. So much so that when he gave her hip a push she toppled over onto the bed, on her back, her legs parted wide and her cunt offered up to the greedy goblin. 
			

			
				“So good! Pussy tight! Human pussy good too!” His slight weight bore down against Cally’s mound. His thrusts somehow growing ever more frantic. Greebi’s tongue tucked in the corner of his mouth, hilting inside Cally with every thrust and bouncing his little bollocks against her asshole. 
			

			
				Faylana finally recovered from being pushed aside and crawled up onto the bed, giggling as she went for Cally’s body. Faylana, being a generous and giving spirit, did not try to wrest control back from Cally. Instead, she slid behind her, cradling her head and shoulder against her body and reaching around to fondle cally’s plump breasts. 
			

			
				Cally sang with fresh pleasure as Faylana deftly stroked her nipples and caressed her bouncing mounds. Cally looked up at the goblin fucking her, into his beady eyes. She was begging him for it. Begging him with her eyes to cum with her. The pleasure growing unbearable.
			

			
				“Going to… to cum…”
			

			
				“Yessss!” cried Greebi. “I cum too! I cum in pussy! I cum! I breeeeeeed!”
			

			
				“Oooooooooohhhh!” The ecstasy of Cally’s orgasm overtook her thoughts. Her body tensed and powerful, rippling waves of pleasure pulsed from core and her clit. Greebi leaned forward suddenly, his body atop hers. Kissing her. Thrusting his goblin tongue into her mouth. 
			

			
				“That’s right!” cried Faylana. “Do it, Greebi! Fill her up, good! Give her all that goblin seed!”
			

			
				In that moment, Greebi clinging to her, his cock buried in Cally, the goblin began to cum. Hot spurts of oily goblin cum flooded Cally’s cunt. Drenched her womb. Claimed the prize of her womanhood. In an instant, pleasure united in an act of procreation. Cally and the goblin had formed new life. 
			

			
				And Cally would forever be a woman. That was how the potion worked, after all. Once you became pregnant, there was no turning back. 
			

			
				


			
				ALTERNATE ENDING FOUR
			

			
				The Elder Goddess Reborn (Book Sixteen)
			

			
				 
			

			
				In Book Sixteen, elder goddess Amonothus, the Mother of Monsters, is being summoned into the world by draining the life force of Caldric’s companions and corrupting the body of Faylana. Caldric’s companions have disappeared. When he goes looking for them, he finds them trapped in a blasphemous ritual, being pleasured and slowly drained by the tentacles meant to bring Amonothus into the world. Veera attempts to seduce him and Caldric almost gives in to pleasure but regains his wits at the last moment. What if he didn’t? What dark fate awaits Caldric, Faylana, and the others, if Veera’s plan to bring back Amonothus succeeds…
			

			
				 
			

			
				The pale witch lifted the back of her skirt and rubbed her pert white bottom against Caldric. She arched her back and presented herself to him. Pushed against his cock. Drawing him to her hot, slick folds. Her netherlips seemed to suck at him. He looked at Faylana, lost in pleasure, begging for the beast’s cum. Caldric’s cock parted the slick folds of Veera’s cunt. Her hot channel opened to him and she pushed back onto him, holding him by the root. 
			

			
				“Thaaaaat’s it,” moaned Veera. “Fuck me as a human. Fuck me as a man for the last time. You will become one with… with the Mother of Monsters.”
			

			
				His body craved the witch’s embrace. It took every shred of his willpower not to throw his sword aside, grab her slender waist, and plow her to match the pace of the beast thrusting atop Faylana. But that very depraved mating was what gave him the strength to resist. Veera’s ass pushed back against him, pert cheeks colliding with his hips as her loose cunt engulfed him. She squeezed her inner muscles and groaned with pleasure. 
			

			
				“Cummmmm for me, my love! Fill me with the spirit of the forest!” Faylana’s voice broke through the pleasure Caldric was experiencing. 
			

			
				This was no spirit of the forest atop his beloved Faylana. She was being tricked. He looked again at his companions, withering away in pods of sloshing green liquid. Then he looked down and realized Vera was holding the root of his cock, but her cunt was not swallowing him up at all. It was some hideous, fleshy tendril. The same kind that engulfed the cocks of his friends trapped in the pods.
			

			
				“Unnnnnnhhhhh!” Pleasure surged through his body, erasing Caldric’s will to resist as he felt the hot rush of an orgasm grip his cock. 
			

			
				Veera laughed maliciously, squeezing the base of his cock and draining his balls into the sucking tentacle engulfing most of his prick. It slurped and drooled upon his manhood, warm, wet, and hungry for his seed. He pumped again and again, crying out with the agony of his surrender.
			

			
				“That’s right, Caldric,” laughed Veera. “Say farewell to your elven beauty. She has been chosen, but you are expendable.”
			

			
				“Nnnnnooooo,” whimpered Caldric, but he could already feel his strength fading as the tentacle slurped not only his seed but his essence. Thus weakened, he staggered and fell backwards and was caught in the blasphemous embrace of one of the pods. The fleshy cradle wrapped around him and began to fill with liquid as a membrane sealed across his view of the world. 
			

			
				Veera watched Caldric succumb to his desire, smiling almost sweetly as he was lost to the illusion of pleasure offered by the servant of Amonothus. The Mother of Monsters was kind to Caldric and his friends, granting them ecstasy as they gave her their souls. 
			

			
				Magical power swirled in the charged atmosphere of the cellar as Veera turned to Faylana. The elf was in the throes of her own ecstasy, smothered beneath the groom and its fearsome rutting. It moved faster and faster atop Faylana. The elf was rapturous with the pleasure of mating with what she perceived of as the spirit of the Golden Wood. Her long legs wrapped around the hideous creature’s bulk. Its slimy excretions dripped Faylana’s heaving breasts and its massive mouth hung open in a wordless howl of pleasure.
			

			
				“Yesssssss,” his Veera, daring to step closer to the unholy union. “Yes! Now, my handsome groom! Claim her flesh for Amonothus! Bring the Mother of Monsters into this world!”
			

			
				Fueled by the life force of Caldric and his companions, the rutting of the ancient groom beast reached its crescendo. Its howl was a wave of force that buffeted against Veera’s body. She trembled and laughed, exulting at the moment of climax as the groom released its seed into the waiting body of the elf. This was the ultimate act of breeding. The groom becoming a conduit for the magical force required to breech the barrier between the realm of the living and the realm of the ancient gods. Amonothus flowed through this breech and into the tender body of Faylana Pyuur. 
			

			
				Faylana’s hair became instantly white and her blue eyes became black and without edges. She convulsed and howled in a new voice, that of whispering doom and the dread of cursed forests, desolate cities from before mankind, and dank underground caverns. The immortal, primordial voice from the deeps where all good creatures fear to tread. The groom withered atop Faylana and sloughed away, burned out like the fuse to a cannon.
			

			
				Faylana arose reborn, her hair fluttering around her head and her black eyes seeming to glow. She stretched out her fingers and surveyed the room of her rebirth. 
			

			
				“My goddess!” cried Veera, throwing herself at the feet of Amonothus. “You live again!”
			

			
				“My faithful servant,” hissed the voice of the elder goddess, emerging from Faylana without the elf’s body needing to produce the sound. “You have accomplished what no other acolyte or priestess of mine has managed in over one thousand years. I grant you the reward you desire.”
			

			
				Veera dared to look up from the floor as the elf splayed her fingers and opened a portal to the realm of monsters as easily as one might part a curtain. Unspeakable hordes of lustful beasts, demons, and slimy, timeless creatures writhed in an orgy of ruinous pleasure. Massive tentacles reached out from this carnal landscape, seizing hold of Veera and drawing her through the portal. The maid wailed in terror as she was absorbed into the lustful terrain, another hunched figure being fondled and rutted among the multitudes. 
			

			
				The portal snapped shut and the cellar fell silent. An unholy glow emanated from Faylana’s pale body. Her breasts swelling and distending with mother’s milk that could nourish any rapacious beast. Amonothus willed her body to grow and Faylana’s physical form began to enlarge beyond the ability for the cellar to contain. Timbers broke across her shoulders and the house began to shake and collapse. In a great thunder of wood and stone and dust, the house crumbled and Faylana emerged, ten times her previous size.
			

			
				She stepped from the ruins and smiled as she looked over the surrounding forest and saw the distant moonlit village. Smoke threaded into the clear sky from chimneys and humans slumbered ignorant to their peril. 
			

			
				The Time of Monsters had returned.
			

			
				With a colossal step, Amonothus began to walk towards the village, her womb already filling with the first of the monsters she would soon birth into this world. A crazed smile on her face at the destruction and horror she would inflict on these faithless humans. Somewhere, trapped within her body, the soul of Faylana survived, only able to watch as Amonothus commenced a rampage that would last centuries.
			

			
				It was a fate worse than that of any of her companions. The only relief was that the horrors she soon witnessed drove her completely insane…
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				A Happy Home
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric grunted as he climbed the last few steps with the crib balanced precariously in his arms. It wasn’t that it was heavy, though it was quite heavy, it was that he had built it too wide and it was difficult for one man to get a good grip. But Caldric’s pride had prevented him from asking Faylana to help him carry the crib. 
			

			
				“Ooof!” he grunted, reaching the top step and nearly dropping the crib. 
			

			
				Faylana stuck her blond head out from the nursery and into the hallway.
			

			
				“Careful! He’s just fallen asleep!” she hissed. But her concern turned to delight when she saw the crib. “Ooh! There it is!” She hurried over and admired the dark wood of the crib with her hands and big blue eyes. “It’s wonderful! I saw it in your workshop but seeing it up here in the light from the windows, it’s beautiful, Caldric! You’re so much handier than I expected!”
			

			
				“I don’t just smash things,” chuckled Caldric. “Truth be told, I talked to Tobias the carpenter and he helped me out with the joints. I think I would’ve just tried nailing it all together, but he showed me better ways.”
			

			
				Caldric beamed with pride. He admired his lovely wife, even more beautiful than she had been a year earlier when they had decided to get married and settle down in Zeegendorf. When their son had just been a bump starting to form in her belly. Now, three months after little Garth’s birth, she was somehow nearly as trim as before, but with breasts plump with milk and a face aglow with the flush of motherhood. She had taken well to the role, dealing with the many little stresses that could be crushing to new mothers with her usual good-natured grace. 
			

			
				Caldric grimaced. A dark note entered his thoughts. For he had not taken quite so easily to fatherhood. It was not that he did not love Garth, but every time he held the little tot in his arms or changed his nappy, Caldric was reminded by the baby’s green skin that he was not actually Caldric’s son. Though Caldric, in a moment of great weakness, had watched him being conceived.
			

			
				Faylana noticed these storm clouds gathering around her strapping husband. She stood up and circled his thick neck with her arms. Pressed herself and her ample softness against his muscular body. A hint of idle paunch there, but just a hint. 
			

			
				“What is it, my love?” asked Faylana, looking up at his face with her big blue eyes. She caressed his cheeks and stroking his hair.
			

			
				“Only worried about the sugar,” lied Caldric. “If we can’t get it tonight then we’ll not be able to open the bakery for our first day. Wouldn’t make for an auspicious start.”
			

			
				“He’ll have the sugar, my love,” purred Faylana. “He wouldn’t want to disappoint me. If there is sugar to be had at the river docks, he’ll be the one to get it.”
			

			
				“Aye,” agreed Caldric. He folded his arms around his wife and held her tighter. 
			

			
				“Ah! Careful! You’ll squeeze me through my dress!” She pushed away from him, her hands on his chest. A glance down told him that he had indeed squeezed her so hard that her milk had begun to leak through her blouse. Faylana moaned with disappointment. “Oh, you’ve got me going! I’ll have to change!”
			

			
				“Shhhhhh, only a couple little spots,” said Caldric, brushing his hands across her chest and feeling the slight moisture and her erect nipples. Faylana sucked in a breath as he touched her stiff buds. 
			

			
				“Oh, but the top is off now,” she said. “It will keep coming.”
			

			
				“Will it?” Caldric raised a cheeky eyebrow. “Suppose we’ll need to find a use for it then! Has Garth had his fill for the morning?”
			

			
				He lunged for her, picking her up in his arms and carrying her past the nursery and to their small bedroom still only half furnished. They fell together atop the bed and Caldric attacked Faylana with kisses.
			

			
				“Yes, but, save some for… mmmm… for…mmmmmm…”
			

			
				Her reluctance melted in his embrace and her lips parted to him. Caldric tasted his wife’s sweet kiss, the honey of her morning tea on her tongue as their mouths melded together. Separated. Reformed again in a torrid lock of swirling tongues. He unlaced her blouse with one hand as his other reached for his belt. With the bakery opening in less than a day and the new baby always needing attention there was little time for Caldric to make love with his wife. He intended to seize the opportunity and Faylana seemed to be in agreement.
			

			
				“Mmmm! This bodice is harder to unlace than I remember.” Caldric looked down as he tried to untie it. 
			

			
				“So rip it off me, you big brute,” whispered Faylana, fluttering her lashes at him.
			

			
				He grabbed the shoulders and yanked down. 
			

			
				“Ah!” cried Faylana, surprised that he would call her bluff.
			

			
				One shoulder ripped open, the other slid from her arm and Caldric freed her left breast. He worked the torn shoulder down as he fell upon her creamy mound. Breathing her scent mingled with the smell of her fresh milk. Licking her stiff pink nipple. Circling it twice with his tongue before capturing it and tasting the first warm burst of her sweet elf milk. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh!” she cried, cradling his head as he began to suck. “You’re so much greedier than Garth!”
			

			
				“Mmmmmpphh! Thirstier!” he moaned around her nipple before sucking again, drawing on the fat bud and tasting the sweetness spurting over his tongue. He managed to get the other side of her blouse down and he filled his hand with the softness of Faylana’s right breast. A squeeze as he sucked and her milk burst into the air in a fine spray. He turned his face to that one, greedily sucking, swallowing, squeezing, and slurping. 
			

			
				“You are a brute!” cried Faylana as she was manhandled by her thirsty husband.
			

			
				“Mmmm!” He popped his lips free again, this time letting her taste the milk on his tongue with a deep kiss. When he broke that kiss he teased, “Remember our honeymoon at the cabin? You didn’t mind me being a brute that night!”
			

			
				“Oh, but your cooked for me and serenaded me first!” giggled Faylana. “You cooked those little dumplings for me and then… oh… then…”
			

			
				“Then!” laughed Caldric, his eyebrows wiggling with amusement as he kissed his way down her body, peeling her dress down with his fingers. She gasped, lifting her hips to permit him to drag down her dress and petticoat and stockings. Her creamy legs kicked free of the garments. Her cunt blushing and thatched with gold. 
			

			
				Caldric dived upon it just as he had that night of their honeymoon. His fingers and tongue eager for her pleasure. Faylana crooned with bliss, wrapping her legs around his shoulders and drawing him towards her cove with a hand on the back of his head. Caldric licked her silky folds and tasted the sweetness of her warm groove. He slipped his tongue inside her and used his fingers to pleasure the little jewel of her clit.
			

			
				“OooooOOOOOohhhh!” sang Faylana, arching upon the bed, cradling her breasts and squeezing out streams of her milk.
			

			
				Caldric growled and grabbed Faylana by her shapely thighs, pulling her against him more heavily. He licked and sucked and made her quiver with pleasure. His fingers plunged into her cunt and his tongue battered her clit until she was gasping and writhing in ecstasy. 
			

			
				“Caldric! My love! I am cumming! Cummmming!”
			

			
				He sucked until her pleasure was spent, then without giving her a chance to catch her breath he turned her over upon the bed. He spread her and licked her glorious elf rear. He tongued her cunt from behind and smacked her bottom until she protested with soft cries of lust.
			

			
				“Gods, you’re wet!” he laughed, giving her another lick. “Mmmm! And your ass! Delicious too!”
			

			
				“Oooohhh, Caldric, you are going to make me cum again!” She cried, arching again and reaching back to pull his face against the soft globes of her elven derriere. 
			

			
				Caldric tongued her pink divot and pumped three fingers into the hot depths of her cunt. On the night of their honeymoon he had licked her and fingered her and sucked her until the dawn. Only as the sky had burned with dawn had he taken out his cock and properly fucked her. Today that wouldn’t do. His cock was twitching in his trousers and even as he licked Faylana’s ass and fucked her with his fingers he was reaching for his trousers. 
			

			
				“Cummmmmmminnnnnggg!” cried Faylana, forgetting all about her husband as pleasure took hold over her mind. She bucked back hard against him, fucking herself on his fingers and grinding her ass into his face. She was smothering him, but Caldric hardly care as he buried his tongue deep in her ass and pounded his fingers into her twitching cunt.
			

			
				His heart was pounding so loudly in his ears that it took him a moment to realize someone was beating on the downstairs door of the bakery. 
			

			
				“Caldric?” gasped Faylana, lift her tousled head from the pillows. “Is someone there?”
			

			
				“I gave that blasted goblin a key to the larder!” snarled Caldric, lifting his face from Faylana’s plush bottom. He swiped his sleeve across his lips and growled as he got to his feet. He was furious as he buckled his belt up again. He stormed towards the door, then stopped and turned back towards Faylana. “You stay just like that, my love. We will continue this after I have wrung Greebi’s scrawny little neck.”
			

			
				“Ooooh, of course my love,” purred Faylana, lowering her head back to the pillows and leaving her ass up and her pink pussy glistening.
			

			
				“Hmmmmmpphh!” Caldric memorized the raunchy sight of his beautiful elf wife with her ass in the air and then turned to deal with the intruder. 
			

			
				Whoever was there was still banging away at the door as Caldric descended the stairs and crossed the shuttered bakery. His hand tightened into a fist. He reached for the door handle and prepared to take a brutal swing at the goblin’s face.
			

			
				“I hope you’re ready to eat your teeth, Greebi,” muttered Caldric as he unbarred the door and threw it open. He cocked back his fist to swing before he saw who was standing there. “Tobias!”
			

			
				The brawny, potbellied carpenter was wearing his work apron and standing next to a cart piled high with boxes built at an angle to hold and display the bread and rolls behind the bakery’s counter. Caldric had completely forgotten about the bread boxes. The shelves were already up, but the boxes could be pulled in and out and had been custom built separately. 
			

			
				“Just in time, right, mate?” chuckled Tobias. “You gonna help me carry these things and set them up or what?” 
			

			
				“Yeah, better go through the pantry doors there, easier fit,” said Caldric. 
			

			
				“Right you are!” Tobias wheeled the wagon around to the side entrance.
			

			
				Caldric went around to the pantry doors from the inside to unlock them. He was surprised to see they were already unlocked. There were four huge sacks of sugar piled up near the bins of butter and sacks of flour. Greebi had not only managed to procure the sugar from the river docks, but he had also delivered it without saying a word. 
			

			
				“Huh, maybe the lazy runt has shaped up,” murmured Caldric. “Maybe I’ll give him some sort of bonus.”
			

			
				The thought gave him a chuckle as he stepped out through the pantry doors to help Tobias bring in the boxes and get them set up.
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				Hammering Away
			

			
				 
			

			
				While Caldric and Tobias were carrying in the bread boxes, Greebi was upstairs and on the prowl for his reward. Unbeknownst to Caldric, the scrawny goblin had arrived and heard Faylana crying out with pleasure from the second floor. He’d gone upstairs and watched through the cracked doorway as the dull oaf Caldric had slurped and kissed on the elf’s gorgeous rear end. Such a sight had given Greebi a painful erection. Between the constant chores from Caldric helping with the bakery and Faylana’s new baby, the opportunities to see the beautiful elf nude were few. 
			

			
				He accepted that the best he could hope for under the circumstance was enjoying the carnal show with his boney hand wanking his warty little prick. But just as he’d started to flog his gherkin, there had been a knock at the door downstairs. When he’d heard Tobias and Caldric talking, he knew it was his chance to do more than watch. Especially with that fool leaving his blushing elf bride on her knees with her luscious rear hoisted skyward and her pretty pink flower practically dripping with elf honey.
			

			
				Greebi crept into the room and mounted the bed with scarcely a jostle. Faylana’s sweet scent was in the air. A heady aroma that recalled Greebi’s many trysts with Faylana before she had made the mistake of marrying Caldric. Why, right up until the vows were spoken at that temple, Greebi had believed deep down that he would someday make Faylana his wife. Perhaps that chance had passed, but there were other opportunities.
			

			
				Like those two lovely, pink, glistening holes and those plump buttocks and creamy thighs. Her head was down in the pillows. Her hips swaying slowly back and forth. Greebi crept closer to her. His long nose sniffing that sweet scent of lust. He stepped out of his trousers and tossed off his tunic. 
			

			
				“Faylana,” he said in a raspy whisper, running his hands up the backs of her thighs and over her creamy buttocks. “It’s me. Greebi.”
			

			
				“Greebi!” cried Faylana, her head jerking up from the pillows. “What in the name of—”
			

			
				Greebi’s beady eyes bulged and he leaped onto her back, straddling her waist, pressing his stiff cock and heavy bollocks against her lower back as he covered her mouth with his hand. 
			

			
				“Shhhhh! Got be quiet! Caldric hear! You be quiet?”
			

			
				Faylana nodded against his hand. He uncovered her mouth and leaned over her shoulder so she could see his face.
			

			
				“We do sex now?” whispered Greebi.
			

			
				“Um, well, you know that’s not allowed, Greebi,” whispered Faylana. “Caldric has had more than one talk with you about that. He said in no uncertain terms that if he caught us together again, he is going to put you in a flour sack with some rocks and throw it in the river.”
			

			
				“No worry! Not afraid of Caldric,” said Greebi, sounding sure of himself, but actually quite afraid of being murdered by Caldric. Still, some things were worth the risk for a goblin. “You want do it? We do it!”
			

			
				“Greebi, he will absolutely kill you,” warned Faylana, half turning to look at him. 
			

			
				Greebi’s eyes sparkled as this gave him a better view of her plump, dangling tits with her fat pink nipples dripping with milk. His cock twitched against Faylana’s back as he thought about sucking those beautiful elf tits. 
			

			
				“But if he walk in, see me naked, he kill me anyway,” said Greebi. “And we not do anything yet. So if I die for that, might as well do something worth dying for. This make sense?”
			

			
				“Uh, well…”
			

			
				Faylana rolled her big, innocent blue eyes as if calculating the specifics of Greebi’s equation. Before she could finish, he provided the answer.
			

			
				“Yes! Might as well! Want to give you my shank! Fill you up!”
			

			
				“I suppose that—”
			

			
				The acceptance in Faylana’s eyes was all the permission Greebi needed. He slithered down her back, rubbing his stiff cock down her ass, dragging it between her cheeks and rubbing it against the soft, warm, wetness of her cunt. Faylana cooed with pleasure and rubbed herself against Greebi’s bumpy prick. 
			

			
				“Long time no shank,” hissed Greebi, grabbing two handfuls of her ass and admiring the sight of it. “You get good! Cum for Greebi!”
			

			
				Greebi’s goblin cock was no longer than a human or elf thumb and bumpy with the natural texture of a goblin’s prick. The tip dripped with pre as he rubbed it and smeared it against Faylana’s quivering quim. Caldric had done a good job of readying Faylana to be fucked and the fair elf was practically panting with need. 
			

			
				“Yaaa!” cried Greebi and, with a sudden fervor, he thrust his cock into the softness of Faylana’s cunt. Her folds parted and the warm, slick channel beyond swallowed him up. Faylana cried out, fingers twisting in the sheets and her head down as Greebi began to furiously pound his cock into her pussy.
			

			
				For Greebi, it was uncontrollable instinct as he plundered Faylana relentlessly, his cock driving to the hilt with every thrust and his little bollocks slapping her clit. His scrawny body collided with her plush rear again and again, his green frame seeming even smaller compared to her generous expanse of elf ass. Yet his small size was no detriment. He pounded into her with animal strength, knocking her milky tits to swinging as she pushed up on her hands and knees. 
			

			
				“Oohhhhh! Oh, yes!” cried Faylana, driven wild by the rubbing of his bumpy cock against her clit. “Ohhhh! It’s incredible, Greebi! I remember how good it feels!”
			

			
				“You even better than before baby!” cried Greebi, his hips relentlessly spanking her ass. “So tight! Make seed! Make seeeeeed!”
			

			
				Faylana only cried out in answer to him, throwing back her head and bouncing her ass back against him. Spearing herself onto his little goblin cock. What she had with Greebi definitely wasn’t love. No, this was more like addiction, and it awakened inside her whenever she made the mistake of letting the little runt fuck her. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh! Here comes!” screeched Greebi, his squeezing green fingers dimpling the creamy softness of her ass. His cock sloshing and hilting inside her. His balls drawn tight. Riding a surge of pleasure. Living out this best of all possible lives where he was able to fuck the most beautiful creature in all the world. Faylana. His dream. With a dazed smile on his face, the spasms began and his cum shot deep into Faylana’s clutching cunt. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh! I feel it!” cried Faylana as Greebi flooded her cunt with his oily goblin seed. Intense spurts that filled her up and dribbled out with each piston thrust of his cock so that his strokes became wet and sloppy. He collapsed against her back, whimpering with pleasure. 
			

			
				The sound of footsteps thumping up the stairs startled Faylana out of the moment. She bucked her hips and dislodged Greebi from her back. He flopped back onto the bed and scrambled upright, his notched ears picking out the thump of Caldric’s boots approaching. There was no chance to escape. Greebi leapt from the bed and scurried under it. As the door opened, he reached up and grabbed his trousers and pulled them under the bed and out of sight.
			

			
				Caldric’s voice boomed, “My love! You’ve stayed just as I asked!” 
			

			
				Greebi watched as Caldric’s feet approached the bed. Faylana shifted on the mattress overhead. 
			

			
				“Cal—” Her voice cracked as she tried to speak and she had to start again. “Caldric, my sweet. What kept you so long?”
			

			
				“Mmmmm? Tobias,” replied Caldric. “The shelves are all done in the bakery. Gods, look at your ass. These red marks… have you been spanking yourself waiting for me? And look at you… so wet. Mmmm… your flower is dripping with honey. Perhaps I should lick it up.”
			

			
				Greebi’s eyes bulged as he imagined Caldric lapping up the creampie he had just given to Faylana. He suppressed a chuckle picturing the humiliating act.
			

			
				“N-no!” cried Faylana. “No, no more licking, my love. I need your cock. I need you to take me.”
			

			
				“How can I refuse that, my dear wife,” replied Caldric.
			

			
				Greebi listened from beneath the bed as Caldric undressed and kissed Faylana. He seemed to turn her over as he took her. Their lips smacked and Faylana moaned just above Greebi’s head as the mattress began to shake and the bed frame creaked with the rhythm of the former warrior’s lust. Greebi hated hearing Faylana being pleasured by the oafish human, but when he listened carefully to the sounds she was making he was pretty sure it was faked. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh! Deeper!” cried Faylana. “Fuck me! Make me cum on your big cock!”
			

			
				Big cock? Greebi rolled his eyes. Humans always had big cocks. Big, stupid, smooth cocks. No bumps, that was the key. Caldric would never make Faylana cum like Greebi could.
			

			
				“You’re so wet,” grunted Caldric, thrusting harder and really making the bed shake. “You’re getting all foamy, my love. That smell… like pure sex.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm! Yes! I was so excited for you!” cried Faylana. Her words were followed by the muffled sounds of more kissing and the sloshing slap of hips colliding as Caldric began to fuck harder and faster into her cream-stuffed cunt.
			

			
				The rhythmic squeaking of the bed and Faylana’s gasps of pleasure were beginning to make Greebi’s little goblin cock hard again. He clenched his teeth and gripped his cock in one hand, pumping his prick to the pace set by Caldric. It was easy enough to picture what was happening scarcely a hand’s width above his head. The sounds were getting louder and the cries more intense. The smell of sex, including the distinctive musk of goblin cum, only made the moment more urgent.
			

			
				“Fuckkkkk!” cried Caldric. “Oh, Faylana! This is what I needed! Fuck, I am going to shoot so deep in that sweet elf cunny!”
			

			
				“Yesssss!” cried Faylana. “Cum for me! Spill your seed as I am cumming!”
			

			
				The words encouraged Greebi as much as Caldric. He shook the bed with the pussy pounding he was giving Faylana while Greebi beat his green meat in perfect time to the creaking bed. His heart thumping in his scrawny chest. Picturing the look of pleasure on Faylana’s face as he surged with need. Her wordless cries coming from just above him. Caldric taking deep, ragged strokes and grunting like a beast.
			

			
				There was no doubt he was cumming in Faylana’s elf pussy. Greebi came too, spurting his seed onto the underside of the bed. Dripping it all over his hands and down his balls. Pumping again and again and picturing Faylana, begging for it, wanting his cum and his pups. Ohhhhh, yes, someday that elf would belong to him and he could forget all about the promises he had made to Caldric about behaving. 
			

			
				“Oh, goddess of the wild, you planted your seed so deep inside me,” gasped Faylana.
			

			
				“Perhaps it will take root,” murmured Caldric.
			

			
				Greebi scowled. But Faylana’s answer gave him hope.
			

			
				“Oh, my love, the time is rare for elves, perhaps once in a year or in two years,” she said. “But when I am ready, you will know it. I will be insatiable.”
			

			
				“And I will be there,” said Caldric.
			

			
				Greebi could hear them kissing, which annoyed him, but could not deflate his eagerness. All he had to do was wait for the right moment. Stay nearby and the opportunity would be his. Then, when she was pregnant, he could persuade her to leave this fool behind.
			

			
				“Yes, Faylana,” whispered Greebi, “once you are full of my pups, you will be mine forever and ever and ever.”
			

			
				


			
				3
			

			
				Grand Opening
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Adventurer’s Bakery stood out among the other ramshackle businesses on Boken Street. Its half-timbered construction had been freshly livened-up with a wash of white for the plaster and blue for the timbers. Its upper floor projected over the street with cleaned windows and fresh curtains and a new and brightly colored sign hung over the entrance. The windows on the lower floor were lit by magical lanterns so that even in the early morning hours passerby could see the shelves stacked with fresh bread and the trays covered with every manner of elf and human pastry.
			

			
				So far, everything was going according to Caldric’s plan. It had to. They had sunk every coin they had into opening the bakery, plus some loans he’d taken out to buy supplies at the last minute. 
			

			
				But it seemed to be working. 
			

			
				It was only a few minutes to opening and customers had lined up outside. The children were staring in wonder at the colorful frosting and delectable tarts. The adults, particularly the gruff men of Zeegendorf, were staring in with great interest at Faylana. A beautiful, busty elf was far more interesting than the baked goods to such men. She smiled from behind the counter, arranging the last of the honey cakes in neat rows of brightly glazed confection. She was a sugary cake herself in her pink bodice, pink apron, and fluffy white dress with her golden hair worked into a bun.
			

			
				Caldric periodically emerged from the kitchen with freshly baked treats. Each time, the crowd pressed to the doors and windows seemed to have grown. They had managed to steam up the glass on the outside with all the heavy breathing. The men were truly ogling Faylana. Practically drooling. 
			

			
				Caldric grimaced. It wasn’t going to be possible to keep her faithful, but he had to try his best. They were married now. 
			

			
				A plaintive cry from the kitchen reminded him that he also had Garth to divide his attention. Faylana heard the cry and looked with concern at the door to the backroom.
			

			
				“One more tray,” said Caldric. “The tarts are almost ready. Then we can open a few minutes early for, um, that…”
			

			
				He waved to the potential customers. A few waved back but most grumbled and stamped their feet in the early morning cold.
			

			
				“Do not forget to feed Garth,” said Faylana. “I have put enough milk in the bottles in the ice box for two feedings. Warm them under your arm and if he needs more, tell me. I will take a break.”
			

			
				“Of course,” said Caldric, backing towards the door with the empty tray in his hands. “Don’t worry dear, he won’t go hungry.”
			

			
				He used his butt to push open the door and retreated into the kitchen. He hurried to fetch one of the milk bottles from the ice box and tucked it under his arm to warm it up as he began changing Garth. The little half-orc tot was adorable, Caldric had to admit. Whatever Straka had contributed to the boy, his temperament generally took after Faylana. He had big blue eyes, pale green skin, a bald head, and was exceptionally large and strong compared to a human infant. The little baby cooed when he saw Caldric.
			

			
				“Greebi,” shouted Caldric, his attention on not stabbing himself with the diaper pin, “can you get those last fozzleberry tarts on the tray for out front?” 
			

			
				“Yes, boss,” said Greebi, taking off his oven mitts and rushing over to the tarts cooling on the baking rack. The goblin, in an apron and a paper cap, began transferring the still-hot tarts over to the tray, wincing each time he lifted one by its crust.
			

			
				Caldric spared a glance at Greebi and then returned his attention to wee Garth to make sure the tot was drinking his milk. He cradled the infant in one arm, tucked against his apron, as he began kneading the cinnamon dough for the next batch of currant biscuits. 
			

			
				Despite his misgivings about hiring Greebi, the goblin seemed to be a good worker. Particularly when Faylana gave him something to do. He’d do whatever Caldric told him, but when Faylana sweetly asked the goblin to do something, he would perform his duty like he was trying to impress her.
			

			
				Even one-handed, pro-papa Caldric managed to lull Garth to sleep with his bottle. He carried the tot back to his crib in the back room and put him down for a nap, then he returned to the kitchen and picked up the tray of tarts. Greebi looked up at him with a raised brow.
			

			
				“It time?” asked the goblin.
			

			
				“Yeah, put on your costume,” said Caldric. “I want you circulating around the crowd. Listen in on what they are saying about the bakery. I want to know their honest opinions of every item.”
			

			
				“You got it, boss!” said Greebi, saluting with a flour-dusted hand. He replaced his paper cap and apron with a ratty woolen coat, scarf, and a cap of the sort neighborhood children seemed to wear. Then he ducked out the back entrance to conduct some surveillance.
			

			
				Caldric carried the tray of tarts out to the counter where Fayalan was straightening the rows of cream pastries lined up in one of the glass cases. Caldric savored the moment, with Faylana leaning over and her plump breasts straining her blouse and apron, smiling to herself as she arranged the pastries in a perfect line. He breathed in the rich aroma of sugary tarts, elf cakes, cookies, cinnamon rolls, and loaves of bread. The thick roasted aroma of hot coffee and the herbal honey scent of tea brewed and waiting for the customers. 
			

			
				So many customers! Pressed to the glass. Staring in at the wonderland of cakes and treats and at Faylana, the loveliest of all. The queen of the bakery. The princess of the frosting. Caldric put his arms around her as she rose to her feet and planted a kiss on her lips. This produced an audible murmur from the waiting customers. 
			

			
				“My love,” laughed Faylana. “I think we’re giving them a show.”
			

			
				“Let them watch,” he said and kissed her again even more passionately. She moaned against him, her lips yielding to his strength. Almost swooning into his arms. He broke the kiss, smiled, and set her right on her feet. “This is it, Faylana. Our big moment. Are you ready?”
			

			
				“Yes! I have been waiting for this since we bought the building!” 
			

			
				“Leased,” he reminded her. Then he walked around the counter and unlocked the doors. “Welcome! Welcome everyone to The Adventurer’s Bakery!”
			

			
				A crowd of excited customers pushed in around Caldric and hurried to the counter. Their eyes were wide as they took in the colorful cakes, the glazed buns, the rows of chocolate and sour berry cookies, the overflowing shelves of bread. But most of all, their eyes were wide for Faylana. These were commoners. Not the destitute, perhaps, but working men and women of Zeegendorf. Diggers, pipe fitters, and mill workers. Laundresses, candlemakers and midwives. Children who were lucky to get a little meat with their potato for supper. They had never seen an elf. May not have even seen a picture of an elf.
			

			
				Yet there she was, in their city, in their neighborhood, long-eared, golden-haired, blue-eyed, and smiling as sweetly as any cupcake. She was resplendent in her pink apron and bodice. The men were drawn to Faylana with lust in their eyes, the women with curiosity, and the children pressed against the cases of baked goods. There were owlbear claws, folded butter cakes, honey buns, sour berry tarts, lemon custard, cup cakes, sheet cakes, and elf cakes. Two entire trays of the unusual green elf cakes with their dollop of pearly frosting behind a sign hand-lettered by Faylana. 
			

			
				“Wowwwwww!” exclaimed one little girl. “Look at these, with the cherries!”
			

			
				“I want elf cakes!” said another. “Mama! Can we have elf cakes?” 
			

			
				“A box of elf cakes,” demanded a gruff man in a fur-fringed coat. 
			

			
				It was all Caldric and Faylana could do to keep up with the customers. Trays of baked goods emptied down to crumbs and the bakery’s money box filled. By midday, all but a few loaves of bread had sold out and Caldric and Faylana were dividing their time between the front and the kitchen to try to bake more to catch up with demand. Greebi brought back word that the elf cakes were a favorite with the customers.
			

			
				“It’s special elf butter,” said Greebi, smiling knowingly at Faylana, for he helped her to make it. “They say how buttery. How rich. Delicious. Everybody want more elf cakes. Also like elf. Talk about big milkbobs and hips.”
			

			
				“Oh, my,” said Faylana, blushing deeply.
			

			
				“We always knew you’d be part of the draw,” laughed Caldric, pulling her against him with an arm around her waist. “Ah, more customers are coming! Greebi, help me in the kitchen. We need to get some more nut pies and peach creams in the oven.”
			

			
				“Love nut pie and cream in peach,” cackled Greebi, following Caldric into the back.
			

			
				Faylana faced the next batch of customers with a smile and some apologies that they had limited items due to unexpected demand. The customers were mostly understanding about the shortage, but one wiry old man with tufts of white hair on his head became irate.
			

			
				“Do you know who I am?” he demanded, stomping his foot.
			

			
				“N-no, sir, sorry,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“I’m A.G. Blarnham! Owner of the steel mill!” He leaned over the counter, peering over his spectacles. “My office employees were slacking off because of some cake they were eating. I threatened to cane their fool hides and they confessed it was your elf cakes making them go mad. They’d eaten them all up, none to spare for their benefactor, but told me where I could get some for myself. Now here I am, walking all the way from the mill, and you’re all out! I don’t want egg nazookies or redberry tarts with whipped cream! I demand elf cakes!”
			

			
				The other customers, satisfied with what options they had been offered, left the store during Blarham’s tirade carrying their pink boxes of pastries tied with string. A rare lull in customers left Faylana alone with the irate old man.
			

			
				“I am truly sorry, Mr. Blarnham,” said Faylana. “So many more customers have come than we anticipated.” She leaned over the case, her breasts hanging against the glass top as she pointed at a tray that was mostly full. “We have these delicious chocolate—”
			

			
				“No!” Blarnham rapped his cane on the case, making the glass wobble ominously. “I demand satisfaction. I demand it or I will tell everyone that you are liars and rascals of the lowest order!”
			

			
				Blarnham’s anger fizzled as he his bloodshot gaze fell upon the generous creamy expanse of Faylana’s cleavage. He wet his lips and reached his cane across the counter, boldly hooking the handgrip into the front of Faylana’s bodice to pull it lower. Just enough to reveal the edges of her pink areolas and a delicious creamy bulge of her mouth watering breasts. 
			

			
				“Ah! Sir!” cried Faylana, jerking back from the counter and covering herself. “What are you doing!?”
			

			
				“I demand satisfaction,” repeated Blarnham. “Elf cakes or, hmmmmm, let me feel those beauties! Yes, that would do! Your choice. But I’m a very influential man, mind you.”
			

			
				Mr. Blarnham was as ugly as he was cruel. Hardly the sort that Faylana wanted feeling up her breasts. But she desperately wanted the first day of The Adventurer’s Bakery to go well. And Caldric had told her one of those business phrases he had read in a book. “The customer is always right.”
			

			
				“Well, um, let me check with my husband on those elf cakes,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“No!” snapped Blarnham. “I’ve no time for that! Come here, elfy! Let me get a feel of those fat udders of yours!”
			

			
				“Oh, well, um, a customer might walk in,” said Faylana. “Let me just… ah… there is a washroom just through here, I suppose if it would help you leave satisfied in your visit I could let you feel them.”
			

			
				“Yes, that’s all I ask,” said Blarnham. “Why, I’m glad you could be reasonable, young lady.”
			

			
				“Mmmm, yes, just through here,” she said, walking around the counter and leading Blarnham to the small washroom. He crowded in behind her before she could turn, reaching his clawlike hands around her and crushing the softness of her breasts in his cruel grasp. Faylana cried out as he squeezed. 
			

			
				“Oooooh, yes, so soft,” laughed Blarnham, pressing against her back. “Ooooh. Haven’t felt tits like these in years. You’re a real cow, you know? Hee hee!” He kneaded and squeezed her breasts shamelessly, breathing heavily on her neck as he peered over her shoulder. “Take off the apron, elfy! I have to see these milkbags!”
			

			
				He was repulsive and cruel, but Faylana complied, not wanting to make him unhappy. She untied the apron and slipped it over her head. Mr. Blarnham cackled and roughly yanked open her bodice. It took three pulls to yank open the laces and free her laden breasts. Her nipples, thickened a bit by motherhood, stood out red from her creamy mounds. Blarnham went straight for them, pinching and tugging at them like he was trying to milk a cow.
			

			
				And he succeeded! Milk sprayed from her swollen tips and her elf cream decorated the wash basin and the wall behind it.
			

			
				“Ohhhh! Yes!” laughed Blarham, wheezing as he squeezed out fat streams of her milk into the basin. “Look at that! A milky mommy elf! I’ve heard about you, my dear. You and your orc baby! You must give it up to any man that wants a taste! Hee hee!”
			

			
				“Only if they’re well behaved,” panted Faylana. “A real gentleman.”
			

			
				“You want me happy, don’t you?” cackled Blarnham, suddenly kissing Faylana’s neck and nibbling at her earlobe. She felt the bulge of his cock against her backside. Grinding into her as the old man wheezed and squeezed. “Don’t you want, mmmm, a satisfied customer?”
			

			
				“Yes, Mr. Blarnham,” gasped Faylana. “That’s exactly what I want. A good review for our bakery. Mmmmm. Oooh! I have a hot little muffin for you to sample. Would you like a taste?”
			

			
				“Yes, that’s right,” wheezed Blarnham, releasing her breasts and turning her roughly around. “A muffin! Your sweet, honey-dripping elf muffin! Mmmmm! Let me get my tongue up that one!”
			

			
				Blarnham pushed her up onto the wash basin and pushed her legs apart. He dragged her skirt up her thighs and croaked at the sight of panty-covered mound. Her nectar was already beginning to soak through and darken the pale pink fabric. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm! I think I smell it baking!” Blarnham’s nostrils flared in his beaklike nose. He dropped suddenly to a crouch and hooked two fingers into the leg of her panties. A quick drag to the side exposed Faylana’s gold-tufted muffin. Her lips dewy with her nectar. Blarnham breathed deeply of her lusty cunt as if sniffing his favorite pastry fresh from the oven. 
			

			
				“Oooo,” whined Faylana, stroking his wispy hair and curling her hand around his head. “Go on, Mr. Blarnham. Have a taste! I promise it’s sweet as OOOOOOOHHHH!”
			

			
				She cried out as the old mill owner thrust his tongue deep into Faylana’s quivering quim. He licked her with complete abandon, smearing his lips and chin with her juices as he tongued deep into her hot, silky cove. His lips smacked her folds and his tongue lashed her clit. 
			

			
				The old man had a rude manner to the way he licked her cunny. Smacking his lips and slurping loudly. Faylana hung her legs over his shoulder, leaning her head and shoulders back against the washroom wall. His licking intensified. His fingers probing her sweet hole. His tongue relentless. He looked up at her, bug-eyed and ugly, his long nose stuffed into her golden cunt hair. 
			

			
				“OOooooohhhh! Oh, yes! I’m going to… you’re going to make me… aAAAAAHHH!”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmppphmm!” replied the old man, his tongue diving deep into Faylana’s tensing twat.
			

			
				She bucked against Blarnham’s face, her nectar pouring out with the pulsating spasms of her climax. She decorated him in her cum. He sucked the honey sweetness of it out of her. Slowing his thrusting fingers. Withdrawing his tongue and licking his lips and chin clean. 
			

			
				“Delicious!” he said, smacking his lips. “Sweeter than a cherry bread pudding! Mmmm! But I am not satisfied yet, elfy!”
			

			
				Faylana was panting from her climax. Leaned back against the wall, flushed and flustered, she watched as the tall, skinny old man stood up and pulled open his trousers. His red cock popped upright, the head glistening, the bollocks hanging low, and the root rising from a nest of wiry white hair. It was slender, but impressively long.
			

			
				“Oh, is that for me?” gasped Faylana, sitting up and spreading her thighs wider. “Were you going to stuff my muffin with cream?”
			

			
				“Hee hee! Exactly that, dear elfy! A hot piping of cream fresh from my balls! It’s exactly what you need, my fair and lovely elf!” He stepped closer, wanking his red cock and dragging it up her thigh. Oily precum oozed from the tip and this he smacked and spattered against her soft cunt hair. He stroked himself and rubbed at her velvet folds. “Are you ready, my sweet?”
			

			
				“Ooooh, yes, Mr. Blarnham! Stuff me full!” she cried, stroking the buttons of his vest with her fingertips as she watched his cock teasing her cunt. 
			

			
				Blarnham’s bloodshot eyes bulged as he thrust forward, burying his cock in the tight channel of Faylana’s cunt. He hilted in her, mashing her back against the wall and leaning over her like some triumphant predator. He moved his hips with surprising vigor for his advanced age. 
			

			
				“Fresh and hot from the oven, eh? Oh, that’s a magnificent cunny!” He pressed a kiss to her lips and Faylana yielded to his mouth. The sweetness of her cunt was on his lips, but the inside of his mouth was bitter and a bit nasty. It didn’t stop her from wrestling tongues with the old human as he rammed his ruddy prick in and out of her slick cunt. 
			

			
				While Faylana was getting pressed atop the wash basin and fucked senseless, Caldric was dealing with a few customers who had arrived while Faylana was indisposed. Once he’d tied up their boxes of pastries and sent them on their way, he began looking for his wife.
			

			
				“Faylana?” he called. “Where are you?” 
			

			
				Not the pantry. Not upstairs. Garth was still sleeping soundly in his crib. Then Caldric remembered the washroom in the front of the shop. As he approached the shut door he heard thumping and gasping. His face prickled with apprehension. His hands balled into fists. He grasped the handle of the door.
			

			
				“Oh, your tight little cunny has my flints sparking!” groaned a raspy old man’s voice.
			

			
				Caldric turned the knob and threw open the door. He was confronted with the sight of an old man’s rear end flexing as he humped away at Faylana and Faylana’s plump legs wrapped around the skinny old man with her ankles crossed behind his back.
			

			
				“Faylana!” cried Caldric. 
			

			
				“Hmmmm?” The old man whipped his head to the side and looked back at the doorway. “Shut the door, ya young buck! I’m having my way with the elf! Wait your turn!”
			

			
				To Caldric’s fury, the old man kept thrusting the whole time he was talking, his dangling bollocks slapping against Faylana’s ass. His red cock visibly glistening with Faylana’s nectar. 
			

			
				“You son of a… that’s my wife!” snarled Caldric.
			

			
				“Wait!” cried Faylana, seeing Caldric’s fist drawn back to strike. “Wait, my love, this is a customer! We were all out of what he wanted so… so I… you said the customer is always right!”
			

			
				Fury blazed on Cladric’s face. He held his fist back and Mr. Blarnham just keep pounding away into Faylana’s juicy pussy. She had her arms around his skinny neck and her tits were bouncing with each of his thrusts. The smell of sex was thick in the air. Sweet elf nectar and sweat and churning precum. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, yeah, the trip was worth it,” groaned Blarnham. “Your elf wife has got a good little cunt. Ohhhh, it’s gripping me so tight. You don’t mind if pump my cream into her, do ya? Ohhhh, it’s going to feel so good.”
			

			
				“Faylana… this… this is…”
			

			
				The door to the bakery jingled with little tin bells. Customers! Caldric stared a moment longer at his wife being pounded by this ugly old man and he backed away. He wanted to do something, but all he could think to do was leave the washroom to greet the customers. As the door closed, Caldric had one last glimpse of Faylana leaning up, her mouth open and tongue stretching out to meet the old man’s tongue as he rammed his red cock into her pussy.
			

			
				“Not much of a man,” sniggered Blarnham.
			

			
				“He’s wonderful,” said Faylana. “You mind yourself. The customer may always be right, but that’s no call to insult my husband.”
			

			
				“Fair enough,” laughed Blarnham, giving Faylana another sloppy kiss. “Mmmmmm. Turn around, my fat-bottomed elf slut. I want to finish you from behind.”
			

			
				Mr. Blarnham stepped back, easing his twitching cock from the dripping, glistening folds of Faylana’s cunt. She gasped as his steely hardness left her, then slid her bum off the wash basin so she could get back on her feet. Blarnham stopped her from turning to lean down and give her tits a few sucks. His mouth warm and urgent on her stiff nipples. He gulped a greedy portion of her fresh elf milk before smacking his lips and declaring, “Delicious! Every bit of you!”
			

			
				“Save some for the baby,” she said, pushing him away from her chest. 
			

			
				“Oh, a baby is it? Well, maybe I’ll just put another one up that sweet little cunt! Ha ha, your cuckold husband could raise two bastards!” Blarnham’s cruel words stung, but he didn’t notice the hurt in Faylana’s eyes as he turned her roughly around and pushed her down onto the wash basin. 
			

			
				Faylana’s breasts hung against the cool porcelain as Blarnham moved behind her. He smacked her ass. Squeezed it. Spread it to admire her dainty back clench. Then he rammed his cock back into her cunt, driving a cry of pleasure from Faylana’s mouth. His cock felt even better from this angle. Hard and straight and relentless. Pounding into her core. Bollocks thumping her clit.
			

			
				“Yessss!” she cried, pushing back against him. “Ohhh! I am going to… AHHHH!”
			

			
				She gripped the edge of the wash basin and her fluttering pink gripped Blarnham’s cruel cock. Waves of pleasure rippled through her. Hot and shameful and forbidden. Bad pleasure. Naughty pleasure. Cumming on this old man’s cock when her husband new she was being fucked. Unfaithful on the very first day. 
			

			
				“That’s a good elfy,” laughed Blarnham. “I think I’ll shoot my seed all over that pretty ass! Hnnnnn! Fuuuuck!”
			

			
				She felt the first spurt as he buried it in her cunt. Hot and tantalizing, launched into the throes of her orgasm. Then he drew his cock out and stroked it over her, pumping hot ropes of his seed across her cheeks, between them, and dripping down her cunt and onto her thighs. She was a mess. Her pussy covered in smears of cum. Her ass drenched. 
			

			
				“Look at that,” laughed Blarnham, smacking his spent prick against her ass. “Ohhhh, now that’s a nice frosting. A nice big messy load of frosting. Thanks, elfy. I’ll be sure to spread the word about your muffin. Hee hee!”
			

			
				Faylana moaned, her body still twitching. Her cunt dripping with the old man’s cum. She heard the door open and Mr. Blarnham left the washroom, the door wide open and Faylana on full display. She was fortunate that the customers leaving with their boxes of baked goods did not happen to glance over and notice her bent over the wash basin, her ass bare and her cunt gaping with spunk. 
			

			
				Mr. Blarnham walked up to the counter and smacked a gold coin down. It was enough for ten boxes of pastries. 
			

			
				“I’ve never had a finer treat,” said the rich old man to Caldric. “My compliments. Hee hee!”
			

			
				“Thank you,” said Caldric, resisting the urge to throttle the man. He slid the coin into the coin box. “Please come again.”
			

			
				Faylana had managed to mostly clean herself up by the time Caldric opened the washroom and went back inside.
			

			
				“What?” asked Faylana, giving him a perplexed look. “Why are you staring at me like that? Are you mad?”
			

			
				“Not mad,” said Caldric, his eyes blazing. “So fucking turned on I can’t control myself.”
			

			
				He pushed her skirt back up and pushed her back onto the basin. She laughed and threw her arms around him as he managed to get his hard cock out and rub it against the slick folds of her cunt. One thrust into the buttery heat of her cum-smeared cunt and Caldric gasped against her shoulder. His muscular body squeezed against her breasts as his balls tightened and twitched. Each thrust sent another spurt of cum pumping deep inside her. 
			

			
				Faylana cooed with pleasure, using her inner muscles to milk him. Of course, Caldric was nowhere near making her cum, but she enjoyed the feeling all the same. She was just glad that after Mr. Blarnham had made her cum so well, Caldric could get in on the action. She kissed Caldric and stroked his head with her gentle fingers. His cock began to soften and slipped free of her cunt. She was about to invite him upstairs for more, but then she heard the familiar tinkling of the tin bells on the door. 
			

			
				“Customers,” she said, pulling her panties back into place and rushing outside.
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				Celebrations and Secret Ingredients
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric set the three cups on the counter and popped the cork on the bottle of Tarolian brandy. Greebi was already sitting on one of the tall stools and Faylana was finishing wiping down the last of the countertops. All the dough was proofing. Frosting mixed. Rolls rolled and Knots knotted. All that remained was for a new batch of elven butter to be made. That was something Faylana did alone or with a little help from Greebi.
			

			
				The bottle of brandy glugged as Caldric poured the three cups to the brim. He slid one over to Greebi and picked one up for himself. 
			

			
				“Faylana. Come over here. I want to make a toast.”
			

			
				“Hmmm? Oh, yes, my love!” She untied her apron and joined her husband and Greebi. Caldric passed her a cup of brandy.
			

			
				“I want to start by saying that we couldn’t have done this today without all the, well, craziness that happened before.” Caldric smiled and glanced at Greebi, then fixed his gaze on Faylana. He marveled at his wife’s beauty. It was no wonder every man desired her. Oh, how it thrilled him to share. “All of the things we’ve done together and apart from each other. All of our mistakes. It brought us here. To a new adventure that we can go on together. To new adventures.”
			

			
				“New adventures,” agreed Faylana, bumping her cup against Caldric’s.
			

			
				“New adventure,” agreed Greebi, stretching out to bump cups with Faylana and Caldric. “Is good. Big day. New adventure!” 
			

			
				“A big day,” agreed Caldric, laughing right up until he knocked back half a cup of Tarolian brandy. It was strong, herbaceous, and made his belly burn. Greebi howled and rocked on his stool. Faylana winced, but gamely gulped down her entire cup.
			

			
				“My turn,” said Faylana. She grabbed the bottle of brandy and poured the three cups full again. “We have done better than we could have hoped today. We sold out of almost everything. But it took a lot of work and not every day will go so well. Together, the three of us, we make a good team. To the bonds of camaraderie.”
			

			
				“And a bit more than that,” said Caldric with a wink. 
			

			
				“Yes, bit more!” laughed Greebi, giving Faylana a smack on her bottom. 
			

			
				“Oh!” she yelped, spilling a few drops of her brandy. 
			

			
				Caldric shot an angry glare at Greebi, but then he remembered the goblin’s recent loyalty and decided not to let anger spoil the moment. He laughed again and took a gulp of the brandy. Greebi and Faylana joined him. 
			

			
				The brandy warmed their faces and colored their cheeks. Greebi insisted on a third toast. Caldric nodded, seeing it as only fair, and poured the rest of the bottle into the three cups.
			

			
				“Best sell, elf cakes,” said Greebi, looking adoringly at Faylana. “Not have elf cakes without Faylana. So toast is to most beautiful lady in all of world. With eyes as blue as pools and a smile so bright it—”
			

			
				“Ahem,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“To Faylana,” said Greebi, raising his cup.
			

			
				“To Faylana,” agreed Caldric.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, you’re too sweet,” giggled Faylana, looking between them both. “To me, I guess!”
			

			
				She raised her cup and they all drank. The warmth from the brandy spreading through their bodies and making everything a bit funny. Faylana stood up from her stool, swaying a bit as if she might fall over. Caldric braced a hand on her hip. Greebi a hand on Faylana’s rump on the other side. Faylana smiled at them both.
			

			
				“I’m so proud of you,” she said. “For building all this, but more importantly, for getting over the past and working together. It has warmed my heart to see you slaving away in the kitchen together. To see you hammering furniture or kneading dough.”
			

			
				“He’s not so bad,” said Caldric. “For a goblin.”
			

			
				“He not bad for human,” said Greebi. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm, well, since you boys were so good, I thought I might give you a bit of a reward.” Faylana’s cheeks were red as autumn apples and her eyes sparkled with mischief as she began to unlace her bodice. 
			

			
				Caldric and Greebi sat transfixed by Faylana’s fingers as she slipped the bodice down from her plump breasts. Her creamy flesh bore the marks of her bodice’s ribbing as red lines across the swell of her bust. Her nipples, thickened by motherhood, were red and welling with her milk. She caressed her breasts and man and goblin stared. Her fingers bending her erect nipples and producing twin dribbles of milk over her fingers.
			

			
				Caldric’s mouth watered at the thought of sucking her milk. Greebi’s prick stiffened in his trousers. Faylana giggled at the attention, but rather than offering her tits to them, she lowered herself slowly onto her knees. 
			

			
				Caldric could not help but notice that she reached for Greebi first. Her fingers deft and well-practiced at opening a pair of trousers. A growl of pleasure escaping the goblin as a smile spread across his face. His green gherkin was in her hand in a moment, Faylana’s heavy tits bouncing and jostling as she worked his cock with her fingers. Precum glistened on her digits as it flowed from the goblin’s green tip. 
			

			
				“My love,” gasped Caldric, stunned by her brazen deed. 
			

			
				“Shhhhhhh,” she said, winking at him. “You’ll have a turn.”
			

			
				“Yeah, you wait turn,” said Greebi, glaring at Caldric. The goblin reached a clawed hand to cradle Faylana’s head as she leaned down and took the goblin’s cock into her wanton mouth. She gave Greebi a toe-curling slurp, cheeks hollowing as she sucked him down to his root and reached up to fondle his little bollocks.
			

			
				Caldric stared in disbelief. 
			

			
				“Faylana,” groaned Caldric, his cock jumping in his trousers as his beautiful wife bobbed on the goblin’s stiff prick.
			

			
				“Mmmmm?” She popped her lips free of Greebi’s lap. “Did you want me to stop?”
			

			
				Caldric’s stomach twisted in a knot of jealousy. He stared at Faylana on her knees before the smiling goblin, his wet little cock in her hand. His green fingers laced into her golden hair. Tits dripping with her milk. The retired warrior’s brain screamed in rage, but his cock twitched and strained in his pants.
			

			
				“N-no,” he admitted finally.
			

			
				“You hear him,” said Greebi, pulling Faylana’s mouth back down onto his cock. “Ohhhhh, boss, she so good at sucking shank. Mmmmmmm. Take whole thing in pretty mouth.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmm,” agreed Faylana, bobbing and slurping on the goblin’s bumpy green cock. As she sucked Greebi, she reached one hand over to Caldric, fumbling for a moment in his lap before finding the buttons of his trousers. She managed to get his pants open and reached inside, her soft hand wrapping around his straining shaft. Her thumb rubbing just beneath his cockhead and smearing him with his own pre. His beautiful elf wide stroking him with skill as her head bobbed in Greebi’s scrawny lap.
			

			
				“Sooooo good,” groaned Greebi, his tongue lolling and both of his hands gathering up Faylana’s silken hair. “Suck shank. Oh! Yes! You like watch, boss? You like see wife suck Greebi?”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Faylana, her eyes rolling at Greebi’s words. She popped her lips free. “No teasing, Greebi. Caldric is being very good. You leave him be or he might bonk you on your cute little head.”
			

			
				“You no bonk head, right?” asked Greebi, pressing Faylana’s head back into his lap and looking to Caldric.
			

			
				A wave of drunken anger threatened to explode inside Caldric. Faylana gave his cock a squeeze just as that rage threatened to rise inside him and he moaned and admitted, “No. No I won’t hit you, Greebi. You’re… a hard worker.”
			

			
				“He he! Hard shank too! In wife’s mouth!” Greebi moaned and squirmed on his stool. “She like goblin shank. Suck it so much. She like goblin seed too. Don’t you?”
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmm,” agreed Faylana, her lips popping and sliding over Greebi’s glistening shank. Her hand squeezed Caldric again and pumped on his cock. By then, his pre was copious and her sliding fingers made raunchy wet sounds as they worked up and down his hardness. 
			

			
				Caldric reckoned his cock was at least twice the size of Greebi’s. More like three times, by Caldric’s estimation. So why did that damned goblin have such a superior look on his face? And why was Faylana moaning so lustily while she sucked the damned goblin? It made no sense. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm!” she popped her lips free again. “I know you are close. I want it, Greebi. Spill it into my mouth. Go on, little goblin. Feed me some of your warm, delicious cum.”
			

			
				Faylana resumed sucking, but her words sent a sudden tremor of pleasure through Caldric’s body. His beautiful wife, saying such things to a goblin! It was too much. He thrust through her fingers. His pleasure rising, surging, exploding suddenly from his cock. A huge rope of spunk launched from Caldric’s purple cockhead. He let out a shameful cry of pleasure.
			

			
				“Look!” cried Greebi.
			

			
				“Mmmm?” Faylana lifted her mouth and turned just in time to see the second spurt. “Oh, dear! Oh! Caldric!”
			

			
				She drew her hand away from Caldric’s cock, but it was too late to stop him. Caldric whimpered and looked on in desperate shock as his untouched manhood emptied his seed onto the floor and the stool. Spurt after shameful spurt, his cock bouncing with the muscular spasms and flicking out diminishing pumps of his seed.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, my love, that is too bad,” Faylana pouted. “I wanted you to have me once I was done with Greebi here.”
			

			
				“He not have anything now,” laughed Greebi. “Look. He shrinking.”
			

			
				It was true. Caldric’s cock was going soft almost immediately. Feeling deeply ashamed and disgusted with himself, Caldric got up from the stool and staggered towards the stairs.
			

			
				“I am going to clean up,” he muttered. 
			

			
				Faylana and Greebi were too busy laughing to even hear him. The laughter only stopped as Faylana’s mouth returned to Greebi’s cock. Alone with the goblin in the quiet kitchen. Slurping and sucking at him the way she had all those months earlier. Sucking a goblin cock for the first time. Cheating on her then-lover Caldric. 
			

			
				“Cum for me,” she panted.
			

			
				“Yes, I cum,” gasped Greebi, fingers tightening in her hair. 
			

			
				She looked up at him, over his hitching little belly and into his beady eyes. Tonguing his bumpy shaft and his bollocks when she took him deep. He pushed down on her head with both hands, pressing her nose to his belly and thrusting practically off the stool. 
			

			
				Greebi cried out, raspy with ecstasy, “Faylana!”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmmm!” replied Faylana as hot, oily spurts of goblin cum pumped into her mouth. She sucked it all out of him, draining his bollocks with great enthusiasm before showing off the cum that filled her mouth. 
			

			
				“You swallow,” said Greebi, stroking her cheek as she held her mouth open for him.
			

			
				It took three gulps and made her eyes water, but she managed to get it all down. When she was done, she kissed the goblin and even licked his little cock clean. 
			

			
				“You go to bed now,” she said, caressing his bald head and pointy ears. “It’s a long day and you have to get up very early.”
			

			
				“You come bed with Greebi?” he suggested, raising an eyebrow.
			

			
				“Oh, goddess no, Greebi,” laughed Faylana, crushing his hopes. “I sleep with my husband. And I have some work to do making the elf butter for tomorrow before bed.”
			

			
				“I help,” suggested Greebi, reaching for Faylana’s laden breasts.
			

			
				“No, you need your rest,” she said, pushing his hands away. “And I need to get it done without you getting me all worked up. I know how you are.”
			

			
				“Yes, yes, you make me want to give shank,” he said. “Give pups.”
			

			
				“We are not having that conversation again,” said Faylana, her voice a whisper. “I will not be having ‘pups’ with you, Greebi. Caldric is my husband and—”
			

			
				“And he put seed all over floor,” tittered Greebi. “But that okay, I wait. When you ready you know you get pups from me.”
			

			
				“Thank you for the offer,” she said, though she was becoming cross with the demanding goblin. “Now off to bed with you.”
			

			
				“Kiss first,” said Greebi.
			

			
				“Oh, alright, one kiss,” she said, leaning in to plant her lips on his forehead. 
			

			
				Greebi turned his head at the last moment and met her lips with his wide, thin-lipped mouth. He threw his arms around her and pulled her tight, deepening the kiss and thrusting his slender tongue into her mouth. Faylana’s eyes widened as he tasted her tongue and stroked her shoulders.
			

			
				“Mmmmm,” she protested. She finally managed to push him away. “Off to bed with you, Greebi! Before I chase you off with a broom!”
			

			
				“You come and get shank if you need,” he said, hopping down from the stool. “Even if Greebi is snoring, you wake up. Always time for Faylana.”
			

			
				She shook her head but was smiling as the goblin left her in the kitchen. Once she was certain he had gone, she prepared the wide milking pan on the counter. She leaned over it, letting her heavy breasts dangling above the pan. Droplets of milk tapped against the silver bottom. Her hands caressed her laden breasts, pressing down towards the areola, the pressure building for a moment and then gushing forth in twin streams into the pan.
			

			
				It would take her a very long time to make the elf butter. She wished doing it did not cause her cunt to ache with need. 
			

			
				Even more than that, she wished her mind did not turn to fantasies of men other than Caldric.
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				Word Spreads in Zeegendorf
			

			
				 
			

			
				The first day had brought the curious neighborhood swarming into The Adventurer’s Bakery. The second day brought the rest of the city down on the small bakery. Caldric, Faylana, and Greebi were entirely unprepared for the mob of customers. They crowded into the small shop and clamored for service. Caldric and Faylana were so overwhelmed at the counter that Caldric considered bringing Greebi out from the kitchen to take orders as well. 
			

			
				Trays of jelly cakes and butter crescents emptied as quickly as they could be brought out. Loaves of bread were limited to one per customer. And the elf cakes were sold the moment a new batch left the oven. Men ogled Faylana with naked lust. Their eyes bulging as they stared at her fat tits and shapely hips. Fathers brought their wives and children to cover for their lecherous window shopping. Families left with pink boxes tied with strings and filled with as many pastries as could be bought. Men left with fantasies of groping Faylana’s luscious breasts or lifting up her skirt and plundering her sweet elf cunny. 
			

			
				If Faylana noticed all the stares she was getting, she did a fine job of hiding it. Caldric, on the other hand, grew red-faced with anger when he heard what was being said by the men.
			

			
				“Those big ones are full of milk. Oh, I’d drink more than my share from those udders,” chuckled one man to his friend.
			

			
				“She has got her man raising the baby she had with an orc,” whispered a woman to her eldest daughter. “Don’t know how any self-respecting man could put up with that.”
			

			
				“I’s heard they gots a goblin workin’ in back too. Bet that big-titted elf likes to get plowed by the little fella.” Said a poxy-faced young man, scarcely more than an urchin. “Mark my words, one day soon she’ll dump the big oaf and get with that goblin.”
			

			
				“Ay! What did you say!?” Caldric reached across the counter and grabbed the young man’s collar. The pimple-faced lad blanched and stammered.
			

			
				“I-I-I’m s-sorry! Didn’t mean nothin’ by it! Was just—”
			

			
				“I ought to paste your spotty face!” growled Caldric. “You mind your tongue or I’ll rip it out of your mouth. And point your eyes away from my wife! I’ll not have you or anybody else undressing her curves with your eyes!”
			

			
				“Caldric!” cried Faylana. “Oh, my love, do not hurt the boy.”
			

			
				Caldric let him down. 
			

			
				“I’m a man, I is,” said the skinny, pimple-faced young man, straightening his shirt defiantly. This produced laughter from the other customers, though most only seemed annoyed by the interruption. The clamoring from the customers resumed and Caldric was forced to give them his full attention. 
			

			
				“What is your name?” asked Faylana, leaning across the counter to hear the young man. This had the effect of shifting the weight of her bosoms and causing her bodice and apron to strain against them.
			

			
				“Todrick,” said the lad. “And you is Faylana. I heard all about you. Was your man really going to paste me? He scared me ever so much.”
			

			
				It was a sarcastic joke, but Faylana took Todrick’s words at face value.
			

			
				“Oh, no, Caldric is a sweetie,” giggled Faylana. “How terrible of him to frighten you like that! Come around here. Let me have a look at you.”
			

			
				Some of the customers fell silent and stared in envy as lanky young Todrick was permitted behind the counter. Faylana stroked his scrawny chest with both hands. He was quite a bit taller than her, though he looked as if he weighed half as much with his skinny arms and legs and his long neck. 
			

			
				“Oh, my, yes,” said Faylana, stroking Todrick’s cheek. “Caldric scared the daylights out of you. Why, you’re breaking out in hives! A stress rash!”
			

			
				“Hives? Whatzit? Oh, no, you mean my pox? That’s just pimples from…” Todrick began to smile. “Yeah, that’s it, innit? Your mans terrified me into a break out on my face. Oohhh, Faylana, the hives is all itchy and painful.”
			

			
				“Hmmmm, well, come with me into the back,” said Faylana, taking the lad’s hand. “I think I have just the thing for your hives.”
			

			
				Todrick cast a glance over his shoulder at the bewildered group of friends he was leaving behind. They stared jealously after him as Faylana took Todrick’s hand and walked him through the swinging door and into the kitchen. Caldric, too overwhelmed with customers to object, grit his teeth and tried to hear ten orders being shouted all at once.
			

			
				Faylana felt terribly for the boy. Such a strange affliction brought on by that fearsome bullying from Caldric. She had thought her husband cured of his temper by retirement, but clearly it could still come roaring out. Faylana held Todrick’s hand as she walked him through the kitchen and upstairs to the washroom just off the bedroom. She sat him down on the edge of the bathtub.
			

			
				“You wait,” she said. “I have an ointment that will help.”
			

			
				She went searching in the medicine box for the tube of Dr. Frankleheim’s Clarifying Salve that she had purchased at the market when a single blemish appeared on her flawless skin. Rooting around in the box pointed Faylana’s derriere in the direction of Todrick. He watched in amazement at her wide hips and wiggling bottom draped in her heavy peasant skirt. Back and forth and back and forth. Todrick marveled at her rump, imagining drums beat to each sideways swing of her hips. A drumbeat he felt in his heart and his stiffening cock. 
			

			
				“Miss,” he said, his bulge growing increasingly tight. “Ah, miss, do ya think ya could stop waggin’ your tail?”
			

			
				“Ah-ha! Found it!” Faylana stood straight up holding the tube of salve. “Now then, this should clear you up straight away and OH MY GODS! What is that!?”
			

			
				She pointed at the bulge in Todrick’s trousers. It was not merely a bulge. It was if the lad was hiding a pipe down his left pantleg almost to his knee. 
			

			
				“Me pants?” He looked down and saw his own bulge outlined against the dun-colored fabric. He laughed, “Oh, no, miss, that’s me tallywhacker. Me pink pipe. Me winkin’ snake.”
			

			
				“You mean, that huge weapon is all your… your cock?” Faylana stared in amazement. “May I see it?”
			

			
				Todrick smirked. He scarcely had two coppers to rub together, he was weak, underfed, and poxy, but he had one gift. He’d seen the way the girls reacted. Naturally, he was going to share it with this beautiful elf.
			

			
				He reached for the buttons of his trousers, undid the first, and then stopped. He looked up at Faylana.
			

			
				“Hold on now,” he said. “Ain’t you married to that bruiser downstairs? How do I know he’s not gonna come up here and clout me on the head if he catches me waggin’ my William at you?”
			

			
				“Oh, no, he will understand,” said Faylana. “He does not mind. In fact, he likes it when I…”
			

			
				“When you what?” asked Todrick, his smirk spreading into a grin.
			

			
				Faylana was becoming flustered. She stamped her foot.
			

			
				“Stop teasing me and show me that thing,” she said.
			

			
				“Should charge you a silver,” said Todrick, but he wanted to show it off to her. 
			

			
				He slowly unbuttoned the trousers, revealing first his almost hairless root, then, sliding his trousers down the incredibly long, stiff pipe of his shaft. All the way down to a tip half-sheathed in his foreskin. It lifted slowly from his groin. Bobbing like a serpent before finally sticking out straight from his groin. Faylana had seen several cocks thicker than Todrick’s but never one longer. He took it with one hand and skinned back the tip to reveal the pinkish crown, pumping slowly down to his low-hanging bollocks and back up to the tip again. 
			

			
				“There it is,” said Todrick. “You can have a touch if you like. Won’t bite ya.”
			

			
				“Really?” Faylana stepped closer. She wrapped her soft hand around the shaft. Worked her fingers from the tip slowly back down to his bollocks. Squeezing and feeling the radiating heat. “How did it get to be so big?”
			

			
				“I fed it pretty girls,” said Todrick with a wink. “But I ain’t never had an elf before. Truth told, ain’t even seen the likes of you before. All round in the right places and with them big eyes and that sparkly smile. Just makes him all hard lookin’ at ya.”
			

			
				“Ooohhh, gods, I can feel it throbbing in my grasp,” whispered Faylana, stepping closer to him and looking down at his reddening cock in her hand. So long it really was like a fleshy weapon of some kind. 
			

			
				“Careful,” murmured Todrick. “Keep tuggin’ on it like that and it’ll go off. Make a right mess of your apron and skirt.”
			

			
				“You are right, young man,” said Faylana with a serious tone. “I should take them off.”
			

			
				Todrick could hardly believe his luck as he watched gorgeous elf undress. She removed her apron first, her plump tits swaying in her bodice as she untied the back. Then came the bodice itself and Todrick groaned at the sight of those fat elf tits with their thick pink nipples. Then came her skirt and she was down to just a pair of fluffy white knickers. He stared at them, willing her to take them off, but her hand returned to his cock. 
			

			
				“Ooohhhhhh!” he groaned, nearly falling over with the sensation of her hand on his overstimulated prick. Pumping his shaft. Tugging his foreskin. Smearing his precum. Standing very close to him. Her breath warm and sweet against his lips. Her thighs brushing against his straining cock.
			

			
				“Miss,” he panted. “Ohhhh… Miss Faylana… I canna take much more.”
			

			
				“Already?” She leaned her lips to his ear and whispered. “You’re as bad as Caldric after he has watched me getting fucked. Mmmmmm. He cums in an instant. Are you going to cum for me so soon?”
			

			
				“I’m… I’m fightin’ it,” cried Todrick, his voice taking on a whining nasal quality and his brow furrowing. “But I canna hold out long. Can… can I put it in you?”
			

			
				It was a crude way of asking a woman to make love, but it hardly mattered to Faylana. She was marveling at his enormous cock. Measuring it with her hand. She was eager to give the lad a chance.
			

			
				“Is that what you want?” she whispered, searching his face and slowly wanking his cock. “Would it make those spots go away if you could have your way with me?”
			

			
				“It might,” gasped Todrick. “It might just. Pretty as you are.”
			

			
				He kissed her brazenly, thrusting his tongue into her mouth and pushing his body against Faylana. He caressed and squeezed her breasts with both hands and thrust his cock through her fingers. Pushing her back. Kissing her passionately and pushing her out of the bathroom. Towards the bed. Onto the mattress and atop her.
			

			
				Todrick was in a fever of lust. He grabbed her silky knickers and yanked them aside. He barely even glimpsed her slick cunt, pink and gold-tufted, before he grabbed his cock from her and guided it to her the heat between her legs. His tip brushed soft folds. He looked down into her eyes as he thrust forward, slow and sweet, feeling the heat of her cunny yield and engulf him. Experiencing the slick walls.
			

			
				For Faylana, it was just as incredible. Looking up at the awkward young lad, suddenly so forceful. Feeling his cock bull its way into her, stiff and long and throbbing against her clutching walls. Pressing to the tender entrance of her womb. His hands rough upon her breasts. Squeezing and pressing them together. Making her milk spill through his fingers.
			

			
				“Aahhhh!” she cried, arching beneath him on the bed as he at last hilted inside her. Drew back. Hilted forcefully once more.
			

			
				It was heaven. Nothing like Caldric or Greebi or any of her countless other lovers. Todrick thrust into her and drew back again and again, faster and faster, sending her tits bouncing and the bed shaking. Faylana tossed her head among the pillows, her pleasure rising. Todrick’s cresting with her. 
			

			
				“Cum for me, my sweet boy!” she cried. “Cum inside me!” 
			

			
				“WAaaaaAAaAaaa!” Todrick drove deep, his mind reeling and every nerve in his cock pulsing with pleasure. A rush of ecstasy that drove him deep and back out again. Hammering into her. “Cumming!”
			

			
				He reached the pinnacle of his pleasure with his cock buried in the tight cunt of the beautiful elf. Faylana’s legs wrapped around him in that moment, drawing him and holding him deep. Pulsing, pumping, spurting pleasure. Cum pouring into her as her nectar dripped out. Her body clutching at him and around him. 
			

			
				It wasn’t going to help with Todrick’s complexion, but it certainly made his day.
			

			
				Downstairs, the rush had subsided, and Caldric was finally able to satisfy his curiosity. He rushed upstairs just as Todrick emerged from the bedroom, flushed and grinning. 
			

			
				“Thanks,” he said over his shoulder, then caught sight of Caldric and blanched. 
			

			
				Caldric ignored the young man’s apologies and pushed past him. Todrick ran down the stairs as Caldric stepped into the bedroom. Faylana was just lacing up her bodice. Her face was flushed and the scent of sex hung in the air.
			

			
				“Faylana!” he cried. “Did you… with that scrawny prat?”
			

			
				“Oh, Caldric, his cock was incredible,” she said, smiling and rolling her eyes. She picked up her apron and dropped it over her head. “Can you tie the back of this for me, my love?”
			

			
				She turned her back to Caldric. He hesitated only a moment before stepping forward to tie her apron. As he did, he kissed her neck. He whispered, “Next time, make a date, my sweet. You abandoned me during the rush.”
			

			
				“Oh, I thought only of the customer,” she said, turning back to him. “Will you ever forgive me, Caldric?”
			

			
				She winked and he realized she was teasing him. He watched as she sauntered out of the room and back to work. The scent of sex lingered.
			

			
				


			
				6
			

			
				A Shortage of Shortening
			

			
				 
			

			
				Sales were booming at The Adventurer’s Bakery. The crowds ebbed and flowed, but there were always customers and that meant constantly baking to keep up with demand. Faylana noticed the looming crisis before Caldric. They were almost out of shortening. It was a key ingredient in most of their pastries and they had supposedly stocked enough of it to last the week. Which said great things about their sales but not much about their planning.
			

			
				“Honey, we are almost out of shortening,” whispered Faylana as Caldric restocked another tray of sourberry tarts. “If we run out, we might have to close down early.”
			

			
				Faylana looked around at the customers. They were growing annoyed with the delays but leaving happy with their pink boxes of pastries in hand. If those pastries were taken out of the equation, things might get ugly. Caldric could see it too.
			

			
				“Yeah,” he said. “We need to do something. Can you run to Luann’s Provisions and see if she has some more?”
			

			
				“Are you sure you’ll be okay without me?” asked Faylana, looking at the crowd. 
			

			
				“Just hurry,” said Caldric. “The last tray of peach cream horns has just gone in the ovens. After that, I guess we’re done for.”
			

			
				“I’ll hurry back,” said Faylana, untying her apron and winding her way through the crowd and out the front door. Customers stared in surprise and awe at her as she went bouncing past them, a slightly frazzled and sweaty fantasy of elven beauty. She was too focused on getting more shortening to hear the dirty things the male customers were muttering to each other.
			

			
				Luann’s Provisions was only a few stores down the cobblestone street. There were only a few customers picking over Luann L’Hallorath’s dry goods. Luann was a stern and matronly woman with a pretty face heavily lined with worry, broad shoulders, an ample bust, and legs like two tree trunks. Faylana always felt a little intimidated by the woman’s size. She also hated to interrupt Luann with a customer.
			

			
				“Well, well, if it isn’t the elf,” laughed Luann as Faylana approached. “Your bakery has been helpin’ my business. Have you come to sprinkle some more o’ your magic over my modest shop?”
			

			
				“Um, well, actually, remember the shortening we bought from you last week?” Faylana twisted her apron nervously. “Do you think you can sell us some more? We have run out.”
			

			
				“Run out of shortening?” Luann laughed rudely, even nudging a customer with her elbow to get his reaction. He smiled and nodded but didn’t seem to get the joke. Luann turned back to Faylana. “Sweetie, I would if I could, but the city guard were having some sort of celebration and those boys bought up all the rest of mine. I won’t have more in for another week at least.”
			

			
				“A week?” Faylana felt sick. She sagged against the counter, almost knocking over a display of fishing hooks. 
			

			
				“It’s not so bad as all that now, sweetie,” said Luann, sliding an arm around Faylana’s shoulder. Her big breasts were almost even with Faylana’s face and she pulled the elf’s head against her chest. 
			

			
				Faylana felt the softness squeeze against her cheek. She looked up at the woman. “Um, how do you mean?”
			

			
				Luann released her from the squeeze and looked her in the eyes.
			

			
				“Why, you don’t need shortening to bake, you silly girl,” said Luann. “You just use lard. It’s a perfect substitute. Me? I prefer it. Even richer flavor.”
			

			
				“Lard?”
			

			
				Faylana knew of course that lard referred to the animal fat that humans used to cook and bake. Elves would never consider using such a thing. They did not domesticate animals and generally only ate game birds or the occasional elk to supplement a mostly vegetarian diet. But Faylana was desperate. The thought of going back to the bakery empty-handed filled her with fear. There might be a riot. Those horny customers would tear her clothes off. And not in a good way.
			

			
				“Yes, of course,” said Luann. “I have a bit here, but mine goes as fast as I buy it. If you need volume, go see Trotter at Pig’s Plenty. Just down the way. He’ll see to you.”
			

			
				“Oh, thank you,” said Faylana, hugging the big woman. “After all this time, I am still figuring out how you humans live.”
			

			
				“Any time, love,” laughed Luann, hugging Faylana back. “You and the husband and that little helper of yours need to come over soon. I’ll make up some of my pepper stew. You can bring the bread.”
			

			
				“Yes, I will, that would be very nice,” said Faylana. She wanted to stay and talk with Luann more, but she had to get back to the bakery as quickly as possible. She bid the woman farewell and hurried outside. The sun slanted over tiled roofs, half of the street in deep shadow and half of it still bright and merry. The Pig’s Plenty was at the far end of the street, just before the quaint cobblestones of Boken street intersected with the wide, paved boulevard of King’s Way. 
			

			
				The butcher’s shop was small but did a brisk business in and out under its hanging sign in the shape of a pig. There was a faintly unpleasant smell of meat and blood in the air even out on the street. Trotter used ice to keep his cuts of meet cool and the display of beef, pork, and elk meat visible through the window almost made Faylana turn away. The door opened and bells jangled as a woman left with an armload of parcels wrapped in brown paper. Her eyes widened when she saw Faylana.
			

			
				“You is the elf,” said the woman. “The elf from the bakery.”
			

			
				“That is me,” said Faylana, smiling agreeably.
			

			
				“You’re a pretty one. Even finer than a princess.” The woman shifted her packages and leaned closer to ask, “Is it true you elves live hundreds of years?”
			

			
				“Most do,” said Faylana. 
			

			
				“That mean you can’t be killed by nothing?” 
			

			
				“Oh, no, we can catch illnesses or perish through accidents and violence just like anyone else,” said Faylana. “Um, I really must be going, miss.”
			

			
				“Alright then,” said the woman, taking offense. “Didn’t know I was holding you up!”
			

			
				“Sorry,” said Faylana, nodding her head apologetically and ducking into the butcher’s shop.
			

			
				Igby Trotter was an immense man. He stood nearly seven feet tall and had almost no neck. The rolls of flab were barely contained by his stained apron and damp tunic. His hair was close-cropped and balding, his eyebrows had formed into a single shaggy line across his forehead, his nose was big and red, and his hands were enormous and scarred as though he had cut himself countless times. No, Igby Trotter was not a handsome man, but he was big and such size made an impression on Faylana. She marveled a bit at his scale as he swung a meat cleaver down and separated a cut of pork from a carcass with a loud thump. 
			

			
				She jumped back and yelped softly at the sound.
			

			
				“What can I do for you?” grunted Trotter.
			

			
				“Um, hello, I am Faylana Stonehands from the bakery down the way,” said Faylana. “We just opened yesterday and—”
			

			
				“Your builders caused me a headache,” said Trotter, walking around the butcher’s block to look down at Faylana from behind the counter. “A right pain in my arse. All them wood beams and plaster getting brought in by a wheelbarrow. They dumped bricks for one of your oven right int front of my shop.”
			

			
				“Oh, I’m sorry. I had no idea.”
			

			
				Trotter sniffed. Snorted. “Well, apologies accepted then. What do ya went?”
			

			
				Faylana wanted to shrink from his little dark eyes staring out from his fat, sweaty face. 
			

			
				“Um, well, Luann mentioned we could use lard as a substitute for shortening and said I should come talk to you about buying a large amount.”
			

			
				“Yeah?” He smiled, revealing two missing teeth. “Works well enough. Only problem is I sell my lard to Risbury’s on the other side of town. I got thirty stone of it in back right now but it’s all spoken for. Sorry, miss.”
			

			
				The emotion welled up suddenly. Tears flowed from her eyes. She shook and fought back a sob. Trotter’s expression changed immediately. 
			

			
				“Oh, now, now! What’s this?” He tore off his apron and tossed it aside. He came lumbering around the counter and hunched over to put a supportive arm around Faylana. “No cryin’, miss. Please. I didn’t mean that to tease.”
			

			
				“It’s just that… without anything to use… we’ll have to close up.” She sniffled and wiped her eyes. “Close up on our second day. Maybe for the rest of the week.”
			

			
				“There, there,” said Trotter. “I s’pose I could halve the order. Make it up to Risbury’s later in the week.”
			

			
				“Oh, really?” Faylana’s teary eyes welled with joy. “You would do that for me?”
			

			
				“For you,” said Trotter. “How could I say no to such a beautiful—”
			

			
				His response was interrupted by Faylana leaning up on her tiptoes to plant a kiss on Trotter’s lips. His eyes widened as her soft, sweet mouth pressed to his. Unaccustomed to such attention from such a beautiful woman, Trotter pulled back. 
			

			
				“Miss?” 
			

			
				“Oh, thank you,” cried Faylana, throwing her arms around his lack of a neck. “You have made me so happy, sir. I am bursting with happiness. Explosions of it. Detonations.”
			

			
				She planted another kiss on his lips. This time, Trotter had the good sense to accept what was being offered. He kissed her back and wrapped her up in his arms. She was so delicate and soft compared to his oversized body. She lifted off the floor against his plump bulk. He backed behind the counter, through the door, carrying her and kissing her, past the ice cooler and into the small room he used as an office. By then, their mouths were both open and their tongues were slipping and sliding together. Faylana kissed the man with utter gratitude and relief. A sense of elation driving her actions as she fumbled for his trousers.
			

			
				“Mmmmm?” He pulled back again as she reached a delicate hand into his pants. 
			

			
				Faylana’s fingers touched his hairy groin, damp with sweat, and his thick, stiff cock. She wrapped her hand around his warm root, as thick as any sausage in his cases. 
			

			
				“By the gods,” groaned Trotter, staring in disbelief as Faylana slid down the swell of his belly and to her knees. “This isn’t… isn’t necessary, miss.”
			

			
				“Oh, but it is,” she said, untying his belt and unlacing his trousers. “I must sample the meat before I buy it.”
			

			
				She grasped his cock from his trousers and admired the thick veins and fat, red, mushroom cap of it. Her tongue slid over and around his bulging crown, then her mouth opened and she began to suck.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhhh, fuckin’ hell,” moaned Trotter as the elf softly slurped on his cock, her head bumping his belly as she bobbed and sucked on him. He dropped one huge hand to her silky golden hair, cradling her as she slid him in and out of her mouth. Sucking softly. Her lips popped wetly around his tip. Her tongue danced beneath his cockhead. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned. The door jingled three times with customers in the time it took Faylana to suck off Igby Trotter. Each tinkling and thump of the door seemed to ratchet up his tension and bring him closer to the brink. His huge chest heaved and his face turned as red as his cock. He sagged back against his desk with a protesting creak of wood and Faylana followed him back, bobbing and slurping all the more. Looking up over that wobbling belly as her cheeks hollowed around the fat bell of his cockhead. 
			

			
				“Never thought… never thought this’d happen,” he gasped, stroking her head. “Gods… so pretty. Like an… an angel.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmm,” replied Faylana, encouraged by his word. Her saliva drooling down his shaft to his bollocks. Her hand massaging his tightening stones. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh! Oh, yes!” Trotter wheezed and held her tightly and fisted her hair as she bobbed urgently. Her moans vibrating his cock. Her fingers stroking his bollocks. Sucking. Those eyes that had dripped with tears now blazing with lust.
			

			
				Faylana felt him shudder and shake. She breathed in the thick musk of exertion as she sucked him to the edge. Tasting his oily precum on her tongue. So grateful she wanted to drink him dry. 
			

			
				“Ahhhhh! Miss… Faylana… I’ll drop my seed in your mouth if you keep that up.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm?” She lifted her mouth from his purple cockhead. “Where else would you like it?”
			

			
				“Those… those tits,” he suggested. 
			

			
				“Oh, these?” She giggled as she yanked down her bodice, leaned forward, and squeezed the sweet weight of her mounds around his cock. His eyes bulged as she began to wank him forcefully with her creamy mounds. Milk flowed through her fingers and dripped to her skirt. Her tits worked up and down, the plum of his cock poking up through the flush in her cleavage. His pre and her saliva lubricating his hardness. 
			

			
				“So beautiful,” marveled Trotter. “Ohhhh! Miss! I’m sorry!”
			

			
				He lost it as she wanked him with her tits. His cock throbbed and his face turned red as a summer sausage. The first milky yellow spurt of cum struck Faylana in her chin. It splashed her neck and landed back atop her breasts. The rest pumped out in warm lashes across her mounds and smeared between them. She worked it all out until he was whining from oversensitivity. 
			

			
				“Oh, miss,” he moaned. “I’m a married man. I can’t be… oh, but you do look beautiful painted up in my seed.”
			

			
				“Do I?” She laughed and looked down at her messy breasts. “I think I need a towel, sir.”
			

			
				“Y-yeah! Right away!” He got up, pulling on his trousers and belting them tightly as he fumbled for a towel. She used it to clean up, then gave him another lingering kiss. 
			

			
				“I have to go,” he said. “Customers.”
			

			
				“Can I have my lard, Mr. Trotter?”
			

			
				“Oh, yes, right.” He scratched his head. “Forty zeks for half the load? Do you need a wheelbarrow?”
			

			
				“It would help,” said Faylana. 
			

			
				“Return it when you can,” he said. “The lard is in the back there in paper tubs.”
			

			
				“Thank you, Mr. Trotter,” She said, leaning up to give him one last kiss. “I’m ever so grateful.”
			

			
				“Yeah, right,” he said, scratching his head again. “Um, just between us though, okay? My wife would have my bollocks.”
			

			
				“Alright,” she said, though she didn’t like keeping secrets from Caldric. “Just between us.”
			

			
				


			
				7
			

			
				Success and Complications
			

			
				 
			

			
				One week. An exhausting, thrilling week. It felt to Caldric like a lifetime ago that they had first opened the doors of their modest bakery to the public. 
			

			
				“We’ve done it, I think,” said Caldric, locking the door shut at the end of their seventh day. He crossed behind the counter and interrupted Faylana from tidying up by lifting her into his arms. He kissed her twice just to be sure she was paying attention. “Did you hear me, my love? We have succeeded!”
			

			
				“We have baked and sold so much,” she agreed. “But will it be enough, Caldric? We hardly make a copper on a dozen rolls. Hardly a silver on a grand cake.”
			

			
				“But the volume,” he said, gesturing to the empty shelves and cases. “We sell everything.”
			

			
				“Yes, I suppose,” her lips curved distinctly downward. “But it is worrying, my love. We have exhausted ourselves. Last time I checked in on Greebi he was asleep in a cabinet. Can we really do this every single day?”
			

			
				This negativity was uncharacteristic from Faylana. Caldric was so used to her lifting his spirits that he was unsure how to lift hers. He smiled and decided to kiss her again. His hand stroked the small of her back. Moved lower and palmed one plush buttock.
			

			
				Faylana gently pushed him away. 
			

			
				“Caldric, I am too tired for that now,” she said. “Between you and Greebi and the customers…”
			

			
				“The customers?” He frowned. “They’re only entitled to the baked goods.”
			

			
				“Of course, my love,” she said, giving him a wan smile. “I am just… tired. I want to go and sleep.”
			

			
				“Right, go on then,” he replied, smiling with a hint of annoyance. “Go upstairs. Get under the covers. I’ll finish tidying up down here. No. No objections. Up you go. My gorgeous wife needs her beauty sleep.”
			

			
				She hugged him and kissed him and then obeyed, trudging up the stairs and into their small apartment over the bakery. Caldric listened to her shoes thump off and heard the creak of the bed above him. Then he went back to work, wiping down the shelves and sweeping the floor. 
			

			
				He thought of Faylana and her beauty that attracted so much attention. He knew of a few customers that had enjoyed her attentions, but he had been too busy to appreciate it much himself. Today two men from the city guard had shared her in the root cellar under the bakery. She had told him so, but he had not seen it happen and couldn’t even remember the men. The day before it had been a surreptitious fingering from a giggling young woman. That he would have liked to have seen, but he had been too busy once again.
			

			
				He sighed, leaning against the broom, half asleep on his feet. Maybe she was right. Maybe this wouldn’t work. But the money was adding up. He had checked their finances earlier in the day and they were ahead for the week by almost sixty silver pieces. He could picture the lockbox full of coins. Mostly copper, but a fair few silvers and even a gold piece. 
			

			
				A knock at the door startled Caldric from his thoughts. A short, round-shouldered figure was standing outside the locked bakery.
			

			
				“We’re closed,” shouted Caldric. “Nothing to sell until tomorrow.”
			

			
				Whoever was out in the street knocked insistently. Caldric muttered as he tossed aside the broom and crossed the dark bakery to answer the knocking. The lanterns from the street outside backlit the figure standing behind the thick cylinder glass set in the door. Caldric turned the lock and opened the latch.
			

			
				“What?” he demanded. 
			

			
				The man standing on the other side was well-dressed in a yellow robe embellished with gold thread stitching. A large book hung from his belt and nestled against the swell of his paunch. On the other hip was a purse that sagged with coins. Despite his finery, the man was also uniquely ugly. His smoothly bald head was dotted with unpleasant moles and his eyes oddly protruded as though the man was perpetually shocked. One eye was larger than the other and one side of the man’s face drooped slightly, as if afflicted with some minor palsy. He was also fat in the way of a man who was on his feet a great deal but indulged to great excess. He looked up at Caldric, for the man was scarcely as tall as Caldric’s chest, and wet his fat, quivering lips.
			

			
				“I am Percinius Sneed,” said the man. “Perhaps you have heard of me?”
			

			
				“I haven’t,” said Caldric. “But even if you were the king himself, we’re closed and out of anything to sell. Come back in the morning.”
			

			
				Caldric began to close the door, but Sneed thrust his foot into the door to stop it from closing. When Caldric opened it again to tell the ugly little man to pull his foot out, Sneed pushed past him and into the bakery.
			

			
				“I believe you are mistaken about the purpose of my visit, Mr. Stonehands,” said Sneed, looking about the empty bakery with apparent interest. He turned back to Caldric, apparently oblivious to the fact that the retired warrior was once again considering thumping the man with his fists.
			

			
				“So enlighten me before I feel the need to toss you in the gutter, sir,” said Caldric, cracking his knuckles.
			

			
				“Oh, I have been threatened by much bigger and meaner men than you, Mr. Stonehands,” giggled Sneed. “They always back down. Even the meanest of them.”
			

			
				“And why is that?” growled Caldric.
			

			
				“Nobody wants trouble with the League of Collectors,” said Sneed. He tittered as realization dawned on Caldric’s face. “Oh, yes, that’s right, Mr. Stonehands. I collect tribute for the king and for his representative, the marquis. I am afraid when you negotiated the lease for the building with Mr. Gaston, he neglected to mention that it is significantly in arrears.”
			

			
				“That is not my responsibility,” said Caldric, though he felt a cold pit of fear yawning open inside him.
			

			
				“I am not entirely sorry to say you are wrong there, Mr. Stonehands,” said Sneed, trundling back over to Caldric. “The liability falls upon the tenant when the owner cannot be reached and Mr. Gaston is impossible to locate.”
			

			
				Caldric had been warned that city officials might harass or try to extort him. This Percinius Sneed was from the League of Collectors, which was supposedly above such baser corruption. Perhaps there was some truth to what he was saying…
			

			
				“H-how much?” Caldric’s voice cracked. He cleared his throat and tried again, “How much do we owe?”
			

			
				“I am afraid it is a large sum,” said Sneed. “92 gold royals and 26 silvers.”
			

			
				It was a year’s worth of sales at the rate they were going. An impossible sum. Caldric took a step back. Sneed smiled and followed him. 
			

			
				“Of course,” said Sneed, “certain arrangements could be made.”
			

			
				“Arrangements?” Caldric felt dizzy. He put a hand to his head.
			

			
				“Yes,” said Sneed, his smile revealing several gold teeth. “I hear you are married to an elf, Mr. Stonehands. That she is quite comely. Is this so?”
			

			
				“Elf… yes.” Caldric blinked. “Why are you asking me about Faylana?”
			

			
				“Faylana is it?” Sneed giggled. “Oh, I should like to meet her. Perhaps she will have some ideas about how we can resolve this issue of the debt you owe the king.”
			

			
				Caldric could only look away from Percinius Sneed as the roly-poly little tax man began to giggle with perverse delight.
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				An Unpleasant Arrangement
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana Stonehands was exhausted from a long day of working in The Adventurer’s Bakery with her husband, but she still brought out tea for their unwelcome guest. The fat, bald man with the bulging eyes and the rings on his fingers sat hunched over the small table in the kitchen. His yellow robe with its golden thread gave him an official air. His mannerisms were lazy, faintly peeved, as if every shrug or wave of his hand was an imposition. 
			

			
				“Failure to pay these fees is not an option,” said Percinius Sneed as he stirred the silver spoon in his cup of tea. “In addition to a loss of your license issued by the city of Zeegendorf, there is the matter of the back fees.”
			

			
				“He means the 92 gold and 26 silvers,” said Caldric, looking over at Faylana. “He showed me in his book.”
			

			
				“Yes, just here,” said Sneed, opening the thick book onto the table and placing a fat finger next to the specific record. 
			

			
				“But we were not the ones who failed to pay the collection before,” said Faylana, brushing a loose strand of blond hair from her face.
			

			
				“Yes, it is most unfortunate.” Sneed slammed the book shut with a crack of finality. “However, someone must pay. I am expected to collect and I must collect or it will be my gold that pays this fee. This is the way. The League of Collectors makes no exceptions. 92 gold royals and 26 silver zekkas precisely. Paid in full within six months with the first payment of 12 gold and two silver due in exactly three days.”
			

			
				“We don’t have anywhere near that much coin,” protested Caldric.
			

			
				“A problem then,” sighed Sneed. “Do you have any other assets?”
			

			
				“My sword?” Caldric lifted the big, two-handed weapon. Sneed looked at it dubiously but took it from him and put on his spectacles to examine it.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, common steel. Journeyman craftsmanship. Perhaps twenty gold at an auction of weapons.”
			

			
				“Twenty?” Caldric muttered. “I paid so much more.”
			

			
				“Best keep it then,” said Sneed, pushing it across the table and gouging the wood. 
			

			
				“I can do magic,” suggested Faylana. “Minor things.”
			

			
				“Are you guild accredited?” asked Sneed. “Do you have a sorcerer’s medallion?”
			

			
				“What is this?” asked Faylana.
			

			
				“She, um, she doesn’t have those things,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“I’m afraid you cannot work as a spellcaster in the city. However,” Sneed wet his lips and his bulging eyes slowly rolled to look at Faylana from her shapely hips up to her apron-straining bust, “there are other jobs you might do.”
			

			
				“Watch it now,” warned Caldric.
			

			
				“Oh, my dear sir, I meant nothing untoward,” chuckled Sneed. “Though I am certain such a lovely elf could solve your problems of funding by spending her weekends at one of the houses of pleasure on Sinner’s Row.”
			

			
				“You mean as a…”
			

			
				“A courtesan,” said Sneed, finding the politest term. “Certainly. Why, many women in the city spend their free time at the houses of pleasure to supplement their household’s income. There is nothing wrong with it. But, my dear, I have a better idea. I am in need of a house servant.”
			

			
				“You?” Caldric, having returned his sword to the mount on the wall and sat down heavily at the table.
			

			
				“Oh, yes. I could pay, say one gold and two silvers per evening,” suggested Sneed. “Your lovely wife could come after work here and easily pay the amount in less than three months. And as for the more immediate payment, well, I could make arrangements myself to cover this initial fee. Temporarily, of course.”
			

			
				“What would be expected of me?” asked Faylana. 
			

			
				“Cleaning, perhaps some cooking,” said Sneed, waving his fingers. “I am in need of little more than straightening up and looking after the occasional chore. Are you discreet?”
			

			
				“You mean, with secrets? I can keep them.”
			

			
				“Good, good,” said Sneed. “I am married. I need a maid who will be discreet.”
			

			
				Faylana could not see why a maid needed to be discreet if the man were married. She was about to say as much, but Caldric became very angry.
			

			
				“You ask my wife to serve you?” growled Caldric. “Right in front of me?”
			

			
				“Mmmm. I will have expectations, certainly.” Sneed picked up his book of accounts and hung it from his belt. He stood slowly from the table. “Nothing too severe, my good man. Can you accept that she will be fairly treated? Or shall I notify the League that you do not intend to pay?”
			

			
				“You leave us little choice in the matter,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Ah, but there is always a choice,” chuckled Sneed. He seemed to inflate with his arrogance and rested his ringed fingers on his belly. His eyes sparkled as he looked at Faylana. “Eight o’clock tomorrow, my lovely elf. My house in the city is located at Thirteen Bishop’s Street. The one with the black shingles and the window box. Don’t be late.”
			

			
				“I will be there,” said Faylana, trying to look cheery. Sneed took this as an invitation. He took her hand and kissed her fingers, drawing out her arm as he backed away. He turned and trundled out of the kitchen. Moments later, the door’s bell jangled as Sneed departed. 
			

			
				Caldric sighed and slumped in his chair. Faylana, feeling sympathetic for her husband, moved behind him and massaged his shoulders.
			

			
				“It will be alright, my love,” she said. “You and Greebi will tend to the baking and I can satisfy our arrangement with this Mr. Sneed.”
			

			
				“Satisfy?” Caldric looked over his shoulder at her. “I don’t like this. He’s a disgusting man. Vile. He suggested you whore yourself to pay the fees.”
			

			
				“He only wants a cleaner and someone to do some chores,” said Faylana. “That’s all I will do.”
			

			
				“He won’t be happy about that,” said Caldric.
			

			
				Falyana took his hands. Stroked them on his shoulders. She leaned against his back, her breasts cradling his neck as she kissed the top of his head. 
			

			
				“I only care about your happiness,” she said. “Not his.”
			

			
				“He might pressure you.”
			

			
				“He might,” whispered Faylana. “But I won’t give in. Not to a beast like that. Not if you don’t want me to.”
			

			
				“I don’t want you to,” said Caldric, rising from the chair and taking Faylana in his arms.
			

			
				He kissed her and she savored his lips. Invited his tongue. Caressed the still impressive firmness of his muscles. He walked her to a nearby counter, lifting her with his hands on her plush bottom and depositing her atop the flour-strewn surface. His kiss grew more intense. His tongue probed deeper. He untied the apron from her neck and eased it down from her chest. Her soft breasts filled his strong hands. Squeezing, shaping, and teasing the urgent throb of her straining nipples.
			

			
				“Caldric,” gasped Faylana. “Not here in the kitchen.”
			

			
				“Yes, here,” he whispered against her lips. Moving lower. To kiss her breasts. To suck them. She whined with pleasure as his sucking aroused the flow of her milk. It dripped from one nipple as he sucked from the other. His hand coaxed a wide spray of milk that pattered against the shoulder of his tunic. He moaned as he moved to the other breast, drinking like a greedy tot.
			

			
				“Not so much, my love,” moaned Faylana. “You must save enough for Garth and for the elf cakes.”
			

			
				“Yes, those damned delicious cakes,” he chuckled, wiping his fingers across his milk-spattered chin. “Very well, my love, but I shall feast upon you all the same!”
			

			
				He dropped to his knees before the counter and pushed Faylana’s skirt up her shapely thighs. She cried out, lifting her legs to his shoulders as he pulled her bottom to the very edge of the counter. It only took him a moment to take hold of her panties and strip them down her long legs. She moaned and blushed as Caldric admired the honeyed furrow of her cunt. He brushed his lips and nose against it, then tasted her with warm, slithering licks into her depths. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh! My love! Please, we have much work to do to… ohhhh!” Her objections yielded to her desire. She cradled his head and wrapped a hand in his hair, drawing him against her aching cunt. His tongue was growing deft. Lapping and licking at her clit. Twirling inside her as if seeking out the deepest point. The warmth of it and the fluttering pressure of it was driving her mad. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” moaned Caldric, sucking greedily at Faylana’s sweet elven pussy.
			

			
				It was as Faylana was approaching her peak of pleasure that a familiar sound intruded on her ecstasy. The cry of her infant son, Garth, wailing from his crib on the second floor. It was not enough to prevent her from reaching her climax, but the hungry tot’s peals of despair, growing hysterical, spoiled the warm glow of her pleasure.
			

			
				“I’m sorry, my love,” gasped Faylana, releasing Caldric’s head and sliding her legs from his shoulders. “I must go tend to Garth. He has… mmm… missed his feeding time.”
			

			
				“But, my love, I…” Caldric stood, his erection painfully obvious in his trousers.
			

			
				“Please, dear,” cried Faylana as Garth wailed on from upstairs. “I will repay this pleasure soon. I promise.”
			

			
				Later, with the little half-orc baby cradled in her arms, Faylana looked to the door of the bedroom and saw Caldric looking on with disappointment. She smiled at him, hoping she seemed sympathetic. He replied with a wan smile and stepped back out of sight.
			

			
				Faylana sighed. Her time was a currency in short supply. She only hoped she was spending it correctly to maintain her loving relationship with her husband.
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				An Evening Apart
			

			
				 
			

			
				There was no time for love in the Stonehands household. Not with a bakery to run. The next morning, Faylana and Caldric were both up with Garth’s cry well before dawn. Faylana tended to the hungry baby while Caldric went downstairs to the bakery to get to work preparing everything to open the shop. Greebi was cranky and less helpful than usual, probably owing to his own lack of attention from Faylana. Nobody was getting enough sleep and that lack of sleep was not coming from having too much fun.
			

			
				To Caldric, it seemed like only a few minutes between waking up and opening the store. As the shop filled with its morning rush and Faylana struggled to keep up, Caldric’s mind wandered to last night with Faylana and the arrangement she had accepted with Pericinius Sneed. The fat debt collector was going to be ogling Faylana while Caldric stayed home with Greebi. The prickly goblin was not Caldric’s favorite company to have around.
			

			
				The flow of customers into The Adventurer’s Bakery never slowed. There were locals from the neighborhood, interested visitors from around Zeegendorf, and a surprising number of servants to wealthy customers from the Palace Quarter. These representatives of noble households insisted on inspecting every pastry in a box and made large orders with minimal tips to Faylana. Because they were so busy, any breaks had to be staggered between them. 
			

			
				Caldric sat alone upstairs for a few minutes, stuffing his face with a crust of bread and cheese and gulping down the remnants of a bottle of sour wine. By the time he got back to the kitchen, Greebi had managed to burn two trays of honey rolls. Caldric had to resist the urge to chase the whining goblin out of the kitchen with a broom. He couldn’t afford such satisfying revenge. He needed Greebi in the kitchen.
			

			
				Finally, the settling of dusk brought the close of the bakery. The last customers had their loaves of bread to take home for supper and their pink boxes filled with pastries to take to the wife, husband, or children. Caldric locked up the shop as Faylana dusted off the counter.
			

			
				She looked tired, but beautiful. He admired her in the orange light of sunset through the window, untying her apron and fixing her hair after being under her kerchief all day.
			

			
				“Don’t go tonight,” he said, walking up behind her and wrapping his arms around her. “Stay here with me, Faylana. We will find some other way to pay the debt.”
			

			
				“It isn’t fair,” she said. “It is not our debt. But it must be paid. I must go to him.”
			

			
				“To clean and do his chores?” growled Caldric, holding her tighter.
			

			
				“Only that, my love,” promised Faylana. “If he asks for anything else, I will refuse him. He is a vile man.”
			

			
				That much was true, thought Caldric. Percinius Sneed was such a cruel and disgusting brute that he doubted Falyana would succumb to his affection.
			

			
				“I will make you something for supper and leave it on the stove,” said Caldric. “Thank you, my love. For everything you do.”
			

			
				“Perhaps you will have a chance to thank me like you did last night,” she giggled, turning to him and kissing him. The heat between them blossomed. Their bodies pressed tightly and their hands caressing as they kissed. Caldric felt the swell of Faylana’s breasts against him with each breath she took. The sweetness of her mouth enticed him and aroused him.
			

			
				But she was gone from his arms all too soon. Disappearing upstairs to change her clothes. He went to work sweeping the store. She returned, dressed in a plain green skirt that reached to her shins and a modest blouse with a ruffled front that helped to hide her ample bust. She wore no makeup and her hair was tied back in a plain tail. 
			

			
				And it didn’t matter. She was as gorgeous as ever. She could have turned heads in sack cloth and wooden clogs. 
			

			
				“I will be back late, Caldric,” she said, her hand on his shoulder. “Do not stay up waiting for me. Go out and have supper if you’d like. You can bring something home for me.”
			

			
				“I would not squander a silver on such foolishness,” said Caldric, pulling her to him and pressing a kiss to her lips. 
			

			
				She pulled away quickly, saying, “I must go now. It is a long walk to Bishop’s Street.”
			

			
				She donned her green velvet cloak and went to the door. Faylana knew that Caldric was watching her from the window as she left. She dared not look back to see his sadness. Or was it anger? She had felt the tension in his body when they had embraced. It was as if his body had turned to stone.
			

			
				Her heels clicked on the cobblestones as she made her way through Zeegendorf. She passed the construction for the new statue of Arsenus being erected in the square. The fire-haired warrior was done in bronze, but so far only his legs had been erected on the plinth and the workers seemed to be struggling to attach the hollow bronze torso. There was shouting and the torso clanged from the scaffolding as it swung on a crane. One worker almost fell from the platform. 
			

			
				Faylana hurried past the chaos. The large number of spectators were delaying her as she tried to push her way through the crowd. She finally reached Bishop’s Street and found number thirteen near the top of the steep road. It was one of several extravagant houses seemingly squeezed by its neighbors. It was tall and narrow, its shingles, shutters, and door done in black. Her heart was pounding as much from her climb up the hill to reach the house as from her nerves as she approached the door.
			

			
				She drew back her hand to knock and the door swung open. 
			

			
				Percinius Sneed scowled at her, one eye bugging out considerably more than the other, his posture stooped, almost hunchbacked, and his plump body hidden beneath his heavy yellow robe of office.
			

			
				“You,” he growled, “are very late. It is nearly eighty thirty.”
			

			
				“Apologies, my lord,” said Faylana, curtsying. “I was held by the work in Statuary Square. I promise that next time I will give myself a bit more time to reach you.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm.” He looked her over and seemed further displeased by her modest outfit. “Come in then. I have much for you to do.”
			

			
				That much was certainly true. The house was cluttered from its kitchen, with stacks of dirty dishes, to its upstairs bedrooms with unmade beds and sweaty funk in the air. The study was overflowing with books, binders, and stacks of loose leaf. Scroll cases were piled up haphazardly. Teacups and half-eaten dinners were everywhere throughout the apartment. The decorations downstairs were staid landscapes and images of old noblemen in finery. Upstairs, the paintings were more lurid. They depicted naked women as angels and bare-chested women battling monsters. 
			

			
				“You said you have a wife?” asked Faylana, admiring one of the paintings that seemed to depict a demon mounting the rump of a bound woman.
			

			
				“Yes, Margaretha,” said Sneed. “She lives with my children at our house in the hills outside Zeegendorf. She never visits me, but I demand your absolute discretion. She would be furious if she knew you were here serving me.”
			

			
				“Oh, I see,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“Now then, please, begin in the kitchen and work your way up,” said Sneed. “I will check in with you periodically to judge your progress. Work hard and perhaps you can return home early. Unlikely though, considering you were late in arriving.”
			

			
				“Sorry again, my lord,” said Faylana. “I will get straight to work.”
			

			
				“Oh, no, there is something else first,” said Sneed, as if just remembering. “Wait right there. I will be back in a moment.”
			

			
				Faylana watched him waddle up the stairs and wondered what the bug-eyed hunchback might be doing. He returned minutes later huffing and puffing, a bit red in the face, holding a long white box of cardboard. He opened it and held it out to her. 
			

			
				“Your uniform,” said Sneed. His smile revealed an unpleasant gap between his two front teeth and plentiful gold fillings. He was clearly excited about Faylana trying on the uniform.
			

			
				One look at the contents of the box and Faylana knew why he was excited. She lifted the short black skirt gingerly and inspected it. It was two-layered, with a black outer layer and a white inner layer. The white blouse had narrow shoulder straps and a cupped front to cradle and emphasize her breasts and a black bodice to further enhance her bust. There was an apron that tied around the waist and lay over the front of the skirt, but this seemed to offer little practical protection for the costume. Worst of all, the box contained sheer stockings of black silk and a black garter belt. 
			

			
				“This is… you want me to wear this?” asked Faylana, holding the stockings in her hands.
			

			
				“No, my dear, I insist you wear it,” said Sneed. “A proper servant must be properly uniformed. Go ahead, put it on. I will be upstairs working.” 
			

			
				He winked at her and began his slow, wheezing ascent back up the stairs. Faylana was left with the box and the realization that there was no avoiding offering the fat debt collector a personal show.
			

			
				The costume proved even less practical than she had anticipated. It fit her well enough, but the skirt was designed to barely reach past her plump buttocks. The slightest bend and the skirt rode up over her cheeks, exposing her round bottom outlined in her panties. Worse than that, when she began to do the copious dishes in the kitchen, she quickly realized how thin the material was on her blouse. The first splash of water soaked it sheer so that she was hardly wearing more than a veil over her breasts. Her pink nipples erect and tenting the damp fabric. 
			

			
				She tried to dry herself and Sneed trundled into the room and caught her mopping at her breasts. He wet his lips and stared as she tried to conceal her jutting nipples from him with one arm across her chest.
			

			
				“Please, my lord, I spilled some water on it,” she said.
			

			
				“Oh, tut-tut, my lovely,” rasped Sneed, ogling her breasts. “Let me help to dry you. Come, give me the towel.”
			

			
				“No, no, I am fine, sir,” said Faylana, turning back to the dishes. “Just… just a little spill.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, is it now?” 
			

			
				The floorboards creaked as he crept up behind her. The hairs stood up on the back of her neck as he moved closer and closer. His ringed fingers clinked. His musty breath sounded right at her ear. His hand leap to her bottom, slipping under her skirt and squeezing the pliant flesh of her buttocks. Faylana stiffened and almost jumped from her shoes.
			

			
				“Sir!?” she cried, turning to face him. “Sir, I object! I am married! I am here to clean for you, not be fondled like a… like a pet!”
			

			
				Sneed drew his hand from under her skirt. He looked at her with disappointment.
			

			
				“I thought I was clear what would be expected,” said Sneed. 
			

			
				“No, please! I object!” said Faylana, her eyes welling with tears. 
			

			
				Sneed looked ready to backhand her, but he lowered his hand. 
			

			
				“Bah! This is not what I want at all!” He stormed from the room. Faylana could hear him continuing to complain as he went up the stairs. “I wanted a willing, obedient elf slut. Not some prim and faithful baker’s wife. Perhaps I should have her do her work naked next time. At least I could wank myself to…”
			

			
				He kept going, but she could no longer make out what he was saying as he waddled up to his study. 
			

			
				Across the city, in the decidedly less toney area of Boken Street, Tavek was just about to sit down with a bowl of stew for the night when he heard a banging at the side door. He grumbled as he put aside his supper and went to answer. It was possible it was a flour delivery, but it was a day early. The heavy knocking came again as he approached the door.
			

			
				“Alright, alright, I’m coming!” shouted Caldric. He flung open the door, but more angry words were left unsaid when he saw Tavek and the former squire Andrei standing before him. They looked a bit disheveled and their cloaks were scuffed up. Andrei wore a leather jerkin and Tavek a chain shirt. They both carried weapons. “By the gods! The two of you might almost be mistaken for a proper pair of adventurers! Come in, come in! Let me show you the bakery!”
			

			
				“Not tonight, old friend,” said Tavek. “We’ve been doin’ work for the Marquis du Churlmont. Twisted bastard. Building a menagerie of monsters and wants us to do the catchin’.”
			

			
				“Working for the nobles, eh? Sounds more like mercenary work.” 
			

			
				“Don’t go judging me, baker,” said Tavek, prodding Caldric’s chest with a finger. “I’ve seen you take coin from plenty of folk. But tonight, I’m the one with the heavy purse and a night with the lad here. I figured I’d take you and the elf out for drinks. Some real food.”
			

			
				“Faylana isn’t about,” said Caldric, his mood darkening.
			

			
				“She isn’t?” Tavek lifted an eyebrow, but wisely let it go. “Well, then it’s just the three of us. All you can drink at the Silver Cup. Remember the times we had there?”
			

			
				“Oh, I do,” said Caldric, recalling the good and the bad. He felt guilty going out for drinks with his old friends while Faylana was off working as a maid for that horrible debt collector. But how often would he get a chance to break bread with Tavek? He hadn’t seen the dwarf in weeks. 
			

			
				“Come on, lad,” said Tavek, slapping Caldric’s chest. “Like old times. Let’s drink this welp here under the table.”
			

			
				“So long as it’s buttered rum,” said Andrei. “I can outdrink either of you.”
			

			
				“Listen to the boastful knave,” laughed Tavek. “Now you have to take ‘im on.”
			

			
				Caldric sighed. It had been so long since he’d had a proper trip to the tavern.
			

			
				“Alright then, let’s get pissed,” said Caldric. 
			

			
				The Silver Cup was the busiest he’d seen it since last summer’s festival. Packed full, smoky, full of music, laughter, rowdy drunks, lewd women, and the occasional bought of fisticuffs brought on by some combination of the others. 
			

			
				“We’ve caught hobgoblins, we’ve caught a basilisk, we’ve even caught a dragon,” said Andrei, somehow counting to five on one hand as he listed the monsters.
			

			
				“A dragon? Really?” Caldric raised his cup in salute and the other drank with him. 
			

			
				“Aye, but only a wee one,” said Tavek. “A tot. Couldn’t even spit fire at us.”
			

			
				“Smoked up the place though,” laughed Andrei. “Mean bite on him too.”
			

			
				The young squire rolled up his sleeve and showed a half-moon of tooth marks on his forearm about the size of a tea saucer. He turned his arm over the underside was even worse. 
			

			
				“Would’ve caught the ache from that bite if Momo hadn’t been with us,” said Tavek.
			

			
				“Oh, Momo? Where is she?” Caldric looked around.
			

			
				“Mmmm, those sweet milkers,” laughed Tavek. “Aye. She has gone away. Called back to the sisterhood, I’m afraid. So the next time we catch a venom we’ll have to suck on a potion bottle instead of those fine teats.”
			

			
				“Shhhpeaking of fine… teats,” said Andrei, clearly well ahead of Caldric in his cups. “How is your fine woman? How is Faylana?”
			

			
				“Milky,” laughed Caldric. “You know, the thing about the secret ingredient to the elf cakes—”
			

			
				“Ah, is it true Greebi is helping out around the bakery? That’s what I heard, but I couldn’t believe it. That you’d keep that lousy green rat around after all he’s done.” Tavek leaned closer. “I know the lad here had his way with Faylana once or twice too, but that’s behind you now, innit?”
			

			
				“Ah, yes,” said Caldric, his face growing hot. He wasn’t drunk enough to be having a conversation about Faylana’s infidelities. “We get along. All three of us. Greebi is a big help in the bakery.”
			

			
				“Bet he’s always lookin’ up Faylana’s skirt though, isn’t it?” said Tavek. Then the dwarf raised his ale and said, “Here is to Greebi. That insufferable little wretch.”
			

			
				“To the insufferable little wretch,” toasted Caldric and he gulped down his ale.
			

			
				Tavek and Andrei drank and laughed along with him. Tavek wiped foam from his beard and put a friendly hand on Caldric’s shoulder.
			

			
				“I thought many a time you were going to strangle that damned goblin for what he’d done with Faylana,” chortled the dwarf. “But I’m sure you put a stop to that.”
			

			
				“Oh, right, yes,” said Caldric, seeing images of Faylana with Greebi’s cock in her mouth. “Yes, no more of that. She’s on the straight and narrow with me. Nothing could drive us apart.”
			

			
				“That’s the spirit,” laughed Tavek, clapping Caldric hard on the shoulder and nearly making him spill his drink. The dwarf turned to the barmaid, “Another pitcher! This one is on the baker!”
			

			
				As Caldric and his friends drank away the evening, Faylana continued to work in the apartment of Percinius Sneed. The damp uniform clung to her swaying tits and the skirt barely covered her peachy bottom. Each time she knew she had to bend over for some reason, she checked behind her to be sure Sneed was not watching. It wasn’t so bad when she was cleaning the kitchen and then the two small bedrooms on the second floor. Sneed only popped in once to ogle her while she worked. But when she arrived at the third floor, Faylana found herself constantly under Sneed’s lecherous, bug-eyed supervision. 
			

			
				He sat at the desk in his study, which, through the open door of the study, afforded him a view of the hallway and the master bedroom as well. As she dusted his paintings of nudes, she felt him watching each jiggle of her buttocks and swing of her plump breasts. Her nipples were stiff beneath her damp blouse. She blamed the chill from the water, but she knew some of it was from being watched.
			

			
				She saw him moving his shoulder rhythmically as though pleasuring himself beneath his desk. Stroking his no doubt loathsome cock to the sight of her in her skimpy maid’s uniform. But what could she do? She dusted in the bedroom again and again, hoping he would stop so she could finish with the study. Instead, Sneed grew more interested in her and rose from his desk. He shuffled across the hall as Faylana tensed. 
			

			
				He stood in the doorway, breathing heavily, watching her with his bulging eyes as she finished dusting and began sweeping. She turned to face him as she swept, the handle of the broom squeezing against her bust. Her tits jiggled by each swing of the broom. There was no hiding from him in this costume, but at least this way she could see him coming. 
			

			
				“You’re so thorough,” said Sneed. “I will admit, I brought you on for the job to admire your loveliness. An elf is such a rare and lovely bird. Oh, but you are a real worker, my dear. Although… you seem to be lingering in this bedroom. Why is that?”
			

			
				“No particular reason, my lord,” said Faylana. “I am almost done here. Shall I finish with the study?”
			

			
				“Yes, of course,” said Sneed. He remained in the doorway but turned to the side to beckon her into the hall.
			

			
				Faylana tried to pass him and he pressed himself against her. His lips to her ear. His breath hot against her cheek. His soft midsection pressing to her back as one hand caressed her hip. She felt the bulge of his manhood under his yellow robe. She tried to turn and slip past him and he groaned as he thrust the bulge under the back of her skirt, rubbing the swell of his arousal against the soft back of her panties.
			

			
				“My lord!” she cried. “You go too far!”
			

			
				“Do I now?” He rasped in her ear, grinding his cock against the cleft of her buttocks. Pressing his weight against her. His hand moving up from her hip to her flat tummy. Fingertips brushing against the swell of her right breast. “Too far? Mmmmm. Not far enough. You have so much debt, my sweet elf. I could ease the burden. I could make things go away if… if I was persuaded.”
			

			
				Faylana cried out as she felt his warm, wet tongue slide from her neck up to her earlobe. His lips caught her ear and he sucked softly, his breath loud and hot through his nose. 
			

			
				“Stop! Stop this!” she cried, twisting past him and into the hall. She staggered, almost fell, her knees knocking together and her skirt lifting to bare her bottom. Her panties wedged between her cheeks by Sneed’s lecherous grinding. Tears welled in her eyes, but Faylana blinked them away. She looked back at Sneed, red-eyed. “I won’t whore myself to you! I agreed to clean but this… this is too much! My husband will hear of this!”
			

			
				“Oh? And what will he do?” Sneed laughed cruelly. “Go on then, back home to your man for the night. But I will expect you back tomorrow to finish what we started. This, my dear, is only beginning if you plan to work off all that debt.”
			

			
				Faylana could offer him no rejoinder. She held back her tears as she ran down the stairs and out of the Sneed’s apartment.
			

			
				


			
				3
			

			
				Empty Returns
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Caldric?” 
			

			
				Faylana searched the bakery’s kitchen and storage room, then ventured upstairs in search of her husband. Just as she was about to call out to Caldric again, she walked into the nursery to find Greebi cradling Garth in his arms. The goblin held a finger to his lips and motioned to the empty bottle on the table beside the crib. 
			

			
				“Baby just go to sleep,” said Greebi. “I put him in crib.”
			

			
				“Oh, thank you for feeding him,” said Faylana. She leaned over the crib to plant a kiss on Garth’s head. As she bent over, her cloak fell open, revealing the sheer blouse, tight corseting bodice, and short skirt she was wearing as part of her uniform. Greebi stared at her with wide-eyed excitement. “Please do not stare at me like that, Greebi. I have had more than my share of lecherous looks for one night.”
			

			
				“Yes, sorry,” said Greebi, looking away. “Only, you so pretty, Faylana. Uniform is very sexy.”
			

			
				“It is a bit, I suppose,” said Faylana, opening her cloak to admire herself. “I might even like it if I had been the one to pick it out. But I do not like being dressed by that horrible old debt collector.”
			

			
				“He is bad,” greed Greebi. “I make you feel better.”
			

			
				“Not tonight, Greebi,” moaned Faylana. “I think I shall make the butter for the elf cakes and then go straight to bed. Where is Caldric?”
			

			
				“Dunno,” said Greebi. “He said to watch baby and then left. I think with others.”
			

			
				“Hmmm, I am sure it was important if he left the baby with you.” Faylana smiled down at the goblin.
			

			
				“You want help make butter?” asked Greebi hopefully, following after Faylana as she went down the stairs to the kitchen.
			

			
				Faylana looked at the little goblin with his beady eyes sparkling with excitement. She knew the goblin loved to help her make the butter for the elf cakes. 
			

			
				“Very well,” she said. “But you must behave yourself.”
			

			
				“Yes, yes, be very good,” yipped Greebi excitedly. “Come to kitchen. We make the elf butter.”
			

			
				The elf butter was the most important ingredient of most coveted item sold at The Adventurer’s Bakery. It imparted Faylana’s elf cakes with an airy quality that defied the richness, sweetness, and creaminess of their flavor. The elf butter was used in the cakes and especially in the lavender-colored frosting that made them so distinctly delicious. 
			

			
				The elf cakes were a treat that no other bakery in Zeegendorf could offer, because they lacked the elf butter. Because they lacked an elf and her elf milk. It happened to be something Faylana produced in great quantities thanks to her hungry tot.
			

			
				Greebi watched intently as Faylana shed her cloak. He quickly moved the wide pan into place at her feet. She kept the maid’s bodice in place as she unlaced the blouse and drew it open across her breasts. Her laden mounds poured out, taut with milk, her nipples red and engorged. At the merest thought of milking, her nipples began to well with her elf cream. Gathering on her stiff buds. Hanging in fat droplets that jiggled as she leaned over.
			

			
				Her heavy tits hung over the wide pan. Faylana braced her arms on the counter and bent low at the waist. Greebi grabbed the footstool and scooted it in close. He stood on it and in a flash his green hands were on Faylana’s milky tits. He had learned how to help with the milking. Where to press and how to slide his hands from the sides up to the nipples to draw the milk to the surface. It came spurting out in several streams. The largest spurted from each mound directly into the milk pan with a loud, metallic rattle. He squeezed again and another spurt was directed into the pan.
			

			
				“So much!” squeaked the goblin.
			

			
				“I have not fed Garth or collected my milk for hours,” laughed Faylana, her voice slightly breathless. “The milk has really built up.”
			

			
				Faylana felt each release of milk as a relief of pressure in her breasts. A softening of the flesh and a relaxing pleasure. Greebi’s deft hands worked her breasts thoroughly. Squeezing, kneading, massaging, and drawing out the milk until the pan stopped rattling because it was filling up with milk. 
			

			
				The goblin was clearly enjoying it. He breathed heavily as he squeezed again and again, his tongue tucked into the corner of his mouth. Faylana moaned softly. There was discomfort every so often, but it was minor compared to the pleasure of releasing all the milk. By the time Greebi was done, she had filled the pan well past the line marked for a night’s batch of elf butter.
			

			
				“Th-thank you, Greebi,” she said, standing up wearily and pulling the blouse back over her slack breasts. They were still quite plump but had softened significantly without all the milk and hung lighter against her ribcage. “Would you go and draw a bath while I churn the butter? I think I’d like a nice soak before I am off to bed.”
			

			
				“Yes!” Greebi hopped up from the stool. “Good bath! Rose petals and bubbles!”
			

			
				“That’s not necessary,” said Faylana, but Greebi had already scampered out of the kitchen and up the stairs. Faylana sighed, hefting the pan up from the floor and onto the counter. Elf milk was much simpler to churn into butter than, say, cow’s milk. It required much less churning and no separation to remove the cream from the milk. Simply pour it into the churn and get to work. 
			

			
				Of course, churning the milk was another matter. Faylana tied back her hair and to keep it out of her face and set to work, churning and scraping and churning again. Sweat bloomed on her brow as the milk became solid clumps of butter. Each time it grew too difficult to churn, she would open the butter churn and scrape out the solid portion. Then she would start again, churning and churning until all of the milk had been transformed into a light, fluffy, whipped-style butter. 
			

			
				She was sweaty and her arms were sore from the effort. She covered the tub of fresh butter and set it on a shelf for the morning’s baking. She clumped upstairs, undressing as she went, shedding the ridiculous costume and picking up each piece as it fell from her luscious body. She arrived at the bathtub to find it full of pink water mostly covered in bubbles. A sweet, flowery aroma filled the air. Greebi hopped up from the counter beside the tub. 
			

			
				“I bathe you,” he said. “Make you real clean.”
			

			
				“Oh, alright, Greebi,” said Faylana. “I’m too tired to argue.”
			

			
				She swung a long leg over the tub and climbed in. The hot, rose-scented, bubbly bath nearly overflowed the tub as she slid down to her chin in the water. Only the tops of her breasts were visible beneath the water’s surface. 
			

			
				Greebi, without a moment’s hesitation, yanked off his loincloth and hoped over the side of the tub. He splashed Faylana in the face as he disappeared and then reappeared from the water. 
			

			
				“I didn’t mean for you to take a bath with me,” laughed Faylana, leaning her neck back against the rim of the tub. “But alright, I’ll allow it.”
			

			
				“I bring the sponge,” said Greebi, raising it from under the water. “And scrubby stick!”
			

			
				He held up the exfoliating stick with its coarse pad in his other hand. 
			

			
				“Alright then,” laughed Faylana, daintily lifting a foot from the water. “Start with my feet and that scrubber. Ooooh! That’s a good boy!”
			

			
				She shuddered with pleasure as he began scrubbing, rubbing, and massaging her feet. He scrubbed the heels and the sides of her feet, while more gently stroking the arches and between the toes with his little green fingers. Faylana thought he seemed to take almost as much pleasure in scrubbing her feet as he had in helping her with the elf butter.
			

			
				“You really are quite the little helper, Greebi,” purred Faylana, watching him attend to her toes. “Mmmmmmmm. That’s good. Oh! What are you doing?”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmpphmm?” Greebi looked up as he sucked on her toes. 
			

			
				“Ooooohhh, I will allow it, I suppose,” purred Faylana, leaning her head back against the rim and enjoying the sensation as Greebi moved back and forth over her feet, licking and sucking her toes. The sensation was mostly relaxing, but it also stoked the heat in Faylana’s loins. She had not wanted to admit it to Sneed, but all his snooping and groping had excited her. Though she hated the man, she could not deny what her body wanted. 
			

			
				To be fucked. She craved it almost always. Even when she was working in the bakery. Thinking of those strange men and their strange cocks. Even the women excited her with their jealous stares or lusty glances. It was a bit distracting, but elves had to grow accustomed to suppressing these urges. Her marriage depended on it. But Caldric was so patient with her even when she failed again and again.
			

			
				“Not with Sneed,” she whispered.
			

			
				“Mmmmm?” Greebi lifted his mouth from Faylana’s feet. “What you say, Faylana?”
			

			
				Faylana looked at the little goblin. Harmless Greebi. So sweet and doting since he had agreed to respect her marriage to Caldric. Perhaps he was just the outlet for her unwanted lust that she was looking for.
			

			
				“I was just thinking how very helpful you are, Greebi,” she said, sitting up. “How much I appreciate everything you do for me – for us – here at the bakery. It wouldn’t be possible without you.”
			

			
				Greebi lifted his head and beamed proudly. Faylana sat forward, cradling his wide goblin face in her hands. She planted a kiss on the top of his head. His long, pointed ears wiggled excitedly. He turned his face towards her. She met his beady gaze. Her eyelids fluttered as she tilted her face lower and let her lips meet Greebi’s wide, thin-lipped mouth. 
			

			
				The kiss was explosive. The lust that had been building within her all day and evening suddenly burst forth. She moaned, her lips opening, her tongue meeting the goblin’s in a passionate kiss. Surrounded by the sweet scent of rosewater and the bubbles, she pulled him to her breasts. His small body sliding against hers. His hardness teasing between her legs before she pulled him higher. His cock prodding her abdomen. 
			

			
				Faylana squeezed Greebi tightly against her breasts, her tongue thrusting against his. Her mouth hot and open to his probing tongue.
			

			
				“Faylana, mmmm, you know I love,” panted Greebi. “All of heart for you. Wife of Caldric. But forever love of Greebi.”
			

			
				“You are too sweet,” laughed Faylana, squeezing him tightly and pressing her soapy tits into his face. Greebi breathed heavily between them, his tongue snaking out to flick at a nipple. His wide mouth opening to engulf her entire areola. 
			

			
				“Yaaammmphh!” slurped Greebi.
			

			
				Faylana giggled as the little goblin began to suck at her left breast. His little green finger toyed with her right. Pinching and tugging. Squeezing it just how he would if he were back in the kitchen milking her into the pan. She parted her legs and felt the hard poke of his submerged cock drag across the sensitive seam of her cunt. 
			

			
				“Oooh, Greebi, you are being naughty now,” moaned Faylana, twisting as his little cock rubbed up and down over her cunt. 
			

			
				“Not naughty,” panted the goblin, looking up at her from her soapy bosom. “It what you want. Why you move hips if you not want? Why you spread legs? Oh, Faylana! Beautiful elf! Let me give pups!”
			

			
				“Absolutely not,” laughed Faylana, wagging a dripping finger in his face. “Why, I ought to—”
			

			
				“Faylana!” Caldric’s shout from the staircase sent a cold jolt through Faylana. Of course, he knew she sometimes became intimate with Greebi, but the last thing she wanted was for her husband to come home to find her in the bath with the goblin. 
			

			
				“Hide,” she hissed, wide-eyed with worry. 
			

			
				“Nowhere to go,” said Greebi, looking around the bathroom as Caldric’s boots thumped towards the door. “I know! I hide under bubbles! Goblin hold breath for long time!”
			

			
				“Wait! What are you… aahh!” Faylana shuddered as Greebi slid deeper into the water, disappearing beneath the cover of the bubbles from the bubble bath. She felt him sink down between her legs, his little hands clinging to her parted thighs. Hiding in the bath was an absolutely insane idea, but it was too late to change plans.
			

			
				The door swung open hard and banged against the inner wall of the bathroom. Caldric blinked, swayed in the doorway, and then staggered into the room. He was drunk!
			

			
				“Faylana!” he said, grinning as he saw her in the foamy tub. “You’re back!”
			

			
				“Where have you been, Caldric?” 
			

			
				“Mmmm? Had a drink or two or maybe seven. With the boys. Tandrei… Taver… Tavek! Andrei! They’re in town doin’ adventures.” Caldric stood over the tub, swaying back and forth and ogling his soapy wife as he began to tell an almost incoherent story of his night of fun. 
			

			
				Faylana found it rather difficult to pay attention, for while Caldric was blathering about toasts and the marquis, Greebi was being very naught under the surface of the water. He nuzzled his face between Faylana’s legs and began to run his tongue over her cunt. She shuddered as he slipped his questing tongue inside and gripped the rim of the tub as the goblin began flicking his tongue against her clit.
			

			
				“MMmmhmmmmm,” moaned Faylana, trying to disguise her sounds of pleasure with polite encouragement for Caldric’s story.
			

			
				“So then I said ‘I can out-throw you’ to the biggest, fattest, ugliest orc you’ve ever seen. He could’ve punched me through the wall, but then he bet ten silvers he could out score me in dragon darts. Only problem was, he was drunker than me! So, I said…”
			

			
				Faylana really wasn’t listening to Caldric as he related his great victory at the dartboard of the Silver Cup. Greebi’s long tongue was wriggling inside her like a frightened eel and beating against her clit. At the same time, the goblin had snuck two of his little fingers up her arse, prodding and pumping his wee digits slowly. The pleasure was excruciating. She thought surely her husband would notice the way her hips kept moving and the soft whimpers of growing pleasure she could not keep from escaping.
			

			
				“My love?” asked Caldric. 
			

			
				Faylana realized his story had reached it conclusion and he was waiting for some sort of answer. The problem was that she was about to cum all over Greebi’s tongue. She grasped the rim of the tub, her ass clenching against his thrusting fingers and her thighs tensing against his face.
			

			
				“W-what’s that, Caldric?” she asked.
			

			
				“Wassss just askin’ about the maid stuff,” slurred Caldric, too drunk to notice the pleasure furrowing Faylana’s brow. “Did that bastard feel ya up? Did ya give him what he wanted?”
			

			
				“W-what? What are you saying?” gasped Faylana, her toes beginning to curl.
			

			
				“Didja fuck ‘im?” said Caldric. “I know you probably teased him all night. But didja give it up to him?”
			

			
				“Noooooo!” cried Faylana in a tone that sounded much more like a cry of pleasure. “Oh, gods, no! Ohhhhh, fuck! Ohhhhhh fuck!”
			

			
				The water churned with Faylana’s bucking hips. Her hands feel into the bubbles and grabbed Greebi’s head as she fucked against his tongue and thrusting fingers. For an incredibly long and intense three or four seconds, Faylana did not care at all what Caldric saw happening. She wrapped her legs around Greebi and fucked his face with her trembling cunt.
			

			
				It was only as she sunk back against the rim of the tub, her tension gone and her pleasure spent, that she realized he hadn’t noticed anything.
			

			
				“Methinks the elf doth protesteth too muchhhh,” slurred Caldric, laughing at his own bad joke. “No need to splash all around. I believe ya, baby. Give me a kiss.”
			

			
				He leaned down and before she could reply he planted a wet, sloppy, boozy kiss on her lips. His tongue thrust brazenly into her mouth and he reached a hand down to awkwardly grab on of her soapy tits. His fingers fumbled over it and he squeezed a bit too roughly.
			

			
				“Ow,” gasped Faylana.
			

			
				“Ssssshhhhorry,” said Caldric, staggering back. “Sorry. Goin’ to bed now. If ya want to join me.”
			

			
				He bounced his eyebrows in a way that he might have thought was alluring and then went staggering out of the bathroom. Faylana waited until his boots had cross the hall to the bedroom and she heard the creak of the bed as he flopped onto it. It was only then that she released Greebi from her legs.
			

			
				The goblin surfaced with a gasp. 
			

			
				“Faylana almost kill me,” he panted, catching his breath. “But good way to die. Drowned by elf legs.”
			

			
				“Oh, Greebi, I am so sorry,” cried Faylana, wrapping her arms around him and pulling the gasping goblin against her chest. She was still embracing Greebi tightly when Caldric began to loudly snore from the nearby bedroom. Greebi lifted his face from the soft expanse of Faylana’s soapy breasts.
			

			
				“Sound like Caldric too drunk to satisfy Faylana,” rasped the horny little goblin. “But Greebi wide awake. I make you cum more than he ever could.”
			

			
				Faylana considered the boast. Greebi had made her cum quite a lot over the last couple years and she was particularly fond of his bumpy little gherkin of a cock. That bump-bump-bump against her clit drove her wild as did his frantic thrusts. His fingers and tongue had felt so good…
			

			
				“Oh, Greebi, you are a bad influence on me,” she said and pressed a kiss to his lips. The goblin took the kiss as an invitation for more and he began to lustily tongue-kiss Faylana. He was so eager that he almost pushed her down under the water in the tub. Before she had a chance to object he had straddled her midsection and squeezed her tits together and thrust his glistening green cock between her tits. 
			

			
				“Faylana!” cried the goblin, churning the water as he thrust eagerly between her squeezed mounds. “You are best elf! Best woman! Ohhhhh! So soft in best places!”
			

			
				He thrust so hard and fast that his wet body slapped against her and pushed her back against the rim of the tub. She could only see the root of his cock on his backwards stroke and then he buried his hardness between her breasts again. 
			

			
				“You do seem rather to enjoy that,” giggled Faylana, watching him hump away at her milky mounds. She left unsaid that having her breasts mounted by the randy goblin hardly seemed a great way to give pleasure. She was too amused by Greebi’s obvious ecstasy to interrupt his desperate tit-rutting. 
			

			
				“Ahhhhh! Yesssss! This Grobwandalanda!” cried Greebi, sloshing the tub with his frantic thrusts.
			

			
				“It’s what?” giggled Faylana, watching him desperately humping away and squeezing her tits into a tight fit for his soapy cock.
			

			
				“Goblin heaven! You take me to… goblin heaven! AHHHHH!” He hunched over her, squeezing her breasts so tightly that it hurt for a moment. Then she felt the throbbing of his cock and the warm jets of oily goblin spunk onto her neck and chest. The spurts gathered in the hollow of her throat and overflowed in a yellowish white stream down each side of her neck.
			

			
				His strokes slowed and the pressure on Faylana’s breasts eased. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh, my, Greebi,” laughed Faylana. “It seems you have gifted me a necklace.” 
			

			
				She tucked her chin to admire it before all his cum spilled down her neck and into the bath in wispy clouds. Greebi chuckled, sliding back from her breasts. She stroked his hips, found his softening cock with one hand, and drew him closer by his bumpy prick. 
			

			
				“What you do?” asked Greebi, jerking with sensitivity as she squeezed and stroked his little cock.
			

			
				“You promised to make me cum,” she said. “I am simply ensuring you are up to the job.”
			

			
				“What that… ohhhhhh!” Greebi got the gist of what Faylana meant as her mouth enveloped his cock and she began to tease him with her tongue and gently suckle at his cock. The bubble bath could not completely hide the goblin’s raunchy scent. She liked it after all her times with Greebi. A musk unique to goblins that made her cunt throb with need. Her lips encircled his cock and stroked his tip. Her tongue flicked beneath his cockhead. She tasted the sour saltiness of his oozing cum still trickling out of his spent cock.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned around him, bobbing and sucking gently until he began to stiffen in her mouth. Her fingers caressed his still-taut bollocks. Her tongue flicked at his tip. Once he was back to full hardness, she popped her lips free and cooed, “Now are you going to fuck me, Greebi?”
			

			
				She batted her eyes at him, which was a totally unnecessary provocation. The goblin squeaked and hopped out of the tub. Faylana stepped out onto a towel on the floor. She only made it two steps over to the small wash basin in the room before Greebi had pulled up a stool behind her. She felt one hand on her ass and watched in the steamy mirror as the scrawny goblin climbed onto the stool and positioned himself behind her generous bottom.
			

			
				Faylana reached a hand between her thighs to part her soft cuntlips. She looked at Greebi in the mirror, her back arched, her cunt offered up to him.
			

			
				“Fuck me, Greebi,” she whispered. “I need it so bad.”
			

			
				It was true, even without the bath her cunt was dripping and her tummy tight with need.  He rubbed his tip at her gushy entrance and Faylana moaned with satisfaction as he thrust his bumpy gherkin into her tight channel. 
			

			
				They moaned in unison as their bodies joined. The sight was something to behold as the scrawny little goblin drove his thumb-sized cock into the fluttering depths of the beautiful elf’s quim. He groped her ass and her hips, leaning into her for leverage and furiously thrusting with every scrap of strength. 
			

			
				“Oooooohhhh, yes, do not hold back, Greebi!” cried Faylana, not caring if her voice was too loud in the throes of her pleasure. 
			

			
				“Yes! Yes! Greebi love Faylana! I give you good cock! Hold onto fat elf breeding hips! Ohhhhhhh! I give you so many pups, Faylana!”
			

			
				The bathroom could hardly contain the sounds of their vigorous fucking. Greebi’s skinny hips beat a rapid rhythm on Faylana’s plush bottom. Her tits swung beneath her, nearly hitting the mirror, at least until she collapsed onto them with a squish and had to hang onto the wash basin’s edge. Greebi was just fucking her too hard to stay propped up on her arms. It was like the little goblin had something to prove.
			

			
				And Faylana was all too happy to let him prove it.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, harder, Greebi!” she cried, feeling her pleasure tightening. “Make me cum! Make me cum for your goblin cock!”
			

			
				“You tell Greebi is better!” laughed Greebi, his red eyes sparkling with delight as he pounded hard into Faylana’s slick cunt. “Say it!”
			

			
				“Yesssss!” cried Faylana. “Yes, your cock is better!”
			

			
				“Better than who?” demanded Greebi, slowing his strokes a little. 
			

			
				Faylana whined and tried to thrust back against him, but Greebi pulled his cock all the way out, leaving her empty and yearning for more. 
			

			
				“You’re better than… than… my husband,” gasped Faylana. “You fuck me better than Caldric. There? Are you happy?”
			

			
				“So happy!” cackled Greebi, thrusting back into her clutching cunt. He fucked her even harder still, practically climbing atop her ass and holding her waist tightly in his hands. 
			

			
				Faylana was driven to the brink of ecstasy. The rutting pleasure of his cock against heir clit. Her honeyed walls tightening around his bumpy shaft. She looked at him in the mirror.
			

			
				“Cum with me, Greebi,” she gasped. “Cum inside me.”
			

			
				“YEEEEAAAAAA!” screeched the goblin as her cunt tightened around him. Waves of ecstasy rippled through Faylana and it was more than enough to send Greebi over the edge. The scrawny Goblin finished with strokes so deep and intense it looked like he was trying to force his entire body cock-first into Faylana.
			

			
				Faylana’s pleasure was exquisite. Through the spasms of her ecstasy, she felt the hot pump of goblin seed against her womb. Flooding her. Filling her. The hot essence of Greebi’s adoration and desire overflowing her twitching cunt and trickling down her thighs.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, Greebi,” she moaned, aftershocks squeezing every drop from his buried cock, “you are so bad.”
			

			
				“You keep me here to help,” panted the goblin, sagging against Faylana’s back. “I help with butter, I bake rolls, and I take care of Faylana. Make cum because stupid human can’t do it.”
			

			
				Caldric was more than able to make Faylana cum, but she did not bother to argue with Greebi. She smile contentedly and let her head drop into her arms. A few seconds later, she felt the goblin’s cock slip free of her pussy. 
			

			
				She felt a tiny pang of guilt about letting the goblin fuck her while Caldric was passed out drunk. Then another fluttering aftershock rippled through her depths and a little more goblin cream trickled from her well-fucked cunt. She smiled contentedly. A very tiny pang indeed.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				4
			

			
				Cream for Sweet Elf Cakes
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric’s head was going to explode. There was a cockatrice – the little baby one that Tavek and the squire had been bragging about catching – and it wanted to pip its way out of his skull. He was not used to drinking so much and he was paying the price for it. Worse than the hangover was the nightmare. He always got them bad when he’d been drinking. 
			

			
				He’d seen Faylana and Sneed at the fat brute’s house. His lovely wife tongue kissing the debt collector, stroking him and begging for his cock. She’d been crying out for his cum in Caldric’s nightmare. Telling the debt collector that he fucked her so much better than her husband. He could still remember Sneed’s mocking laughing as he exploded into Faylana. So similar to that damned goblin. 
			

			
				He was sure Sneed had fucked Faylana. But he had to know the details. A part of him craved to know them. To hear every horrible word about how Percinius Sneed caressed her and groped her and used her. To hear how she came all over the pig’s fat cock. 
			

			
				Faylana was bright-eyed and humming as she finished arranging the display cases with pastries. Caldric’s hand was a tight fist as he walked up behind her. She was oblivious, humming her elven song and wiggling her bottom from side-to-side as she bent over the case. 
			

			
				“Faylana,” growled Caldric his head pounding. 
			

			
				“Hmmm?” She stood up from pastries and turned around. He smile blossomed like a flower. Her eyes were sweet and adoring. “Caldric! You look ever so serious! What is it, my love?”
			

			
				She brushed a curl of his hair from his forehead.
			

			
				“Tell me,” said Caldric, his voice low and his eyes rimmed red from the hangover. “Tell me what you did with Sneed.”
			

			
				“Him? Oh, I cleaned his entire house. Every floor. It was a beastly mess, but I finished—”
			

			
				“Not the cleaning,” snapped Caldric. He saw her flinch in surprise at his tone and he softened his words. “I mean, did he… did he touch you?”
			

			
				“Touch me? I suppose, a bit. But I was not offering myself to him if that is what you are asking.” 
			

			
				Caldric’s shoulders slumped. He relaxed for a moment. But then he looked at Faylana again with harder eyes.
			

			
				“Really? He did nothing?”
			

			
				“He made me wear a uniform,” she said. “I think you humans would consider it embarrassing, but I did not mind overly much. And he did touch me, but I made it plain that I was not there to be fondled.”
			

			
				“You did?” Caldric raised an eyebrow. He felt almost… disappointed? No, surely that wasn’t right. This wasn’t right at all, in fact. Sneed had been very clear about what would be expected of Faylana. So why wasn’t she telling her husband the truth? “Faylana, did you have sex with Sneed? Tell me the truth.”
			

			
				“Truth! My goddess, Caldric! I have never lied to you!”
			

			
				Caldric saw the hurt in Faylana’s eyes and he realized he had pushed too far. She was right, he never questioned her honesty, for Faylana never lied to him. She was guileless and pure, regardless of her endless lust.
			

			
				“I’m sorry, I… I had some nightmares,” muttered Caldric. “I never doubted you.”
			

			
				But he had doubted her. Now she knew it. Her brow was furrowed over her sparkling blue eyes as she watched him retreat to the kitchen for another tray of fresh bread. Greebi was whistling merrily to himself in the kitchen. Caldric barely resisted the urge to kick him.
			

			
				“What are you so happy about?” growled Caldric as he slid the pan out of the oven. 
			

			
				“I happy with being baker,” said Greebi, patting his floppy white chef’s cap. “Mix dough, make butter, jam, frosting. Especially frosting! MMmmmmm! Delicious!”
			

			
				Greebi scooped up a dollop of frosting from a mixing bowl and licked the creamy confection from his fingertip. Caldric’s lip curled in disgust.
			

			
				“Mind you wash that finger before you go sticking it anywhere else,” said Caldric. 
			

			
				Greebi made a lewd gesture with his middle finger and muttered something in the squeaking goblin language. Caldric didn’t like it, but it was too late to be starting scraps with the goblin. The shop was opening any minute.
			

			
				Caldric flipped over the bread pan and the fresh loaf dropped onto the counter. He picked the hot bread up with a towel and carried it gingerly out to one of the last empty slots on the shelf of fresh bread. He turned to Faylana to apologize for his earlier anger. She was already walking to the door to unlock it for the day. He could see the silhouettes of the early morning customers crowding against the leaded windows and trying to peer inside at the expanse of colorful pastries and cakes. 
			

			
				“Faylana,” called Caldric.
			

			
				She seemed not to hear him as she unlocked the door with a snap of the mechanism and swung the door open to the customers.
			

			
				“Welcome! Welcome to The Adventurer’s Bakery!” she said, beaming as the customers shuffled into the store. 
			

			
				There was no more time for Caldric to worry about his disagreement. The onslaught of the day’s customers was upon them. It was all they could do to keep up with the crowd. 
			

			
				Everyone wanted elf cakes and when they couldn’t have them they grudgingly accepted fudge cookies and sourberry tarts, fluffy croissants, buttery sugar rolls, and mousse that overflowed from little crusts of chocolate crumb. Whenever Caldric brought a fresh tray of elf cakes out from the back a murmur went through the crowd of customers and there was a rush to buy as many as possible. Some tried to buy entire trays in one go and rules had to be made limiting customers to a box of a dozen of the sought-after elf cakes.
			

			
				After the work rush, the customers slowed, but only slightly. By mid-morning it was a steady streamer of buyers from around the city coming to try the elf cakes. 
			

			
				The customers grew stranger too. There was a perfumed man who looked to be a century old, a stone golem buying elf cakes for some wizard, and a woman dressed head-to-toe in black lace with only her red eyes visible from behind her veil. She had a single elf cake and something called a “bloody kiss” which was made from a cherry liqueur and a preserved cherry in a white chocolate shell. 
			

			
				The woman took the bloody kiss in her lace fingers and slipped it under her veil. She ate it right there in the bakery and declared, “Delicious!” Caldric watched from beside Faylana as the woman glided out of the bakery, seeming only to move her hips from side to side and not her feet. 
			

			
				In the afternoon, Caldric took over behind the counter to give Faylana a rest. This was, of course, unpopular with many of the male customers who became surly and barked orders at Caldric. One customer was familiar to Caldric. A poxy-faced young man who was lingering around the door to the kitchen. Caldric remembered nearly slapping that skinny punk for his insolence. He didn’t like him lingering around the kitchen, but there were too many customers around for him to do anything about it. He finished dealing with one customer and was relieved to see the boy had gone.
			

			
				But Caldric was in for a rude surprise. A few minutes later, battered by complaint of the lack of elf cakes, Caldric retreated briefly into the kitchen. Greebi was working alone, struggling to keep up with all of the ovens and trays going at once. 
			

			
				“Where is she?” demanded Caldric.
			

			
				“I not tell you,” snapped Greebi, but he betrayed the truth with a glance towards the stairs.
			

			
				“Mind the shop,” said Caldric and he started up the steps. His heart pounded and his body tensed as he approached the bedroom he shared with his wife. The door was ajar and he could hear voices from inside it. He moved silently, pressing against the wall, his heart pounded and his cock straining. 
			

			
				She was with that pimple-faced young man. He knew it. He reached the door and pressed an eye to it. Yes! There it was! She was bent over her vanity, tits flopping out of her blouse as the young man fucked he from behind. 
			

			
				Caldric’s anger soared. His cock jumped in his trousers. He fought back the urge to charge in and deck the arrogant young man and instead watched, heart hammering, as the pimply punk fucked his beautiful elf wife. Todrick. That was the prat’s name. His trousers down around his knees as he sawed his skinny cock in and out of the blushing peach of Faylana’s cunt. Her skirt was up her back and her ass shook with each of the lad’s forceful thrusts.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh, yes,” panted Todrick, clearly out of his mind with pleasure. His bony hands tight on Faylana’s hips and an expression of pure ecstasy twisting his features. Todrick was clearly nearing his limit and judging by Faylana’s furrowed brow she was close as well.
			

			
				“Cum for me,” gasped Faylana, a blush across her cheeks as she looked back over her shoulder. Todrick leaned across her back, kissing her. Slapping his hips against her ass. Pounding his cock into her gold-tufted quim. 
			

			
				“Oh, I will, miss,” he gasped. “Can’t do much else. Ohhhhhhh. By the gods. Here it comes. Shall I pipe it straight in?”
			

			
				“Yesssss,” cried Faylana, pressing back against him. Kissing him again over her shoulder. “Yes. Pipe it straight in. Every drop of it. OOOOOoooooooooo!”
			

			
				“Hhnnnnn! Yeah! Ohhhhh it’s coming! Ohhhh there it comes! AAHHHH!” Todrick made no attempt to be quiet. He thumped into Faylana hard enough to make the vanity shake and the mirror almost topple loose. Faylana crooned with pleasure of her own as the young man began to pump his seed deep into her cunt. He hunched over her back, burying his hardness each time and emptying his bollocks into her sweet snatch.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm, so much cream,” she smiled and shuddered against him. He leaned his head against her shoulder, catching his breath. Slowly withdrawing.
			

			
				Caldric pressed against the doorframe. His one eye peering into the bedroom as Todrick drew his cock from Faylana’s cunt, unsheathing it and trailing a drooping strand of cum from his tip. Faylana’s delicate folds were frothy with spunk. More of it oozed and bubbled up from her well-fucked depths. 
			

			
				Caldric desperately wanted to barge into the room, knock the lad aside, and bury his own straining cock in Faylana’s creamy cunt. Instead, he retreated from the sight. He slunk away to the bathroom and waited for them both to go downstairs. Then, feeling desperate and alone, he pounded his hand upon his cock. He pictured Faylana’s blushing face and freshly fucked cunt. Her tits swinging free of her blouse. Her face contorted in pleasure as Todrick stuffed her full of cream. 
			

			
				With a grunt, Caldric emptied his seed into the wash basin. A stream of water carried his spatter of cum down the drain.
			

			
				He had to get back to work. The bakery needed him even if Faylana did not.
			

			
				


			
				5
			

			
				A New Level of Service
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana drew the stocking up her long leg and clipped it to the lacey garter. Caldric was watching her from the bed. He seemed angry at her for wearing the revealing costume, which only added salt to the wounds caused by their disagreements throughout the day. He was mad that she was wearing the uniform forced upon her by Sneed. The man he had arranged for her to visit. 
			

			
				“Stop staring at me, Caldric,” she said, fastening the other stocking to its garter. She smoothed the ruffled skirt down, barely covering her silky panties and revealing much of the garter. When she looked over at Caldric on the bed he had turned away from her. She wanted to throw something at him. “I told you, Caldric, I have done nothing with this loathsome collector. I only do the work he requires.”
			

			
				“In that costume?” 
			

			
				“You are being a child,” hissed Faylana. “You sent me off to this man to clean his house. It is not my fault he makes me wear… this?”
			

			
				She gestured at her bodice and her breasts nearly burst free of their confinement. Caldric muttered something and Faylana only managed to stop from stomping her foot because she knew it would wake Garth.
			

			
				“I am going,” she said, yanking her cloak off the peg by the door and covering her revealing costume. “I will do nothing with Persinius Sneed. I will clean after a long day of working in the bakery and you can lay about the house.”
			

			
				“Do as you want,” said Caldric. He lowered his voice to mutter to himself, “You wouldn’t tell me the truth if you had done something with him.”
			

			
				Caldric’s words would have gone unheard by a human wife, but Faylana was an elf, with hearing much more acute than a human. She easily heard his bitter words and felt them like a knife in her heart. He still did not trust her and there was her proof. She had never lied to him. Never. Yet here he was, acting as though she betrayed his trust at every turn.
			

			
				“Goodnight,” she said, more hurt than angry as she staggered out the door. 
			

			
				It was a long walk to Sneed’s house. She had a lot of time to consider Caldric’s attitude. The man was impossible. Sometimes he seemed outraged by her encounters with other men and just as often he encouraged her to stray. Navigating his feelings could be as difficult as controlling her own desires and understanding the mores of human society. But this complete lack of trust in her word was a new development. 
			

			
				An intolerable one.
			

			
				She arrived at Sneed’s narrow house and felt her pulse quicken as she stared up the front steps at the door. She loathed the debt collector. It was not that he was ugly, for she had no aversion to men which others might consider unattractive. No, it was his crass manipulation. He was cruel. His heart twisted by his lust.
			

			
				In that moment, bristling at her husband’s mistrust, staring up at Sneed’s house, the collector’s cruelty was a doorway. Faylana need only to walk through it and discover her revenge for Caldric’s rude behavior.  
			

			
				She smiled devilishly as she knocked upon the door. She heard the shuffling of feet and the soft clink of coins in a heavy purse. The locks turned and the door swung open to reveal the rotund debt collector, his eyes bulging and his bald head looking freshly oiled. He wet his lips as he looked Faylana up and down. His gaze fell upon the gap in her cloak that revealed her deep cleavage and long legs. She could practically hear his thoughts steaming out from his head.
			

			
				“Here for the night’s cleaning, my lord,” she said, curtseying on his doorstep.
			

			
				“Mmmmm, yes, yes,” said Sneed, stepping back to allow her into the small foyer of the house.
			

			
				Faylana crowded against the portly debt collector in his yellow robe to get through the door. His nostrils flared and his eyes bulged as she mashed against him in order to wriggle out of her cloak in the tight space. He might have stepped back. She might have demanded it. Instead, she worked the cloak from her shoulders, her breasts rubbing back and forth against the smooth roundness of his chest. Her knee gently bumping against the bulge in his groin. Turning to hang the cloak up, her skirt lifted by the movement. Her panty-covered ass pressing against his groin. 
			

			
				“Ooooooh, my dear,” groaned Sneed, reaching out and stroking her hips. “Something has changed with you. I can smell it.”
			

			
				“I took a bath last night,” she said, hanging up the cloak. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm, you do smell delicious,” he said, his hands running up her sides. He reached around to her front, his pudgy, ringed fingers traveling over the swell of her breasts. “That is not what I mean though, my lovely elf. It is your change in… attitude.”
			

			
				His hands crushed down against Faylana’s breasts. He squeezed and shaped her tits roughly through her blouse, loosening the laces simply by his forceful groping. She cried out, arching against him as he hung his chin against her shoulder, breathing heavily and looking down her top.
			

			
				“My lord!” she cried as he worked his fingers into her blouse and suddenly yanked it open. Her tits heaved free. Nipples erect and rosy. Her titflesh creamy and soft from feeding Garth just before leaving.
			

			
				Faylana might have pushed him away. Might have fought off his groping and covered herself to his leering eyes. But Caldric’s words lashed her mind in that moment. 
			

			
				“You wouldn’t tell me the truth if you had done something with him.”
			

			
				She could see the hurt in his eyes. The feeling of betrayal when she was the one who had been betrayed by him!
			

			
				“Oh, Faylana,” gasped Sneed, nearly drooling over her shoulder as he began to fondle her bare breasts. “You are mine, tonight. Forget that useless husband. He will always be poor and foolish. I know many like him. They never amount to anything. They will never have a house like this. Oohhhh, my dear.”
			

			
				Sneed ground his bulge against Faylana’s rear and began to kiss her neck.
			

			
				“But… but the cleaning,” she gasped, not fighting his awful groping.
			

			
				“Oh, I’ve something for you to clean, my dear,” rasped Sneed, pinching and tugging at her nipples. “I’ve something filthy. Haven’t washed it in days. Would you like to clean it?”
			

			
				“Oh, my lord, it does sound… oooh… rather dirty,” gasped Faylana, twitching her hips. “Perhaps I should give it a good scrub. Shall I use a sponge? A soft rag?”
			

			
				“No, my lovely elf. I think you should use your sweet little mouth!”
			

			
				He pulled back from her suddenly, taking her hand and pulling her along behind him. She followed as he went trundling up the stairs. Her tits were bouncing free with each step and he was wheezing by the third floor. She was a bit surprised he brought her to his study, but it all made sense when he plopped heavily into his chair behind piles of ledgers and wheeled back from his desk. He parted his knees and drew open his robe to revealing the straining front of his undershorts. 
			

			
				“Here, Faylana,” he said. “Come and clean just here. Give it a good washing with your spit.”
			

			
				“There, my lord?” Faylana drew closer, heat building between her legs. “With… with my spit?”
			

			
				“Yes, silly girl,” he panted, still catching his breath. “Do I need to say it plainer? On your knees, then, elf. Suck the cum from my bollocks.”
			

			
				That was a sort of cleaning Faylana had practiced often.
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” she said, smiling and going slowly to her knees as she tried not to think about the repulsive man she was about to pleasure. This was not about him. Not about his bulging, leering eyes or his cock straining in his shorts. This was about Caldric. This was what he deserved.
			

			
				That thought caught in her throat and tightened in her tummy. She felt a familiar heat in her precious cove. Aching for release. Aching for pleasure. 
			

			
				“Good, good,” laughed Sneed, grasping the arms of his chair. “Let us see if you clean my prick as well as you cleaned my dishes.”
			

			
				Faylana proved that and more. It was her finest work. 
			

			
				She took the horrible man’s red prick in her hand and began by licking it. The smell was unpleasant enough and the taste something foul enough to gag a rat, yet she betrayed no disgust as she tongued his tip. Her soft lips cradled his cockhead and her mouth descended upon him. She bathed him in her saliva as he demanded and sucked from his hard cock. She spared her mouth from his hardness to lick and suck his stones just as obediently.
			

			
				“My, my,” gasped Sneed as her blond head dipped between his legs, “you elves are a fine breed. That’s right. Lick my sweaty purse. Mmmmmmm. Full of treats for you, my dear.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmphmmmm, yes, my lord,” moaned Faylana, slurping on his heavy stones.
			

			
				Sneed cackled with delight, petting her head as she worked over his shifting stones in their hairy sack. When she lifted her mouth back to his cock he quickly pressed her head down onto his red prick. Not that he needed to. Faylana worshipped the foul man’s meat. She licked it and kissed it and parted her soft, pouting lips to suckle it. She slid her lips down to his root and let her throat caress his tip and she hummed an elven song with his twitching cock leaking his salty pre into her mouth.
			

			
				Then she really began to suck him. An urgent, bobbing, slurping, cheek-hollowing sucking. Looking up at him as her mouth caressed his cock. 
			

			
				“That’s it,” wheezed Sneed, watching with bug-eyed delight. “Ohhhhhhh, I knew you would serve me well… and this… is only the beginning, my sweet elf. I have so many chores for you… for your… soft elf body. Those luscious hips. That pretty elf pussy. Ohhhhhhh! Here it comes, my dear! Do you want to taste it? Yes, you do! Of course… oooooh, that’s good. Now then… now… drink up! AHHHHHHH!”
			

			
				His cock fired his seed with great pulses against the back of Faylana’s throat. She swallowed again and again, only wincing a bit when the thickness of his hot load nearly gagged her.
			

			
				When she had swallowed every last drop, her eyelids drooping as she gazed up at him, she resumed sucking the fat, disgusting debt collectors cock. He gasped and squirmed and tried to push her away, but only briefly, for soon her expert tongue and determined sucking brought him back from his climax and into the rush of new pleasure. Her lashes fluttered. Her head bobbed. Sneed panted and groaned with disbelief.
			

			
				“Twice! You minx! I can hardly… hardly believe it! Ohhhhhhh! By the gods! You’re a thirsty one!” He grasped her golden hair in his fat fingers and encouraged her to suck down to his root and drool upon his bollocks. The study filled once more with the sounds of her eager sucking. Sooner than Faylana expected she had his cock straining to her throat and his body trembling for another release.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned around him, slurping down to his spit-drenched pelt and tonguing beneath his shaft. In a moment, her throat was quenched with the hot pulse of his seed. A second orgasm flowing heavily into her mouth and gulped just as readily down her throat. She whimpered softly and drank him dry. Her soft lips and tongue coaxed out every drop and she left not a pearly trace behind.
			

			
				At last, she slid his wilting cock from her mouth and tucked it gently back into his undershorts. 
			

			
				“There you are, my lord,” she said, flushed and panting softly. “I’ve cleaned you up nicely. I shall see to the other chores around the house.”
			

			
				“Oh, yes, indeed,” said Sneed, red in the face and grinning from ear to ear. “There are dishes in the sink downstairs and the bookcase needs tidying. Oh, and the beds. See that they’re made properly. Yes… mmmm… I will be here.”
			

			
				He took out a cigar from a box atop his desk, lit it up, and puffed out pungent purple smoke. Faylan straightened her blouse and retreated from the room to see to the other chores.
			

			
				Even after sucking off Percinius Sneed, her tummy sloshing with his cum, Faylana’s thoughts were darkened by Caldric’s baseless accusations. She had behaved herself faithfully in a difficult situation and she had been accused of infidelity anyway. What did she get wrong? Was this what Caldric wanted? What he had subtly urged her to do? 
			

			
				Well, she would embrace her reputation. Sneed could have her whenever he wanted. In fact, she wanted more of him. She would suck him off or fuck him whenever the bug-eyed old bastard wanted it. As far as she was concerned, her job was to pleasure the debt collector. Cleaning was secondary.
			

			
				Of course, Sneed found this new arrangement entirely to his benefit. He checked in on Faylana periodically as she cleaned, and she no longer turned away from his groping hands or resisted him when he pressed against her. In the kitchen, with the dishes covered in suds, he reached around her and pulled open her bodice to roughly fondle and squeeze her tits. She tried to keep working as he grunted and pinched at her nipples, breathed heavily on her neck, and whispered lewd things in her sensitive ear.
			

			
				“Oh, my dear, I’ll have you on your knees. Bound and gagged. Turned into my obedient elf fuckhole.” He twisted her nipples between his fingers as he spoke such cruel promises. “I’ll bathe you in my cum. You’ll drink it for breakfast and to put you to bed at night. I’ll paint your lovely curves… mmmmm… with buckets of my seed. Ohhhh, my sweet elf, does your cunt flutter for me? Your tits certainly stand out at the thought!”
			

			
				He tossed her skirt up her back and yanked her panties down. His fat, ringed fingers pumped into her pussy. His thumb massaged her asshole. Faylana tried to concentrate on the dishes as warm soapy water dripped onto he breasts.
			

			
				“Oh, your whorish elf cunt is steaming! I must quench it! I must pour my seed into it!” He pushed her over the dishes, her tits dropping into the soapy sink, pressing against the sides of plated and into the warm water. She whimpered with pleasure as he stuffed his fat cock straight into her quim. His thrusts were feverish. His hand smacking her ass again and again as he rutted into her.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” she cried, biting her lip to silence herself but unable to hold back her cry of pleasure. She began to cum on his cock, her cunt fluttering and gripping at his fat cock.
			

			
				Sneed bleated with pleasure and pumped his seed into her cunt. Again and again, firing deep, his hand roughly squeezed her ass. He slowed. Wheezed. His hand held her ass spread as he pulled back. Grunting. His cum sliding out of her fucked folds. 
			

			
				“Oh, my dear, all down your legs and onto the floor. You’ve another mess to clean up. Best… do it with your tongue.”
			

			
				He shoved Faylana to the ground and she suddenly felt the nearly overpowering urge to weep. Instead, she lowered her face to the spatters of cum on the floor and began to lick. Tasting the saltiness of his seed and the bitterness of the dirty floor. She licked it all up as Sneed stroked her round ass.
			

			
				“I thought it would take longer than two visits to tease this side out of you,” murmured Sneed, breathing heavily as he smacked her bottom and rubbed fingers against her asshole. “Now you are going to truly serve me. No underwear, so I can have you whenever I want you.”
			

			
				He began to spank her quite hard, his fat hand marking her pale bottom with red. 
			

			
				“This is for being presumptuous!” he cried, bringing his hand down again. “And this is for not presuming it even more quickly!”
			

			
				Again and again his hand met her yielding bottom, reddening her cheeks and leaving her bottom throbbing and hot with pain. When he was satisfied she had learned her lesson, he let her pull on her bodice and drop her skirt back down her thighs.
			

			
				“I will be in my study,” he said. “Finish your work and come and see me. Perhaps I will have, mmmmmm, some more chores for you.”
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” murmured Faylana, bowing her head.
			

			
				


			
				6
			

			
				A Hot, Painful Return
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric awakened to Faylana stand beside the bed. Her body was barely hidden by her sheer dressing robe. The pink fabric and her creamy elven skin turned to gold in the light of a single fat candle. She gazed down at him. 
			

			
				“Faylana?” he croaked, lifting his head from the pillow. 
			

			
				“You look so handsome when you are sleeping,” she said.
			

			
				“Is something wrong? What is the hour?” 
			

			
				“Late,” she said and slowly untied the belt of her dressing gown. It slipped from her shoulders and seemed to pour over the burnished gold of her candlelit loveliness. Her mounds lit from beneath, the peaks in shadow, her mound hidden in a well of darkness with only the highest tuft of golden hair glinting in the light. 
			

			
				He was stunned by her beauty. He smiled and she leaned down to him, quieting his next words with a kiss that lingered and smoldered on his lips. 
			

			
				“Are you just now returning from Sneed’s?” asked Caldric.
			

			
				“I had a bath first,” she said. “I thought I should… after he fucked me.”
			

			
				“He… he what?”
			

			
				“Shhhhhhh,” she hissed softly and caressed Caldric’s chest. “I understand now, my love. That was what you wanted. You were pressuring me to do it when you said those awful things to me today. So I went down to my knees and I sucked his cock. I sucked him and drank the hot seed of his loins.”
			

			
				“Oh, no, Faylana,” moaned Caldric. “That is not… I didn’t…”
			

			
				Her hand crept over his covered body and found the stiffness of his cock through the blanket. Her fingers encircled it. She kissed him again. 
			

			
				“And after that, washing the dishes for him, he pulled my tits free of my bodice and he fucked me, my love. He took me like a brute, sawing his red, awful cock into me until he poured out his seed again. Then he spanked me.”
			

			
				“He did?”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm, he did,” she said, reaching a hand back and stroking her bottom. “I can still feel those hands on me. Possessing me. And I crawled to him later. On my hands and knees. Do you know what he did then, my love?”
			

			
				He hand captured the shape of his cock in the soft blanket. She squeezed and stroked him through the fabric.
			

			
				“W-what did that… that bastard do to you?”
			

			
				“He bound my hands behind my back,” she whispered, teasing her lips against Caldric’s. “And he put a lacquered plug into my ass. Stretching me. Filling me. Then he fucked me and when he was ready to cum he threw me down to the floor and he painted his seed across my face. Dripping down into my breasts. Oh, my love, I was a mess.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhhh,” moaned Caldric, trembling with the pleasure of her hand.
			

			
				“But he wasn’t done,” said Faylana, squeezing harder on his cock.
			

			
				“He w-wasn’t?” gasped Caldric.
			

			
				“Oh, no, he eased the plug from between my cheeks and he stuffed my ass with his cock.” She shuddered and rolled her eyes as if reliving it. “He is a horrible man, but he drove me wild, my love. He fucked my ass and savored it. He devoured me with his hands and with his kisses. He fucked me until… he filled my ass. I felt so dirty. So, so naughty, my love, as all that warm cum poured into my ass. Mmmmmmm.”
			

			
				She slipped back the blanket, kissing Caldric as she climbed deftly atop him. She held Caldric’s oozing cock in her hand and guided it to the softness of her ass.
			

			
				“Oh, gods,” he groaned. “You mean… ooohhhhhhh!”
			

			
				Her loosened knot opened against his cock and he felt the warm, slimy filth of cum slathering his manhood as she sunk down onto his cock. Her ass engulfing him. Swallowing down to his root. Baptising his straining, twitching cock in the filthy load of Percinius Sneed.
			

			
				“That’s right, my love,” gasped Faylana as she began to roll her hips. “Savor it. I did exactly… exactly what you desired. And I enjoyed it. Ooooohhhh! He made me cum… again and again!”
			

			
				“Fuuuucck,” groaned Caldric, grabbing Faylana’s hips merely to hold on as she rode forcefully atop him. Her ass sliding on his cock. Her hot body gripping him. Her tits heaving and a smile on her sweet face.
			

			
				“Oh, Caldric!” cried Faylana, throwing back her head and tossing her blond hair across her face. Bouncing herself atop Caldric. Her ass squeezing him even as his cock slid through the filthy froth of Sneed’s cum. “Do you not love the way it feels? Your beautiful wife’s ass stretched by the beastly old man’s cock? Ohhhhhh! Tell me! Tell me you like it!”
			

			
				“N-no!” cried Cladric, his hips beginning to move.
			

			
				She laughed, almost madly, falling forward atop him. Kissing him and gasping against his lips. His cock surging within her. He could hardly stand it. Her ass felt so warm and tight around his throbbing hardness.
			

			
				“Let us not pretend,” panted Faylana, her hips moving even as she nuzzled her face against him. “Tell me your heart’s desire. I will not judge you, my love. We are married. You want me to be fucked by Sneed. You want his cock to own my body. To pleasure me… better than you.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh!” Caldric’s hips slammed into her ass and he drove his cock deep. The humiliation and pleasure uniting in a single, slippery peak. Rushing out in a spasm of ecstasy. Cumming. Deep in Faylana’s ass. Cumming until he could not stand it. 
			

			
				He eased back onto the bed, breathless and hot. She relaxed atop him as his cock began to wilt. 
			

			
				“You didn’t make me cum, my love,” she teased, nibbling at Caldric’s earlobe. “But don’t worry. I am sure Master Sneed will make me cum tomorrow night when I serve him.”
			

			
				She kissed Caldric deeply before dismounting from his cock and rolling beside him onto the bed. She pressed against him. In the darkness, with her warmth, Caldric could almost fool himself that everything was back to normal. But even as weary darkness began to claim him, he knew that was untrue. 
			

			
				He had thrust his wife into the lair of a monster to pay their debts on the bakery and she had just forced Caldric to admit that he liked what that monster did to her. There was no stopping the bug-eyed old bastard now.
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				The Rhythms of Service
			

			
				 
			

			
				The heaviest part of the morning rush had passed at The Adventurer’s Bakery, giving Faylana a chance to refill the display cases with pastries and the shelves with fresh bread. Caldric was just bringing out a new tray of elf cakes when the door jangled open and a familiar heavy tread sounded on the floorboards. Rings softly clinked and coins jangled in a heavy purse. 
			

			
				Faylana tensed at the sound. Her world seemed o slow as Percinius Sneed approached the counter, his blurry shape coming into focus in her peripheral vision. 
			

			
				“My lord,” she whispered, unconsciously bowing her head to him. 
			

			
				“Sneed,” growled Caldric, standing up from behind the display case. “What do you want?”
			

			
				No, thought Faylana. No, please, Caldric. Do not antagonize him. He will take it out on me tonight.
			

			
				“Hello, Mister Stonehands.” Sneed smirked and nodded to Faylana. “Missus. Do not fear, I am merely paying a visit as a humble customer. I have heard so very much about these, mmmmmm, mouth-watering elf cakes you have produced. Might I sample one?”
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” said Faylana, bowing her head obediently as she bent into the case to retrieve one of the frosted cakes. She felt a cold prickle of horror when she realized she had responded to Sneed as if he were her master. She straightened up sharply and held out the elf cake to offer it to him. 
			

			
				He leaned closer, opening his fat mouth and sticking out his tongue. A few of the other customers stared in disbelief. Faylana looked to Caldric, but her husband was looking away, his jaw clenched in anger. Faylana did not have the luxury of looking away. Sneed was staring at her with those beady eyes, his mouth open wide to reveal his gold fillings and his fat, ringed fingers clicking as he drummed them on the glass display case. 
			

			
				Customers stared in confusion as Faylana leaned across the case, the elf cake held in one hand, her other cupped to catch the crumbs as she fed the elf cake to Sneed. He took an enormous bite, staring into her eyes, chewing slowly. Frosting on his fat lips. 
			

			
				“Hmmmmmm, yes, this, mmmmm, this is something special,” he grunted. “Perhaps… mmmm… perhaps I could have a tour of the kitchen.”
			

			
				“Yes, my… yes, of course,” said Faylana, curtsying.
			

			
				She entered the kitchen and sent Greebi scampering upstairs. Sneed followed behind her, wiping frosting from his lips and breathing heavily through his nose. As the door closed behind him, she could hear Caldric apologizing to the customers and explaining that Sneed was an official there on business. 
			

			
				“Oh, my dear, I have thought of nothing but your elegant body wrapped in my caress,” grunted Sneed, upon Faylana so suddenly that she dropped the rest of the elf cake on the floor. His hands were to her hips and his looming bulk pressed her back against a flour-dusted countertop. He smashed a kiss to her lips even as she cried out and tried to push him away.
			

			
				Then his tongue was in her mouth, sweet with the elf cake, sliding over her teeth. Over her tongue. Thrusting and forcing his saliva into her mouth. Forcing her to yield to his desire. One big hand beneath her apron, fingers intruding into her blouse and touching her nipple as he squeezed the softness of her breast. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” cried Faylana.
			

			
				Then Caldric was there, pulling the fat man away from her. Caldric turned Sneed around and shoved him against a rack of baking trays. Both men looked ready to come to blows. Faylana looked at her husband with tears welling in her eyes. She wanted to be saved. She wanted to be fucked. Her mind and body were in conflict. Her heart straining with confusion.
			

			
				“Unhand me!” snarled Sneed. “Unhand me or the guards will—”
			

			
				Caldric slapped the man. Not hard, but hard enough to silence him for a moment. 
			

			
				“This was not our agreement, Sneed! These hours are not yours. She is my wife. She is free. Not your property to come and fondle with your fat hands as you please.” Caldric leaned closer, his voice low and menacing. “Never humiliate me like that in front of the customers.”
			

			
				Faylana was certain that Sneed would explode in reply to Caldric. That anger twinkled in his eyes for a moment. But instead of rage, that familiar cruel smile spread across his face.
			

			
				“I see,” said Sneed. “But you remember the money you owe, do you not?”
			

			
				“Yes,” said Caldric bitterly, “but that does not entitle—”
			

			
				“You are correct! I overstepped!” Sneed clapped Caldric on the shoulder. “Forgive me, Caldric Stonehands, I was so taken with your wife that I could not resist, mmmmm, overindulgence. She is so very beautiful and her cake, mmmmmm, so very delicious. But we had an agreement.”
			

			
				“We did,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“And this is not my time to… enjoy your wife,” said Sneed.
			

			
				Caldric’s jaw tightened. Faylana could see him ready to explode in anger. Sneed continued to press the point as if relishing stating it.
			

			
				“These hours, she is free, but at night, five nights a week, she belongs to me.”
			

			
				“That’s… that is the agreement,” said Caldric, looking away like he had when Faylana fed Sneed the cake.
			

			
				“So does that mean… in the evening you relinquish her entirely to me?” Sneed’s bulging eyes twinkled with cruel delight.
			

			
				“That is the arrangement,” said Caldric and he hung his head, unable to look at Faylana. 
			

			
				“Ah!” Sneed clapped his fat hands together and his many rings collided with a metallic clink. “Then it is farewell for now. Thank you for the elf cakes, Mister and Missus Stonehands. They shall tide me over until my servant arrives this evening.”
			

			
				He left the kitchen snacking gluttonously upon one of the cakes. Caldric kept his head down and muttered, “Need to get back to work. Customers are waiting.”
			

			
				“Yes, dear,” said Faylana, as unflappably bright as ever.
			

			
				That night, before Faylana departed wearing her lewd maid’s uniform, Caldric tried to persuade her not to go. He had been drinking and it was a pathetic, pointless conversation. They both knew that she had to go to Sneed to protect the bakery, but Caldric wanted to make her feel as if it was her choice. 
			

			
				She grew angry with him and snapped at him, “Do not stay up, Caldric! I will be home very late!”
			

			
				He watched from the upstairs window as she stepped out into the cobblestone street, her cloaked pulled tightly over the revealing costume. Her bitter feelings about the fight only deepened during her long walk to Sneed’s house in the city. What sort of man would make this arrangement using his wife and then try to make her feel responsible for it? A guilty man, to be sure. One who clearly enjoyed when she returned home full of Sneed’s cum. 
			

			
				“A sick man,” she murmured, lifting her hand to knock at Sneed’s door.
			

			
				Percinius Sneed was clearly delighted to see her. He had worn a velvet robe that hung taut over the swell of his gut. His thinning hair was damp as though freshly bathed and combed back from his forehead. He grasped her and practically lifted her up the last step into his house.
			

			
				“My dearrrr,” he rumbled and embraced her, kissing her.
			

			
				She kissed him in reply. Willing. Even eager. He pushed her cloaked from her shoulders and left it there in the foyer of his house as he urged her into the parlor across form the kitchen.
			

			
				“Are you ready to serve, my pet?” he asked, his hands lifting her skirt and fondling her bare bottom. 
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” gasped Faylana, aflame to serve the cruel debt collector. “Shall I pleasure you with my mouth?”
			

			
				She started to her knees as Sneed laughed cruelly. He held her at bay with one hand upon her head.
			

			
				“Not just yet, my lovely,” he said. “I have some gifts for you tonight. I want you to be seen and not heard. I will be working very hard on the collection books tonight, adjusting the ledgers and tallying the monthly collections. I must have total concentration. So you must be absolutely silent.”
			

			
				He reached into his pocket and removed a glossy red ball attached to leather cords. 
			

			
				“What is this, my lord?” asked Faylana, looking up at him.
			

			
				“To keep you quiet,” said Sneed. “Now then, open wide.”
			

			
				She opened her mouth and her thrust the red ball between her lips almost deep enough to gag her. He tied the leather cords around her head, preventing her from spitting out the gag. Almost at once, she began to drool around the gag. He wiped her saliva away with a thumb. 
			

			
				“Good, good,” he said. “But there is more. A collar and a leash. For my favorite pet. Tilt back your chin, my sweet.”
			

			
				She obeyed and felt him securing the leather collar around her slender neck. He attached the metal hook of a long leather leash and wrapped it around his fist. He gave it a tug, chuckling as it pulled her off balance and she had to grab his waist to keep from falling completely over. 
			

			
				“There,” he said. “But not quite. Tonight, my dear, you will not walk. You will crawl everywhere as you work. If I catch you on your feet, there will be lashings.”
			

			
				“Nmmmmnnnn,” moaned Faylana around the gag, more drool spilling out around the ball. 
			

			
				“Oh, I know how you love to be punished,” he said, one hand reaching for his thick cloth belt. “But there are rewards too, my dear. Turn around. Yes, just like that. Put that round elf bottom in the air. Oh, so shameless! And you’re already dripping wet! Well, my little pet, time to give you your first reward of the night! Yesssss. Do you feel that my lovely?”
			

			
				She certainly felt what he was doing with his cock. Rubbing it up and down her slit. Thumping his bulbous tip against her clit. Her fingers clawed at the decorative rug in the parlor. A cool wind caressed her bare buttocks and the petals of her cunt. 
			

			
				“Hnnnnnnn,” she replied, rocking her hips needfully.
			

			
				“Thaaaat’s right, my sweet elf,” chuckled Sneed, teasing his cock forward and parting her petals only to withdraw it once more. “You are going to have so much fun tonight. Someone is coming over. A visitor. Are you going to be a good girl for him?”
			

			
				“Hnnnn?” Faylana looked back over her shoulder.
			

			
				“Yes, you are,” laughed Sneed, roughly grabbing a handful of her bunched skirt. “Or you will be severely punished!”
			

			
				He pulled her back and drove his hips forward at once, her plush ass colliding with his hips as his cock slammed into her slick pussy. Faylana howled into the gag until drool bubbled out around the ball. Sneed hilted inside her, driving forcefully in and out, making her hips move by tugging on her skirt. 
			

			
				“Fuck yourself,” he commanded. “Make me cum with that cunt. Let me see what a good elf you can be, Faylana.”
			

			
				She pushed up onto her hands and knees again and began to thrust back onto Sneed’s fat cock. Her pussy gripped him, feeling each throbbing vein, the ridge of his crown, and the tickling hairs at his root. She rode back hard onto his cock, serving him obediently. He kept the leash around her neck taut, but he hardly need to pull it as she wantonly bucked her hips and fucked herself with his fat cock. Her pleasure building. Her cunt tightening around him.
			

			
				“Yessssss,” he hissed, his breathing growing heavier by the moment. “Oh, yes, my little elf servant. Serve your master. Take your master’s seed. Cum with me now!”
			

			
				His command shot through her like the crack of a powder gun. Her orgasm unleashed, heat gripping the mighty pillar of Sneed’s cock. She felt the hardness of him. So stiff he was like stone inside her. Straining. Reaching to her deepest cove. And then… for an exquisite moment they reached a plateau of mutual pleasure. Silent and eternal and then, crashing back to reality as his cum flooded into her. Hot, pulsating spurts as she rode back onto him and bounced her ass against him. Tits swinging. Her wordless howl gagged as she took his load and came with her master.
			

			
				He owned her in that moment. Completely owned her and it sent a hot thrill through her to match the intensity of her climax.
			

			
				“That’s a good girl,” said Sneed, slowly withdrawing his cock from her creamy cunt. “It is time for you to get to work though. No more dawdling.”
			

			
				He unhooked her from the leash and removed the gag from her mouth. She gasped softly, licking her sore lips. He ran a thumb across them and smiled.
			

			
				“You may start by cleaning yourself up, Faylana,” he murmured. “Then work your way up the house. I will answer the door when our guest arrives.”
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” said Faylana, bowing her head.
			

			
				“Mmmm.” He left her standing in the parlor with his cum trickling down her leg. She listened to his heavy tread upon the stairs for a moment longer, then hastened to the washroom on the ground floor to clean herself.
			

			
				Who was coming? Who was this mysterious guest she was expected to entertain? A stranger? Someone she knew?
			

			
				Questions roiled her thoughts as she scrubbed the kitchen floor and swept the stairs up to the second storey of the house. She was dusting the fireplace mantle in the guest bedroom when she heard a heavy rapping on the house’s front door. She tensed, nearly knocking a small clock from the mantle. A moment later, Sneed’s heavy footsteps descended the stairs. He paused outside the door to the guest bedroom.
			

			
				“Wait here, Faylana. I will return for you when our guest is ready.”
			

			
				“Yes, my lord,” she said. She wanted to ask more, but she held her tongue. Sneed grunted and shut the door to the bedroom.
			

			
				He descended the stairs to the ground floor. Faylana pressed herself to the door of the guest room and strained to hear what was being said as Sneed answered the knock. 
			

			
				“Welcome. Come in, please.” 
			

			
				That was Sneed’s voice. In reply, she heard another voice, deep and low, but could not make out what was being said.
			

			
				“Yes, of course,” replied Sneed. “Everything is as you requested. I have procured—”
			

			
				Sneed’s voice fell to a whisper. Then barked with laughter. Then he was climbing the stairs slowly and shouting down to his guest, “I will see that she is ready. Make yourself comfortable, please.”
			

			
				Faylana danced back from the door to the guest room and pretended to be straightening up the bed on its wrought iron frame. The door opened and she tensed as Sneed thumped into the room behind her.
			

			
				“Quickly now, my dear. It’s time for you to put on your little outfit.”
			

			
				Sneed advanced upon her and Faylana did not resist him as he fed the ball gag into her mouth and secured it in place. Lastly, he produced a thick strip of black velvet cloth from his pocket. This he wrapped twice around Faylana’s eyes before tying it off behind her head. She was completely blindfolded. 
			

			
				“Nnnnhhmmmmmm,” said Faylana, beginning to worry too late about what was being done to her. 
			

			
				“Shhhhhhh.” Sneed stroked her hair. “Now, someone is going to come visit you in here, my sweet. A very important friend. He has certain… issues with his privacy, I guess you could say. But he so dearly desires a little companionship. You’re willing to help him, aren’t you?”
			

			
				“Hmmmhmmmmmm,” replied Faylana, demanding to know more about this man. Drool spilled out around the ball gag and down her chin.
			

			
				“Very good,” said Sneed. “Let’s’ get you comfortable on the bed now, my sweet.”
			

			
				He put Faylana on her back and tied her wrists to the iron frame of the bed. She was comfortable, all things considered, but trembling with the fear of what might happen.
			

			
				The guest climbed the stairs outside the open door. She could hear his breathing, strangely muffled, as though he wore a scarf or a mask. His steps were heavy, but careful. No thumping tread like Sneed. When the guest reached the bedroom, Sneed shifted out of his way.
			

			
				“Here she is,” said Sneed. “Her name is Faylana Stonehands. A bakery girl and my personal servant. Nothing important, but lovely. Look at the fine swell of her bosoms and those long, well-made legs. Oh, trust me. She will wrap them around you if you give her half a chance.”
			

			
				“Leave us,” growled the guest, his voice low and rasping softly.
			

			
				“Y-yes, of course,” said Sneed. “I hope you, ah, enjoy yourself.”
			

			
				The guest shut and locked the door behind Sneed. He slowly approached the bed and stood breathing over Faylana for a long time.
			

			
				“Hmmmmnnnn,” she said, hoping he might remove her gag. 
			

			
				“Forgive me,” said the man. “There is no other way.”
			

			
				She heard him removing his clothing. His belt clinking, his cloak cast aside, and his boots and trousers thumping to the floor. Tunic shift. His hand, at last, reaching out for her. A fleeting caress of her arm up to her shoulder. She turned towards his touch, but he withdrew his hand.
			

			
				The guest took a few steps back from the bed. He began to make strange grunting, gurgling sounds. There followed a loud thump as if he dropped to his knees, pained grunting, and a strange, crackling, ripping sound. Faylana began to struggle against the ropes binding her wrists. She did not know what was happening, but it scared her.
			

			
				It became quiet once more. She listened, thinking that perhaps the man had somehow died, but her keen ears could pick out the sound of fast, heavy breathing. The shift of weight on the floorboards. 
			

			
				He’s standing right next to me, she realized.
			

			
				Then something cold and damp pressed to her neck. Hot breath stroked her. Loud inhalations. He was… smelling her. Smelling her neck. Shoulder. Her breasts. Moving down her body. Rough hands grabbed her thighs and spread her legs wide. She cried out. That cold nose against the heat of her cunt. Tickling her inner thighs. 
			

			
				A warm, soft tongue lashed her folds. Tasted her. Tasting her clit. A growl. Not quite human. Not quite beast. Something between. What was this man? 
			

			
				He was suddenly upon her, throwing her legs back across her body, feet almost to her ears as he contorted her and pressed down against her. The thick smell of arousal. A hot, slick cock rubbing at her slit. Strong hands holding her ankles. A furry body pressing down upon her. 
			

			
				“MMmmnnnnnnn!” cried Faylana and the man thrust into her helpless cunt. His cock was huge and oddly shaped. A spasm ran through her body. Pleasure and fear uniting. He hilted inside her, a thick pelt of hair or fur against her cuntlips. His cock deep and teasing against her womb. Then he drew back his hips until his cock had almost slid free. He thrust forward again sheathing its full length.
			

			
				Faylana quaked with pleasure and wailed into the gag.
			

			
				The guest’s first few testing strokes gave way to a furious series of thrusts. He tore open Faylana’s bodice and palmed her soft breasts. His hands rough and seemingly clawed. Long nails digging at her supple flesh. Squeezing nearly hard enough to draw blood. She cried out again, the bed shaking as he pounded into her. Something swelling at her entrance. A fleshy thickness that delighted her and pressed against her clit. 
			

			
				She realized she was going to cum only a moment before she did. Crying out. Bucking her hips. Wrapping her legs around a warm, furry body. The fur did nothing to lessen her pleasure. She imagined a hideous beast of a man, too ugly to be seen, pinning her to the bed and claiming her with his thick beastly cock. So big and slippery. So warm atop her. Pounding so forcefully into her trembling cunt.
			

			
				Incredible!
			

			
				She cried out against the gag and came all over his thrusting member, arching on the bed and offering up her body to his cruel hands. Her mystery lover let out a bestial snarl as he drove the battering ram of his cock into her cunt, pinning his hardness deep and exploding against her womb. Each pulse of his orgasm brough a fresh rush of his seed. Drenching her womb, slicking his cock, and overflowing Faylana’s stuffed cunt.
			

			
				He collapsed atop her. Heavy and furry like a great barbarian wrapped in a bearskin. She moaned against her gag.
			

			
				“Forgive me,” he growled.
			

			
				“Mmmmhmmmmhhhn,” said Faylana, forgiving him. 
			

			
				He lay atop her for a while longer, his cock slowly retreating and the thickness at its root deflating until he was able to pull free of her creamy cunt. He slid from the bed and she heard grunting and gasping for a while longer. Then the rustle of clothes. Then the lock.
			

			
				And he was gone.
			

			
				Faylana whimpered against the gag, the stranger’s seed trickling out of her well-fucked pussy. She suddenly wanted very much to be home and in Caldric’s arms. Instead, Sneed approached the bed.
			

			
				“You’ve done well tonight, my dear,” said the horrible tax collector. “My guest was quite satisfied. I, however, require a bit more of your, mmmmmmm, services.”
			

			
				Sneed began to stroke Faylana’s breast, plucking at her nipple. She moaned against the gag, realizing her long night was not yet over.
			

			
				


			
				8
			

			
				Late Customer, Late Purchase
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric was sweeping the front of the bakery for the third time that night. It wasn’t that the crumbs had piled up or there was some mess to clean. No, he could not sit idle in the apartment above the bakery with Faylana off playing the maid to that bloated lech, Percinius Sneed. Then his guilt and disgust would creep in on him and he would begin that horrible cycle of self-loathing that had characterized his relationship with Faylana before their marriage. 
			

			
				Or worse, he would start to think about what she was doing with Sneed too much. He would start to picture those fat, ringed fingers on her soft curves. Sneed’s mouth pressed to Faylana’s lips. The tax collector’s cock invading her cunt or her arse or, perhaps worst of all, Faylana moaning with lust as she sucked the foul tax collector.
			

			
				“Bahh!” Caldric tossed the broom to the floor with a clatter. “I could make mincemeat out of that bug-eyed brute! Why, if I was still swinging a sword—”
			

			
				A soft but insistent tap on the shop door surprised Caldric. There was a shadow of a man visible through the mullioned window. 
			

			
				“We’re closed,” shouted Caldric.
			

			
				The knocking replied again. A raised voice, almost effeminate, answered, “I must insist, sir! I come on behalf of the marquis!”
			

			
				That caught Caldric’s attention. Zeegendorf belonged to the Marquis du Churlmont. The entire city and surrounding countryside lay on his family lands. Though Zeegendorf was directed by a mayor, order maintained by a city guard, it was the Churlmont family that levied taxes to the king. The marquis that raised an army in times of danger. The marquis who ruled over the court and chose the judges to mete out justice.
			

			
				Such a man might be a powerful ally or a dangerous enemy.
			

			
				“Of course,” said Caldric. “One moment.”
			

			
				He picked up the broom and set it aside before unlocking the door. The man waiting to be let in was tall, long-nosed, and quite ugly, with a powdered face decorated with blush and a long wig of powdered curls. He had a small, delicate mustache that looked almost drawn onto his upper lip. His smile was friendly, but his eyes were cold and hard.
			

			
				“Please,” said Caldric, holding the door open for the man, “come in.”
			

			
				“I am Piedmont, footman to the marquis,” said the man, bowing low with a dramatic flourish. “Word has reached the courts of your fine baked goods, Mr. Stonehands.”
			

			
				“Ah, why, thank you,” said Caldric. “I knew word had spread, but I had never imagined—”
			

			
				“Where is the elf?” interrupted Piedmont, looking around the shop. 
			

			
				“Oh, um, I am afraid she is out on errands,” said Caldric, his brow furrowing.
			

			
				“At such an hour?” Piedmont raised an eyebrow. “Well, no matter. Word of her beauty has spread along with those delectable cakes. The marquis happens to be entertaining four nights hence and would like to invite Miss Faylana to cater the affair. She will be very well compensated, of course.”
			

			
				The fact that Piedmont was admitting Faylana’s beauty was one of his reasons for hiring Faylana was a shock to Caldric. Had word spread so quickly that he was willing to sell his wife’s affections to men like the marquis? Who had Sneed told of his arrangements with Caldric and Faylana?
			

			
				“Damn him,” hissed Caldric.
			

			
				“What’s that?” frowned Piedmont.
			

			
				“Ah, nothing,” said Caldric. “Faylana is my wife, good sir. Where I go, she goes.”
			

			
				“Unless she is out on errands,” sneered Piedmont. The effeminate footman held up a hand to stifle Caldric’s reply. “I suppose we can accommodate you both. Let us say, fifty golden royals for one night of catering and an overnight stay at the castle?”
			

			
				Caldric’s eyes went wide. Such a sum could allow them to pay Sneed back on a reasonable schedule and deny the tax collector further nights with Faylana.
			

			
				“We agree,” said Caldric. “Might we get any in advance?” 
			

			
				“Advance? Oh, goodness no. The marquis pays for services rendered, not for work in advance. Now then,” Piedmont produced an envelope bearing the seal of the marquis in red wax, “here is the menu commissioned by the marquis. There are to be no alterations to this list and no shortcuts or tricks such as hollow cakes. We’ve had problems with that before, you know. Hollow cakes and pies? Dreadful.”
			

			
				Caldric opened the envelope and scanned over the long list of items for the menu. It was extravagant and the number of elf cakes being requested would require almost two days of baking and churning alone.
			

			
				“Good sir, this list is… I must insist on an advance in the fees. I might have to take on another man just to get it all prepared.”
			

			
				“I am certain you will get it done,” said Piedmont, giving Caldric a cold smile. “Oh, and if you could provide the elf’s measurements, the marquis would like to gift her a dress to wear for the evening.”
			

			
				“What?” 
			

			
				“No matter,” said Piedmont. “I will send over the seamstress tomorrow to take her measurements. Remember, baker, four days and exactly at four o’clock. The event to begin at six o’clock.”
			

			
				Caldric wanted to stop him. To rescind the verbal agreement. But he couldn’t. He watched Piedmont walk to the door and depart.
			

			
				Caldric slumped against the counter, reading over the list once more. It was so long and detailed that he knew he would need to spend every copper in their coin box to buy ingredients and decorations. How could he keep the shop open while preparing such a massive menu? No, a better question: how could he live with himself allowing Faylana to be sold to the marquis? At best she would be a decoration for his party, clad in some finery he chose to show off her elven loveliness. At worst, well, Caldric had many memories to imagine scenarios far worse than that.
			

			
				“What kind of man am I?” asked Caldric.
			

			
				He sat down on a stool behind the counter and took out a bottle of brandy. He poured himself a generous cup and drank heartily. The heat of the brandy in his belly assuaged his guilt but could not completely wash away his self-loathing. He was on his third cup when he heard a commotion outside. An argument of some sort. 
			

			
				Caldric stood up, swayed for a moment, then gathered his thoughts and set out for the door. He picked up the broom along the way, shouldering it like a longsword as he stepped outside. Perhaps he could take out his anger and prove his manliness by bloodying some criminal in the street.
			

			
				Alas, it was a young boy and an old man arguing with the immense butcher, Igby Trotter. 
			

			
				“It worked too well!” shouted Trotter, giving the boy a shove. “She drank up the potion and fell for the bootblack when she went to polish my shoes.”
			

			
				“Should read the label!” shouted the boy, giving Trotter a kick in the shins. 
			

			
				The big butcher snarled and swung at the boy, but the lad was too quick. He grabbed the old man instead and hauled him up off the ground.
			

			
				“Your damned potion got my scullery maid in love with the bootblack! He’s dumb as a post and ugly as a dog’s sick! Half a leper! She was supposed to fall for me!” 
			

			
				“I’m afraid the boy is correct,” said the old man. “It was right there on the label, sir. One tonic of deep fondness. Oh, but don’t worry, it should wear off in a fortnight. Provided, of course, she doesn’t marry the man. That makes the effect permanent.”
			

			
				“They’re engaged to be married in three days!” howled Trotter, shoving the man against his wagon and knocking him to the ground. “By Oreth! She was a fine one too! If you cost me this woman, I’ll break your arms! The both of you!”
			

			
				Trotter saw Caldric, shook his head, and went stomping off to his butcher’s shop. Caldric hurried over to help the old man to his feet. 
			

			
				“Are you alright?” asked Caldric.
			

			
				“Fine, fine,” said the old man, squinting at Caldric with his cloudy eyes. “Ah, but who are you? Who is this, Pip?”
			

			
				“I dunno,” said the boy, dusting off the old man. “One of the other shopkeeps, maybe.”
			

			
				“I’m the baker,” said Caldric, gesturing at the shop behind him.
			

			
				“Ahh, are you?” The old man stroked his graying beard. “Well, I’m Hobbes, the potion-maker and this is my young assistant Pip. We brew all sorts of potions to—”
			

			
				“Do you have any Estrea Powder?” asked Caldric hopefully. This was the powder that could make Faylana fertile and would allow him to finally conceive a child with her. His greatest desire and one that ached in his belly each time he cradled young Garth in his arms.
			

			
				“Oh? Elven fertility powder?” Hobbes rubbed his nose. “Not much demand for that, I’m afraid. Rare and expensive ingredients. However, you would like to make a down payment I could start hunting for the ingredients. Might take a month or so to get them all.”
			

			
				“No, no,” said Caldric, already suspecting the price would far exceed his meager funds. “Not just now anyways. Do you have anything else?”
			

			
				“Oh, of course,” said the old man, opening the large chest on the back of the wagon, “I’ve antidotes, cure-alls, healing salves, shadow potions, potions to make you brave, to make you sleep, to make you small, to make you hard, if you know what I mean. I’ve love potions and—”
			

			
				Caldric leaned over his shoulder and stopped the old man. A swirling pink potion caught his eyes. 
			

			
				“What’s this one?” asked Caldric, feeling a strange tingle in his abdomen as he reached past the old man and touched the swirling potion. 
			

			
				The old man and the boy exchanged a look. 
			

			
				“Ah, well,” said Hobbes. “That’s a Philter of Femininity. It can make any woman into a beauty and any man into a woman. It will bring out the best in either sex and make them as fair as can be. Why, if you’ve an interest in beautifying the wife or a fascination with the other side, this can—”
			

			
				“How much?” asked Caldric.
			

			
				“Twelve royals,” suggested the old man.
			

			
				“Ten silvers,” said Caldric, reaching for his purse.
			

			
				“Sold!” chuckled Hobbes, snatching the coins from Caldric and pressing the potion into his hand. “Be sure to read the label on that one. Should be enough for three sips. Thank you and we’ll be back whenever the constables are asleep.” 
			

			
				They slammed the chest shut and pushed the wagon away together, laughing as if they had just made a fool of Caldric. But Caldric was too interested in the potion to get his feelings hurt. He removed the stopper from the top. A strong, sweet, faintly sour smell wafted from the open potion bottle. Familiar. Enticing. He felt that throb again in his loins. 
			

			
				“A fascination with the other side,” said Caldric. A flash of memories, like in a dream. His cock stirred at the dreamlike images. He straightened up and carried the potion bottle with him back into the shop. Muttering softly to himself, “What kind of man am I?”
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				Overworked and Undersexed
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Please, let me handle that,” said Caldric, trying to take the mop from Faylana’s hands. 
			

			
				She yanked the mop back and gave him a cross look in reply, her blue eyes blazing with indignation. “I will do it! I will do my job and the other job and then I will go to the job being a maid for this tax collector!”
			

			
				She looked so beautiful when she was tired and angry. She blew a lock of blond hair from her face, shoved the head of the mop into the bucket, and resumed mopping the bakery’s tiled kitchen. 
			

			
				“Please,” said Caldric. “You’re wearing yourself down to a stump. Greebi, say something!”
			

			
				Greebi’s green goblin head popped up from behind a staggering pile of sudsy dishes. He looked from Faylana to Caldric and shrugged irritably. He disappeared back behind the dishes and they clattered and slopped water onto the floor.
			

			
				“Let me handle the mopping. You get some supper. Please.” Caldric reached for the mop again. This time, Faylana let him grasp it, but she did not relinquish it.
			

			
				“I know why you agreed to that order with the Marquis du Churlmont,” she said. “Fifty royals for a single night’s work. Only, it isn’t a single night, is it? We have been preparing for two and we have two more to go.”
			

			
				“I’ll handle that,” said Caldric, tugging at the mop.
			

			
				“Really? Each night we get further behind. You’re driving us deeper into debt buying ingredients and, might I remind you—”
			

			
				“Please don’t,” groaned Caldric.
			

			
				“Each night while you are buying those ingredients and preparing pie crusts and, yes, even sleeping, I am at the house of Percinius Sneed, being stuffed full of that tax collector’s sausage.” She lowered her voice, a hint of madness dancing in her eyes as she added, “I don’t know if I can stand to cum so many times in a single night, Caldric. I’m not used to so much pleasure.”
			

			
				She saw the hurt in his expression and immediately her demeanor changed.
			

			
				“Oh, Caldric, I’m sorry,” she whispered, giving up the mop and grasping his shoulders. “Forgive me. It was only a mean joke. I know you made that arrangement with Sneed because we had no choice. I speak this way only because I am exhausted.”
			

			
				“We all are,” agreed Caldric. “But you’re right, my love. I have asked you to bear too much of our burden. Tonight, I will finish cleaning and I will go and find someone to help us.”
			

			
				“Who?” wondered Faylana. “Who on such short notice could help us?”
			

			
				“Tavek and Andrei will help,” he said. He thought, but did not say, assuming they’re not too busy catching monsters for the menagerie of the marquis. 
			

			
				“Really? They would help us?” Faylana flushed a bit. “It would be nice to see Andrei. Oh, and Tavek.”
			

			
				“You like that squire, don’t you?” chuckled Caldric. “With everything else going on, you still remember him.”
			

			
				“You and him,” said Faylana, allowing Caldric to pull her in for an embrace. “When you both had me together… it was incredible. Do you think if he helps we will find the time to, um, catch up with young Andrei?”
			

			
				Caldric pulled her close and kissed her neck. He pressed his lips to her ear.
			

			
				“I will make special arrangements with him,” he said. “He’ll not refuse me if he knows he will have such a reward waiting for him.”
			

			
				“Oh, thank you,” gasped Faylana.
			

			
				She turned her face to Caldric’s and planted a grateful kiss on her husband’s lips. 
			

			
				Caldric murmured with surprise. He kissed her back, that kiss growing hotter by the moment, her lips parting as Caldric’s tongue tasted her elven mouth. He took full advantage of her sudden flash of desire, reaching around her to remind himself of the loveliness of his wife’s backside. He gave her a good squeeze and she finally broke away, giggling and blushing.
			

			
				“Very well, my love, you take over the mopping,” she said, heading for the stairs up to their home. “I will make a quick supper before I must leave for the night.”
			

			
				Caldric smiled at her and watched her go up the stairs. The smile faded as she disappeared. She had to leave tonight because of him. Because of the arrangement he had made with Sneed. The fat tax collector that pawed over her and fucked her as he pleased. That bald, bug-eyed bastard needed a good thumping in the head, but so long as the Adventurer’s Bakery owed the city back fees, Faylana would be forced into servitude as Sneed’s maid.
			

			
				That poor bargain ended with the party for the marquis. Fifty royals were more than enough to solve all of their financial problems. Caldric just had to make sure the catering for the party of the marquis was flawless. And he’d never catered anything before in his life…
			

			
				“Why can’t everything be as easy as swinging a sword?” wondered the retired adventurer.
			

			
				“Sword stupid,” piped up Greebi from behind the dishes. “You solve problem with cunning. Swing sword at problem, might cut in half, have two problem.”
			

			
				“Shut up, Greebi,” said Caldric, though there was no venom in it. 
			

			
				The goblin was right. When Caldric had been swinging his sword for a living, his problems had seemed to multiply at every turn. He had retired for the simple life and fallen right back into bad habits.
			

			
				And unwelcome desires, he thought, unable to stop himself from picturing Sneed pressing Faylana back onto his desk and yanking open her blouse. Caldric’s cock twitched at the thought. He cleared his throat and went back to mopping.
			

			
				The mopping and scrubbing and sweeping took another hour. The savory smell of Faylana’s cooking from the house made Caldric forget his shameful desires and feel a more immediate urge. His belly rumbled. Faylana’s creamy elf cakes were in such high demand that he could scarcely sneak a crumb from the bakery throughout the day. Even the sausage pies they served for lunch were gobbled up by the workers coming in to ogle the beautiful elf behind the counter.
			

			
				At last, Faylana called out, “Supper is ready!”
			

			
				Caldric and Greebi shed their aprons and hastened up the stairs. Supper was an elven stew of pheasant and carrots and crusts of leftover bread. The stew was one of Caldric’s favorites, spicy and rich with fat, even if he did have to listen to Greebi slurping down a bowl of it. 
			

			
				The goblin belched, then looked sheepishly at Faylana and said, “Excuse.”
			

			
				“You’re excused,” giggled Faylana. “You boys enjoy your supper. I must make myself ready for my other duty tonight.”
			

			
				She caught Caldric’s eye for a moment and he felt a shameful burn in his cheeks. Then she whirled away and he turned his attention back to his bowl. He glanced suspiciously at Greebi. Did the goblin know? How much did he know? Caldric slurped soup and let his mind wander. First, back to what Sneed might do to Faylana, and then to what Caldric knew Greebi had done to her in the past. 
			

			
				Caldric remembered those last days at Boar’s Rock, when he had been tricked into taking a potion that had transformed him into a completely different person. A woman named Cally. He shared none of her memories, but he felt a vague sense of longing for that time. He had never gotten a full accounting of what Cally had done and with who, but he suspected it involved Andrei judging by how the squire sometimes glanced at him with shame. But was it shameful? Cally was a different person. She shared nothing with Caldric and he nothing with her. 
			

			
				Caldric had encountered potion sellers a few nights earlier and, on an impulse, had bought a swirling pink potion from the old man. Would that reawaken Cally? Dare he taste the potion and find out? 
			

			
				No, thought Caldric. Don’t be foolish. I am a man and I have no time for such nonsense. 
			

			
				“All done!” declared Greebi, getting up from his seat. “I go check on Faylana. Maybe she need help getting dressed.”
			

			
				“Oh, no,” said Caldric, standing and grabbing Greebi by his collar. “You keep to your chores. It’s our supper dishes and then you clean up in the cellar. You spilled a bag of rice and if you don’t sweep up every bit of that then we’ll have rats down there.”
			

			
				“Fine, fine,” said Greebi. As he turned away, he muttered something. It sounded to Caldric like a reference to Cally but maybe that was his imagination playing tricks on him. He watched the goblin go trudging over to the dishes and start to work before leaving.
			

			
				Caldric went quietly back to the bedroom. He could hear Faylana humming to herself as he approached the door to their bedroom. 
			

			
				She had a new uniform for working as a maid. She had told Caldric, simply, that the previous uniform had been “torn.” The new one featured black leather straps that encircled Faylana’s plump breasts, lifting them slightly, but leaving them otherwise bare. Her apron began beneath her breasts, ruffled white that scarcely covered her lap.
			

			
				Faylana’s new pleated skirt afforded some modesty, at least until she bent forward. The panties she wore beneath were split down their gusset and framed her cunt with lace. Her golden down and delicate pink lips were visible to Caldric as she leaned onto her elbows to apply makeup in her mirror.
			

			
				“I see you watching me, my love,” said Faylana. “You might as well come inside and have a closer look.”
			

			
				“You look… exciting,” said Caldric, approaching slowly. “He won’t be able to keep his hands off you in this costume.”
			

			
				“Do you like that?” asked Faylana, looking at Caldric in the mirror.
			

			
				“N-no,” said Caldric. “No. I don’t like it at all. But I can still appreciate how lovely you are in this… this uniform.”
			

			
				“You don’t think it’s too revealing?” she teased, lifting the back of her skirt to give him an even better view of her peachy bottom split by a thong of black silk and her gold-tufted cunt peaking between the lace of her panties.
			

			
				“It’s not what… what I would have you wear,” said Caldric, taking a step closer to her. “Gods, Faylana, but it’s making my cock hard.”
			

			
				“Is it now?” she giggled softly and shook her hips from side to side. “Come have an even closer look, my love. Have a taste.”
			

			
				He let out a moan as he fell to his knees behind her, caressing the smooth roundness of her bottom. Pressing kisses that followed the warm crease of her buttocks down to the backs of her thighs. She let out a satisfied moan, rolling her hips and rocking her ass back against his face. He could see that she had resumed applying her makeup, as if only a fraction of her attention was being spared for him, and that somehow made his prick twitch even more.
			

			
				“Oh, Faylana,” he moaned. “Forgive… mmmmm… forgive me.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned as she rocked back against Caldric’s face. “But there is nothing to forgive… my love.”
			

			
				Caldric smothered himself in Faylana’s luscious elf ass. His tongue sought the furrow of her cunt, feeling the roughness of the lace and then the soft, inviting warmth of her folds. He licked her wantonly, moaning himself as he held her hips and punished himself with the weight of her bottom. Breathing her scent and licking at her sweet cunt.
			

			
				“Oohhhhh, yesssss,” moaned Faylana, finishing with her lipstick. “Your tongue finds the bud of my pleasure with such ease! Yessss, my love! Lick me there! Taste the honey of my cove!”
			

			
				She began brushing shadow onto her eyes as she fucked back against Caldric’s eager tongue. He fucked her with it. He drew aside the thong of her panties and lapped at her pink asshole. Licking and fucking feverishly into her cunt. He spared one hand from his embrace to seek the root of his lust. He wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked as he licked.
			

			
				After all, it was a husband’s duty to love his wife, to pleasure her and prepare her for each night. To ready her sweet elven cunt for it to be used by another man. To taste the nectar she granted him with a soft cry and a backwards thrust. Her cum spilling into Caldric’s mouth as she rode his face. Her orgasm rippling against his tongue. Her hips twitching. 
			

			
				Her eyeshadow complete. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, that was wonderful,” she purred, standing up and straightening her uniform. She stepped around him, then looked down almost pityingly at Caldric with his red cock grasped tightly in his hand. “You didn’t finish?”
			

			
				“N-not yet,” he said, wanking his cock. “Just a bit more.”
			

			
				“Oh, Caldric, I’m sorry,” she said. “But I must go. I will be late if I do not leave now. And Percinius Sneed demands my punctuality when I serve him.”
			

			
				Though her words were a dagger through Caldric’s heart, Faylana smiled sweetly. She leaned down to plant a soft kiss against his forehead, leaving an imprint of her painted lips. Then she was gone, tying her long cloak over her revealing costume, her high-heeled shoes thumping as she descended the stairs.
			

			
				Caldric’s hand stopped moving on his cock as he listened to her leave the bakery by the alley door. He caught sight of himself in the mirror, his face flushed and Faylana’s lipstick kiss on his forehead, and he felt an even greater shame. Then he caught sight of the dressing mannequin of wire and cloth beside the wardrobe. It was dressed in the gown that had been tailored just for Faylana. A skirt of scarlet ruffles and a bodice in white with gold brocade. Puffy shoulders, pearled sleeves, and a deep neckline that Caldric knew from the fitting would emphasize Faylana’s loveliness. 
			

			
				He crawled to the gown, caressing the skirt, and smelling the faint trace of Faylana’s elven scent as his hand resumed its motion on his shaft. He could still taste her cunt on his lips. Still feel the warmth of her ass against his face. His shame was bottomless, but his pleasure was all the more intense because of it. He let out a sharp cry of desperate lust and spilled glistening ropes of his seed upon the floor.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				2
			

			
				Savage Pleasures
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana’s nose was shoved into the musty thick of Percinius Sneed’s hair. He held her head with one hand, the rings on his sausage fingers pressing uncomfortably against her scalp and his belly mashed against her forehead as he hilted his fat, stubby cock between her lips. She hated him even as she deftly nursed the fat debt collector’s prick. Sliding the soft oval of her lips over his shaft. Tonguing beneath his thick glans as he began to ooze strong-tasting precum.
			

			
				“Thaaaaaaat’s a good elf,” wheezed the bug-eyed debt collector, shuddering as Faylana bobbed again on his cock and slurped wetly. “Ohhhhh, you’re getting more and more obedient. Mmmmmm. Or is it eager? I didn’t even have to ask. You walked in, dropped the coat, and hit your knees. That’s good, my dear. It’s where you belong. Ohhhhhhh, don’t neglect my stones. They’re so very full of cum for you.”
			

			
				She gasped for breath as she pulled off his cock and went straight between his legs, licking at his dangling bollocks. Sucking them gently. Well aware that the fat man hadn’t bathed since the last time he had bedded her. The scent was familiar, but stronger and more unpleasant. She almost gagged as she took both of his fat bollocks into her mouth and bathed them with her saliva.
			

			
				She endured such indignities out of desperate curiosity. She loathed Sneed and resented Caldric for making her serve Sneed, but she had found something to truly enjoy in this perverse relationship. It was the mystery of her secret visitor.
			

			
				Sneed had warned her that the mystery man would be visiting again tonight and Faylana could hardly wait. She would have done anything Sneed asked, for her quim was hot and slick with the thought of her secret lover. The man with that strange cock and those savage growls. The man she was not allowed to look upon, but who made her cum harder than any of her many other lovers.
			

			
				Drool spilled down her chin as she popped Sneed’s bollocks from her mouth. He grunted and groaned and wheezed as she licked her way back to the head of his cock and took him his hardness once more into her mouth. He was positively pouring with pre and she slurped it all up like the obedient elf whore he craved.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, cradling his cock in her lips and looking up at him with lust-filled eyes. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh, yes, my sweet. You are an insatiable slut tonight!” Sneed’s fingers tightened in her hair and he guided her lips on his stiff cock. His bollocks patted wetly against her chin and she could feel his hardness swelling against her tongue. He groaned breathlessly, “Drink your lord’s cum. Drink it up, my lovely elf! Yesssssss. Your favorite flavor!”
			

			
				He let out a shuddering, wheezing groan and burst into Faylana’s mouth. Her tongue was flooded with Sneed’s salty seed. She moaned around his cock, seeming to savor each spurt. Even as she loathed the man, she swallowed each gush of his cum and felt the growing heat in her loins. She pressed a hand between her thighs, her fingers finding the lace of her panties. Pressing into her slick pussy. Palm grinding against her clit as she drained Sneed’s balls and imagined she was swallowing the cum of her mystery lover.
			

			
				Faylana was at the brink of a shameful orgasm, her throat thick with Sneed’s cum, when the fat debt collector pulled away. 
			

			
				“Enough!” he scolded and grabbed her arm to pull her hand from her panties. “I would fuck you now, but my guest comes early tonight. Upstairs. I must blindfold you and gag you and bind you to the bed.”
			

			
				“Y-yes, my lord,” gasped Faylana, her thighs quaking at the thought of the pleasures to come. She climbed the steps ahead of Sneed, his bulging eyes no doubt fixed upon her swaying hips and round ass peeking out from beneath her skirt. She reached the guest room on the second floor of Sneed’s house and the debt collector shoved her down onto the bed on her hands and knees. He fitted the familiar ball gag into her mouth and then secured the blindfold over her eyes.
			

			
				“Grip the rails,” he commanded. This forced Faylana down to her elbows, her ass raised behind her as she stretched out and grasped the cool metal bars at the head of the bed. Sneed fed manacles through the rails and secured them to Faylana’s wrists. He ran his ringed fingers over the back of her neck, up the arched curve of her back, and teased a finger between her cheeks over the gossamer of her panties. “Oh, yes, you’re a fine cut of flank. And trembling for his cock. He will be pleased. Enjoy yourself, my dear. I know you do. I can hear your muffled cries from the other room.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” replied Faylana, not denying her lust. So strange and beastly. She had never experienced anything quite like the way the mysterious man fucked.
			

			
				“Good girl,” said Sneed and he gave Faylana’s ass a hard smack that left her bottom hot and throbbing with pain. She listened to Sneed retreat from the room and descend the stairs. She waited and waited, forced to remain in that humiliating position, resting on her elbows and breasts, arms shackled to the bed posts, her skirt up and her ass exposed but for the sheer panties. Her cunt framed by lace and slick with arousal. A handprint tingling on her right buttock.
			

			
				Her skin prickled when she heard the clop of an approaching carriage in the street outside. A knock upon the door. Sneed’s greeting and murmured reply.
			

			
				Faylana’s breath came heavier as the moment grew near. Her hips began to move, and she began to breathe loudly through her nose, eager for her mysterious suitor to have his way with her. She heard the murmuring of Sneed’s voice, high and nasal, and the deep, laconic voice of her visitor. Their words became clear as they climbed the stairs.
			

			
				“…enjoys them?” asked the mystery man.
			

			
				“Oh, my, yes. She longs for your visits. She is rapturous with pleasure when you attend her. Between the two of us, I think she would make a fine housemaid if you were ever to ever be in need of such a companion. She could care for you as she cares for me and I’m sure your, ah, condition would not disturb one so broadminded as an elf, who has no doubt—”
			

			
				“No,” said the man with growling finality.
			

			
				“Yes, yes, of course,” said Sneed, right outside the door to the guest room. “She is waiting for you now, my lord. Ah, if you need anything else, I will be happy to—”
			

			
				“Leave me,” commanded the mystery man. Faylana quaked at the authority in his voice. She was aroused by the strength with which her mystery lover dispatched Percinius Sneed in his own home. She listened as Sneed retreated to the third floor. The mystery man did not open the door to the bedroom until Sneed had settled into his chair with a plaintive creak of wood and iron.
			

			
				Then the door was open and Faylana felt more naked than she ever had. Posed and on full display. Entirely seen by the unseen man. She wanted so desperately to look upon him that she could not keep quiet.
			

			
				“Mmmmnnnmmmmm,” she moaned, wiggling her hips from side to side. She felt a hot pang of desire. She wanted this strange man to know how badly her body ached for his touch. But her lusty display only seemed to make the man hesitate. Her movements slowed with uncertainty.
			

			
				“Why do you act this way?” he asked, his voice low and with a hint of a cultured accent. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmnnnnn,” she moaned into the gag, pleading for him to have her.
			

			
				“It is the only way for me to tame my desire,” he said, a note of sadness in his voice. “If it goes untamed, people can be hurt. It has happened before.”
			

			
				Clothes rustled behind her. She felt the cool air against her backside as he flung away his tunic. Heard the clink of his belt and the thump of his boots being removed. She tensed as he moved closer. The bed shifted beneath his weight.
			

			
				His touch was light as a summer breeze, rolling up the backs of her thighs and over her buttocks. Down the small of her back and up again, following the arched curve of her spine to her shoulders. Fingers reaching around her. Stroking the ball gag. 
			

			
				Yessss, please, she thought.
			

			
				He unbuckled the clasp and removed the ball from her mouth. Saliva dripped down her chin. She licked it away and let out a girlish sigh of relief. She still could not see the man, could not touch him with her hands bound, but at least she could speak to him.
			

			
				“Are you afraid?” he asked.
			

			
				“No,” said Faylana. “The thought of you having me permits me to endure Sneed’s attention.”
			

			
				“Forgive me then,” murmured the man and Faylana ached for the sadness once more in his voice. 
			

			
				“I do forgive you,” she gasped. “Tell me… what is your name?”
			

			
				“I cannot say that,” he said, a strange rasp in his voice. “I cannot… please. Oh, gods, forgive me. I do not want to hurt you.”
			

			
				His voice broke. Grew deeper. He suddenly retreated from the bed.
			

			
				“What’s wrong?” cried Faylana. “What’s happening?”
			

			
				“Must… must not… aaaaAAARRGGGGGHHH!” There followed a loud thump as if the man collapsed from the bed onto the floor. He grunted and gurgled and thrashed upon the floor. It sounded as if he was snapping twigs wrapped inside towels. Fear gripped Faylana. Fear that he would hurt himself or leave her untouched.
			

			
				Then it grew quiet once more. 
			

			
				“Are you… are you alright, my lord?” She addressed him so because Sneed had addressed him in this way.
			

			
				She was answered with an angry snarl and suddenly the mystery man was atop her. He wore a thick fur coat that pressed against her thighs as he hunched over her. His breath hot and snuffling. His nose strange as it pressed against her neck. His warm tongue lapped softly and curled against her throat. She moaned and grasped the bars of the bedframe. 
			

			
				“Ooooooo, it tickles,” she moaned. 
			

			
				“GRrrrrrrrrrrr,” he growled in her ear. His mouth opening and his teeth upon the back of her neck. His jaws seemed wider than possible. His breath and tongue hot against her supple flesh. 
			

			
				“Oooooh, what are you… what are you doing?” she whined, pinned down to the pillows by his jaws. She felt momentarily afraid. That the man had brought some beast to her bed. That he was punishing her for her impudence. 
			

			
				No, this was the man, she was sure of it. But he had changed. He was no longer human. 
			

			
				He had become a beast. Her naked elven flesh was the only thing that could tame his savage lust. When she felt the hot, slick brush of his cock against her thighs, she knew this was true. Faylana did the only thing she could. She tilted her hips and offered herself to him and hissed with need, “Fuck meeeee.”
			

			
				He snarled against her neck, his teeth still holding her tight as he impaled Faylana to the furry hilt with his savage thrust. His thick, slippery cock stretched her and bulled against her backwalls. Her tight elven cunt gripped against his throbbing beastdick.
			

			
				Faylana sang with ecstasy, her voice high and soft compared to the savage grunting of the beast as it rutted into her tight folds. His thrusts were as savage as the noises he made. Furry hips battering against her as he drove his cock in and out at a frenzied pace. He kept her head pinned down with his jaws. His fangs pinched against her neck. She hoped the wetness she felt was his drool and not her blood. 
			

			
				She would have believed he had become entirely a beast if it weren’t for the fur-covered hands that held her shoulders. Powerful and claw-tipped, but undeniably human in their shape. 
			

			
				“Wulfen,” she gasped. “You are a… shape shifter! Like Ser God… Ser God… OOooohhhh gods!”
			

			
				Her words seemed to anger him and his jaws pinched tighter against her neck. His thrusts grew more intense. But his only made her sing louder with ecstasy born of surrender to the moment. To being mounted by this raw, lusty beast. His thrusts driving into her until she could not hold back and every doubt was swept away in a rushing tide of pleasure. Gripping him with her inner spasms. Bucking her hips back against him heedless of the pinch of his sharp teeth. 
			

			
				The realization that this man was a cursed shifter only heightened the pleasure of her orgasm. Cumming for a beast man. Cumming on the hot bulge of his cock. Feeling his knot swelling inside her as he snarled and licked at her neck. 
			

			
				“AWWWWWOOOOOOO!!!!”
			

			
				The howl of the beast was deafening as his hot seed burst inside her. Spurt after spurt, throbbing and gushing into her in a hot rush that was trapped from overflowing by the swelling of his knot. She was truly locked to the beast, face down in the pillows and ass raised in glorious submission to his desires.
			

			
				He lay so warm and heavy atop her. His hips still slowly working. His cock still pulsating with the fulfillment of his animalistic urges. His furry weight smothered her and made her sweat. His jaws relaxed at last and she turned to him over her shoulder and whispered, “It’s incredible. Your cock… it fills me like… like no other man.”
			

			
				“No man,” he growled. “Beast.”
			

			
				The more caused her to squeeze her inner walls against him. He whined with pleasure. 
			

			
				“You give… yourself to me,” he said, the words thick and difficult in his wulfen mouth.
			

			
				“Yessssss,” she hissed, pressing her ass against his furry hips.
			

			
				“What is your name?” he asked.
			

			
				“Faylana,” she whimpered. “Faylana Py… Stonehands. What is your name?”
			

			
				He was quiet. She was about to ask him again, but then his weight shifted atop her. The knot of his cock pulled at her cuntlips, stretched, and popped free. His cock slid from her creamy folds and she gasped as warm cum poured from her gaping entrance. His weight lifted entirely from Faylana and she could feel him moving off the bed.
			

			
				“Wait,” she gasped. “Wait, please. Don’t go.”
			

			
				But he said nothing else. She heard the sick sounds of his transformation back to human and the familiar rustle of his clothes as he began to dress. She lay there with her ass raised and his cum dripping from her elven pussy. 
			

			
				He placed something on the pillow beside her head and stepped to the door.
			

			
				“Wait,” she said. “What was that?”
			

			
				“A gift,” he said. “It is not valuable, but it is precious to me. My family’s crest.”
			

			
				“Come to me again,” she gasped. “I will crave your touch, my lord.”
			

			
				“We will meet again, Faylana,” he said and stepped out into the hall. Her heart quickened with those last words. No matter the indignity still to be inflicted by Sneed, she would float through the remainder of the night with those words in her head.
			

			
				When Sneed did return and freed her from the bed, she found a small silver amulet on a simple silver chain resting on the pillow. She picked it up before the disgusting brute could see it. On one side of the amulet was the inscription “Loyalty and Courage” and on the reverse side was the stylized head of a wolf above a crossed hammer and sword.
			

			
				She closed her hand around it tightly and her heart soared.
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				Twice the Work for Half the Pay
			

			
				 
			

			
				They were all exhausted. Caldric, Faylana, and Greebi were joined late at night by diminutive warrior Tavek and the handsome young squire Andrei Turros. Caldric had not failed to notice Faylana’s delight when she had seen Andrei working in the kitchen, preparing trays of quick bake rolls and decorating elf cakes. Caldric knew she had a fondness for the young man, and it stirred Caldric’s lust to see the way she clearly wanted Andrei still.
			

			
				And she’ll have him too, thought Caldric. After all she has done for us with that bastard Sneed, I will make a gift to her of that squire’s eager young prick.
			

			
				Caldric did not have to wait long for the right moment to make Faylana’s fantasy come true. Greebi was hopping on a stool, working the churn making elf butter and Tavek was busy filling the order for twelve loaves of herb bread. Andrei had just put another tray of rolls down in the cellar when Caldric approached him. 
			

			
				“Andrei, feel like a break?” asked Caldric, meeting him on the stairs up from the bakery’s deep cellar.
			

			
				“Hmmm? We’ve only been at it a couple hours, old man. I can go all night.” The young squire grinned.
			

			
				I’ll bet you can, thought Caldric. Go all night with Faylana. Pound her sweet little elf cunt until it’s blushing red. I’d like to see that. Leave her panting and dripping with your seed. 
			

			
				“It is a long while yet until dawn,” said Caldric. “I thought you might like to take a break upstairs. Help me with something.”
			

			
				“Oh?” Andrei looked at Caldric curiously and seemed to notice Caldric’s lecherous smile. “Oh…. you mean… but you’re married now, Caldric. Are you still involved in such things?”
			

			
				Caldric’s face felt hot. Anger threatened to rise within him at the boy’s accusatory tone.
			

			
				“My marriage to Faylana is fine. It’s strong. That’s not your concern, Andrei.” He softened his tone and added, “She likes you a great deal. Don’t pretend you do not see it in her eyes. I think having a bit of fun with you would help her relax.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm.” Andrei frowned, seeming to consider Caldric’s words. “You understand, though I am a squire no more, just a glorified dogcatcher for the marquis’ monster zoo, I still have a squire’s sense of honor. I would not make a habit of bedding another man’s wife.”
			

			
				“This is no stain upon your honor,” growled Caldric. “I am inviting you to share her with me.”
			

			
				“Share? So you will be there with me? Watching?”
			

			
				“More than watching,” said Caldric. “We will both have her. Together. We could make a game of it. See who pleases her more.”
			

			
				Andrei seemed to accept the terms. 
			

			
				“One more tray of rolls then, alright?” said the former squire. “Meet you upstairs?”
			

			
				“We will be waiting,” pledged Caldric.
			

			
				Andrei followed Caldric out of the cellar and went back to work in the kitchen. Caldric sauntered over to Faylana as she was sugaring fruit for the tarts. He helped measure the sugar and stir it into the bowl as she resumed cutting the bloodfruit, her fingertips stained red with the sweet nectar. 
			

			
				“My love,” he said, leaning close to her. “You have been working so hard tonight. I think you should take a rest.”
			

			
				“We have less than two days before the party, my love,” she said. “There is no time for breaks.”
			

			
				“A short one,” he said, caressing her arm. “We can take it together.”
			

			
				She met his gaze, her silvery-blue eyes softening and a smile curling her plush lips. “Very well, Caldric. A short break might be nice. It has been a while since we have found the time. Are you certain the others will be alright?”
			

			
				“Tavek!” shouted Caldric over his shoulder.
			

			
				“Hmmm? What is it, lad?” asked Tavek, brushing flour from his beard. 
			

			
				“Faylana and I are going upstairs to have a quick break. You are in charge of Greebi. Be sure he keeps to his chores.”
			

			
				“I do work! No need dwarf to help!” snapped Greebi.
			

			
				“I’ll keep him in line,” said Tavek. “You have your rest.”
			

			
				“Do not be mean to Greebi,” added Faylana. The goblin looked over at her adoringly and then resumed churning the elf butter with twice the fervor. 
			

			
				Caldric took Faylana’s hand and they left the din of the kitchen behind. The house was hot and quiet above. The sounds of Tavek and Greebi arguing muffled to a wordless murmur. Caldric opened the window to let in a cool breeze and Faylana lit some candles. She untied her apron and began to unbutton her blouse. 
			

			
				“Oh, my beautiful wife,” said Caldric, unable to wait. He embraced her and kissed her, his lips pressing to Faylana’s and his tongue exploring the sweetness of her mouth. She moaned against his kiss, her breasts crushed against him and soft as can be from making the elf butter.
			

			
				Caldric scooped her up and carried her the rest of the way into the bedroom. He knelt beside the bed and unlaced her boots, slipping them from her dainty feet before easing down her stocking. Faylana wriggled out of her skirt, lifting her bottom to let Caldric slip it free. 
			

			
				“Gods, you are beautiful,” marveled Caldric, running his hands up her long legs to the downy golden triangle of her cunt. His thumbs stroked her folds, parting them and revealing her delicate pink. He brushed his touch against her clit and she sucked in a hot breath. 
			

			
				“I need a bath,” she gasped. “I’ve been working and sweating all day. Couldn’t I… ooohhhhh…”
			

			
				“No” was the answer Caldric offered with his tongue upon the folds of her cunt. He pulled Faylana’s legs over his shoulders as he tongued her hot lips and gave her clit long, slow licks. 
			

			
				The faint raunchiness of Faylana’s sweat only added to his hunger for her cunt. Nor did it suppress his desire for her ass. He let his tongue slip between her cheeks and kept it there as she crooned with pleasure, her fingers combing into his hair as he swirled his tongue against that soft divot.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, yesssss,” moaned Faylana, savoring the pleasure and turning over onto her tummy. She cradled Caldric’s head and pulled him against her plush bottom, encouraging his tongue to rim her naughty hole. “Ohhhh, Caldric, lick me there! Lick my tight asshole!”
			

			
				“Nnnnnhnnnn,” he readily agreed, pushing two fingers into her slick folds as he rimmed and tongue-fucked her ass. He still had his face buried in his wife’s creamy cheeks as the door creaked open behind him.
			

			
				“Faylana?” called Andrei Turros, stepping slowly into the room.
			

			
				“Oh!” cried Faylana and Caldric felt her tense with surprise as she tightened against his tongue. “Andrei? My husband was just, ah, taking my temperature for, um… oooohhhh… stop licking me there, Caldric. We have a visitor.”
			

			
				“Nmmmmm,” moaned Caldric, giving Faylana’s ass a last swirling lick before lifting his face. He looked over his shoulder and saw Andrei standing in the doorway, flushed and staring at what was happening in the bed. “Oh, Andrei, thank you for coming.”
			

			
				“What? You knew he was coming?” Faylana pouted.
			

			
				“It was meant to be a surprise,” said Caldric. “You have been working so hard and I know you like the boy, so I thought you might enjoy, well, some extra attention.”
			

			
				“Between you, Greebi, the customers, and that awful tax collector, I think I have enough attention,” said Faylana, crawling away from Caldric and turning to sit on the bed. She folded her arms across her chest. Though her words were sharp, she could not hide a smile, nor keep her eyes off Andrei.
			

			
				Andrei looked at her earnestly. He walked to the side of the bed.
			

			
				“Would you like me to leave, Faylana?” he asked.
			

			
				“Well, I am very tired,” she said. “But I suppose… since you’re here…”
			

			
				She leaned over and hooked two fingers into the waist of his trousers, dragging him against the mattress. She unbuckled his belt and slid his trousers down, her eyes aglow with delight as his stiffening cock sprang into view. She grasped the warm shaft in her hand and spared a glance for her husband.
			

			
				“Why don’t you put your tongue to a bit more use, my dear?”
			

			
				“Yessss,” hissed Caldric, crawling between Faylana’s thighs and eagerly tonguing her cunt. He tasted her and breathed the scent clinging to her golden hair as he watched his wife begin to suck Andrei’s cock. 
			

			
				Faylana kept one hand upon the shaft of Andrei’s cock, stroking it so that her hand met her lips as she bobbed her head and swirled her tongue. Her other hand reached for Caldric’s head, pulling him down and encouraging his tongue deeper into her hot honeypot as she nursed the squire’s prick.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, gods,” moaned Andrei, shuddering with pleasure. He gathered up Faylana’s silky blond hair in his hand and held it out of the way of her mouth. She looked up and moaned gratefully, sucking him with ever greater urgency.
			

			
				Caldric began to suck at Faylana’s clit, but to his eyes it was Andrei’s cock sliding into his wife’s mouth that gave her the greater pleasure. She moaned and slurped and drooled upon it with the wantonness of a drunken barmaid. She hardly spared her husband a glance.
			

			
				“Gods, you’re good with your mouth,” gasped Andrei. “You’re going to make me cum straightaway if you keep that up.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm,” she moaned and popped his cock free of her lips. “I would like a taste. Your seed always was the sweetest. Please, Andrei. Spill your hot cream it into my mouth.”
			

			
				Caldric’s cock twitched at his wife’s words. Andrei began to shudder and cried out in wordless pleasure. Caldric sucked Faylana’s clit and watched intently as Faylana’s brow furrowed and her throat worked to swallow the hot rush of Andrei’s seed. Her cheeks hollowed and her eyes opened and gazed up at Andrei, pleading him to empty every drop into her mouth. 
			

			
				“Faylana,” gasped Andrei as she eased her mouth from his cock. “You are an incredible woman. Caldric, my friend, you are lucky to have such a… ahhh… such a wife.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, it’s true,” gasped Caldric. “I adore my wife.”
			

			
				“He’s very generous with me,” said Faylana, casting a sidelong glance at Caldric as she continued to lick Andrei’s cock. She returned her full attention to Andrei and said, “Your cum was delicious, Andrei, but I’d like some more. Will you fill me up now? In fact, I think I would like you both. Caldric?”
			

			
				“Yes, my love?” He lifted his head as his cock twitched with anticipation. 
			

			
				“Lie on your back here,” said Faylana. “I will ride your cock and let Andrei have my ass.”
			

			
				Her desire was quickly arranged. Caldric, on his back, head propped among the pillows, with his lovely wife astride his hips. Andrei was behind her, easing his cock into her ass. Caldric could feel the lad’s thrust, pressing against him through Faylana’s supple flesh, causing her inner wall to stroke against him. She tightened around Caldric’s cock and let out a moan. She rose high above him on her knees and pulled Andrei’s hands around her to cradle and fondle her breasts. The former squire thrust against Faylana’s back and they kissed over her shoulder. 
			

			
				Caldric, though included, was relegated to a cock for Faylana to ride and left to watch her being fucked in her ass by Andrei Turros. Watching her move her hips, sliding on his cock and pushing back against Andrei’s hardness. Feeling each of the squire’s thrusts push in and out of Faylana’s tight asshole. Watching them kissing and watching her plush breasts shaped and squeezed by the squire’s hands. 
			

			
				Faylana moaned into her kiss with Andrei as she bounced atop Caldric. Milk dribbled out through Andrei’s squeezing fingers and pattered on Caldric’s abdomen. She rode harder and harder atop Caldric, clearly enjoying his cock, her inner muscles rippling against him, but all of her attention on the young man plundering her tight ass.
			

			
				Her flushed beauty was radiant. The pleasure on her face and in her movements was everything Caldric desired. He grabbed her hips suddenly and thrust upward, groaning, ramming into her once. Twice. With his third upward thrust, she broke her kiss with Andrei and looked down at Caldric. Her eyes met his. There was love there, but also… disdain? Mockery?
			

			
				Yes! The lash of that flickering cruelty in her silvery-blue eyes drove Caldric wild with pleasure. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhhhh! FuuuuuuaaaaHHH!” Caldric could not hold back a moment longer. Ecstasy rushed through his cock and erupted in powerful spurts deep into Faylana’s clutching cunt. She looked away amid Caldric’s orgasm, kissing Andrei once more and pushing back onto his cock. 
			

			
				Caldric spent his seed deep inside his wife and his cock began to soften. Faylana fell atop him, pushing him down onto the bed as his cock slipped free. She pushed back forcefully onto Andrei’s cock, moaning with ecstasy as the squire grabbed her slender waist and took her with his youthful enthusiasm. Caldric’s cock slipped free of his wife and his cum leaked out of her quivering cunt as Andrei fucked Faylana hard and fast in her ass. 
			

			
				“Yesssss! Your cock feels so fucking good!” Faylana cried, thrusting back against Andrei, looking up at him over her shoulder. Her back arched. Her ass slapping against him with each of his strokes. The tension building visibly in her shoulders and neck. Her face contorted in pleasure, finally, dropping her head against Caldric’s shoulder. Clinging to him as she cried out with her orgasm and Andrei cried out with his. 
			

			
				Caldric held his wife. He kissed her shoulder and neck. Stroked her sides as Andrei pumped his load deep into Faylana’s ass. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh, yesss,” gasped Faylana. “There’s so much of it filling me. Caldric, my love, thank you too for bringing me this wonderful cock.”
			

			
				Caldric could feel the aftershocks of his wife’s orgasm as she trembled atop him. When she turned to him and kissed him, he knew the interlude he had arranged had been well received. 
			

			
				“Any time, my dear,” said Caldric, kissing her in reply. Already thinking of the next time he might arrange such pleasures for Faylana. 
			

			
				Of course, the work resumed only minutes later, with Faylana, Andrei, and Caldric rejoining Tavek and Greebi in the kitchen. Tavek seemed to know what had transpired and gave Andrei a knowing wink.
			

			
				Greebi knew too, but he hid his annoyance in his work. The kitchen bustled long hours into the night, with proofing trays being prepared, ingredients being brought up from the cellar, endless crusts to roll and loaves to knead, and then the baking. So much baking and glazing and frosting and decorating. Flour covered every surface. Even with the side doors open on the kitchen, the heat was brutal from the ovens going all at once. 
			

			
				Greebi craved a moment alone with Faylana, but each time he thought he might enjoy her company, some other fool was there to intrude. If it wasn’t her cuckolded husband, it was the two newcomers that he resented even more. At least Caldric knew his place and let Faylana enjoy Greebi’s superior goblin cock. These two were always in the way and treated Greebi with no respect.
			

			
				Well past midnight, Caldric declared that they had done enough for the night and he and Faylana needed rest. While he was thanking his friends, Faylana went into the washroom to take off her apron and clean her hands and face. At last, Greebi saw his opportunity.
			

			
				He crept into the washroom behind Faylana. He pressed against her, hugging against her luscious bottom and reaching around and up to her breasts. Though he was scarcely half her height, he was strong enough and long-armed enough to crush her breasts in his boney hands.
			

			
				“Ah! Greebi!” cried Faylana. “Oh! You’re fresh!”
			

			
				“Fresh for mating,” chuckled Greebi. “You be with others. You not have goblin. You need goblin cock. Best cock.”
			

			
				“Mmmm, it is nice,” said Faylana, towel off the water on her hands. She pushed Greebi away enough to turn around. “But I’ve been on my feet all day and past midnight. I need to get some rest. We have another day of this before the party. And I have to attend to Sneed again tomorrow night.”
			

			
				Greebi hugged her tightly, looking up at her from beneath the swell of her breasts. 
			

			
				“Plllleeeaasssee,” he said. “I beg if need to beg. Greebi get on knees.”
			

			
				He slipped a hand beneath her skirt and began to slide it up her thigh. She caught his arm and pushed him forcefully away. Her brow furrowed for a moment with anger.
			

			
				“Not tonight, Greebi,” she said sharply. “I’m too tired.”
			

			
				“But—”
			

			
				“No!” she snapped. “Leave me alone tonight.”
			

			
				Greebi said something very rude to Faylana but used the goblin tongue to say it. She stared at him with a hard gleam in her eyes. He stomped his foot and stormed out of the washroom. Caldric, Tavek, and Andrei were laughing like old friends about something. They stopped when they saw Greebi and then laughed all over again. 
			

			
				Greebi had the distinct impression the joke was about him. He muttered another curse and went upstairs to find something to either break or drink. He found a bottle of blackberry brandy and decided to drink it instead of smash it on the wall. He uncorked the top and chugged a burning gulp. As he did, he wandered into Caldric’s bedroom, kicking over an umbrella stand and pushing a door open wide. He took another swig and flung open a drawer in the dresser near the bed. He saw silky panties and lacey bras. And Caldric’s striped undershorts. 
			

			
				“Fatheaded human,” grunted Greebi. He was about to pour the rest of the brandy over Caldric’s undershorts when he noticed something moving in the bottom of the drawer. He pushed aside the shorts and revealed a small glass vial containing pink liquid that swirled and faintly shimmered. It was milky and opaque, with glittering trails of magical liquid circulating in the vial. Greebi picked it up. “What this?”
			

			
				Only, he thought he knew. It was a potion. One that changed a man into a woman. 
			

			
				Like the sort that would turn Caldric into Cally.
			

			
				Greebi was just beginning to contemplate the meaning and implications of such a potion in Caldric’s dresser when he heard footsteps climbing the stairs. He quickly returned the potion and slid the drawer shut. He scampered out of the bedroom and out one of the side windows of the bakery, climbing down a rainspout with the brand bottle swinging from one hand and a big, evil smile on his face.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, Caldric. I know secret about you. Secret you keep from maybe even Faylana.” 
			

			
				Was he going to use that secret and do something diabolical? 
			

			
				Of course. He was a goblin, after all.
			

			
				


			
				4
			

			
				Stood Up and Ganged Up
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric could sense something different about Faylana. Some sort of change had come over her as the day came to a close at the bakery. Their last full day before the party. While Andrei, Tavek, and Greebi set to work in the kitchen, preparing the last cakes and pastries for the party of the marquis, Faylana readied herself for a night with Percinius Sneed. And Caldric observed her.
			

			
				Her mood had lifted and she was whistling to herself as she dressed in the latest ridiculous lingerie costume provided to her by Sneed. It was a pure black corset that ended beneath her breasts, cups completely open but offering some support to her laden mounds, a black skirt, garters, and stockings, but no panties. Nothing but the abbreviated skirt to conceal Faylana’s luscious elf ass. 
			

			
				She wore her platinum blond hair pulled back into a tight braided tail that hung down over the laces of her corset. Scarlet ribbons worked into the braid. Her eyes heavy with shadow and mascara. Her lips a shocking candy red color. She smiled at herself in the mirror and Caldric wondered if he had lifted her spirits. If it had been Andrei. Or if she was actually eager to see that fat bastard extorting pleasure from her. 
			

			
				Had she fallen for Sneed? How could that be?
			

			
				Doubt mounted on doubt in Caldric’s mind, but as his wife turned towards the bedroom door, he ducked out of sight. He didn’t want to confront her. Did not want to fight with her just as she was leaving.
			

			
				Did not want to admit that the thought of her going to Sneed’s in that outrageous costume made his cock hard. A part of him even hoped that Sneed was rough with her. Like an orc. Like a beast. Fucking her hard and making her wail with ecstasy. Treating her ways that Caldric could never bring himself to treat his beloved wife.
			

			
				He decided to approach it gently. He knocked on the door and stepped inside. She was just hanging an unusual silver amulet around her neck, dangling it against the upper slope of her breasts. His fears seemed to be confirmed as his presence caused her mood to darken.
			

			
				“I heard you humming,” he said. “You seem to be in a good mood.”
			

			
				“Do I?” she asked, touching the amulet. “Maybe I’m just relieved. After tomorrow’s party I won’t ever have to see Sneed again. We’ll have the money to pay off our debt.”
			

			
				“That’s… a good reason to be happy,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Yes, only one more night,” she said, brushing past Caldric. “Of sucking and fucking that fat old pervert to protect our business.”
			

			
				“Faylana, wait,” said Caldric, following her out into the hall. “You could skip it tonight. There is nothing he could do before we have the money to pay him.”
			

			
				“That’s a chance I’m not willing to take,” she said, waving away his suggestion and hurrying down the stairs. 
			

			
				She grabbed her long cloak from the rack, but not before Greebi and Tavek caught a glimpse of her in her lingerie. Caldric’s eyes widened, but Faylana did not seem to care. She swung the cape over her lovely body in a flourish and pulled it tight around her curves.
			

			
				“Have the baking done for tomorrow,” she said. “We’ll close early and… get this over with. Make the party a success.”
			

			
				She went to the door. Opened it.
			

			
				“Wait!” called Caldric, stopping her at the doorway. “Faylana, my love, I will never let this happen to you again.”
			

			
				“I thought you liked it,” she said bitterly. “Have you changed your mind?”
			

			
				“Like it!?” His brow furrowed with pain. He was shocked by her anger. She rarely showed him any. “Faylana, nothing is more important to me than your happiness. If this arrangement - this bad deal I accepted – if it makes you unhappy, then it does not please me at all.”
			

			
				“Really?” Her expression softened a little. “I am… relieved to hear that. But I must go.”
			

			
				“We will be working while you are gone,” he called out into the street. “To make sure it never happens again.”
			

			
				He watched her go, wondering if he was once again headed down a path that would cost him his relationship with Faylana. He was addicted to the path. He craved it. But it terrified him. And he could not stand to lose her again. Especially not to Percinius Sneed.
			

			
				Of course, if Caldric might have seen into Faylana’s mind, he would have been reassured that she detested Sneed, but confused by the true source of her happiness. For as she made her way through the cool night streets of Zeegendorf, her mind was focused on the mystery man. The way his voice growled in her ear. The fur of his body. The warm weight of him. The way he licked and touched her. The heat of his cock as it pressed against her folds. 
			

			
				Tonight, she thought. Tonight, I will ask him his name. I will learn the identity of my mystery lover and I will arrange to meet him somewhere else. 
			

			
				She scarcely considered what such feelings might mean to her relationship with Caldric. She knew he enjoyed it when she spent time with other men. Surely, if he valued her happiness, he would accept that she wanted to spend some of that time with the best lover she had ever encountered. Yes, better than any orc or goblin. Certainly better than Caldric. Even better than that wug chief with his monstrously huge cock.
			

			
				Her thoughts turned to memories of pleasure, stoking the heat within her core and flooding into her cove. She felt a trickle of her nectar down her thigh. Sneed had not permitted her to wear panties tonight and that was one of the consequences. Slick and eager as she thought about her mystery lover. 
			

			
				Tonight, I will ask him his name.
			

			
				Percinius Sneed had other plans for Faylana. He hugged her close and kissed her with his awful, overbearing tongue. He slipped off her cloak and left it by the door, his hands wandering all over her body and taking full liberties as he guided her out of the house’s foyer. 
			

			
				The ground floor parlor had been cleared of tables and lanterns and several long couches had been brought in. Torches burned in standing sconces, deepening the color of the room with fiery hues. 
			

			
				“What’s all this, my lord?” asked Faylana.
			

			
				“Your usual guest will not be visiting tonight,” he smiled at her and ran a hand beneath her skirt, rubbing the seam of her cunt. “Ooooh, nice and wet! Been thinking about your visit tonight? You won’t be disappointed my lovely elf slut.”
			

			
				His fat, ringed fingers played with her clit and slipped into the hot channel of her cunt. She gasped with pleasure, forced from her quaking quim, but deep down she was crushed by disappointment. Her hopes and fantasies were dashed. As Percinius fingered her and kissed her, she wanted to be sick. Not because of his disgusting behavior, but because her heart had been set on getting to know her mysterious lover better.
			

			
				“Oh, by the goddess, I can’t resist your sweet cunt.” Sneed fumbled with his yellow robe and began to draw his stiff prick into the open. His other hand lifted the back of Faylana’s skirt. She bit back a despairing cry as he moved behind her. 
			

			
				A loud knock at the front door interrupted.
			

			
				“Ah!” Sneed jumped back and stuffed his cock back under his robe. “The guests are arriving early. Quickly, my dear. On your knees on those cushions there. And take off that silly trinket hanging in the way of your tits. Yes, just like that. Good. I shall return shortly.”
			

			
				Sneed drew a curtain across the entrance to the parlor and left Faylana kneeling on velvet pillows spread within a semicircle of standing torches. The light played from Faylana’s heavy breasts and moved the shadows of her ample curves. She could hear voices beyond the curtain. It sounded like rather a lot of voices. Laughter and greetings. Men of confidence and station mingling with one another. 
			

			
				Then she heard Sneed signaling them to quiet. She could see his fingers grasping the curtain, readying to fling it open. 
			

			
				“Now then, gentlemen,” he said. “Are we all comfortable? Ready for a bit of fun?”
			

			
				“Yes!” cheered several male voices at once.
			

			
				“Then permit me to introduce this evening’s entertainment… Faylana! The elven cumslut!”
			

			
				He yanked open the curtain, revealing a dozen men wearing sack cloth hoods with cut outs for their eyes. All twelve men had stripped down to at least their shorts. Four of them were completely nude. Although two of the men seemed to be fit, the majority had varying degrees of doughy, sagging bodies produced by sedentary lives. Several seemed quite advanced in years. 
			

			
				The men reacted with enthusiasm. Chattering excitedly and whistling with appreciation of Faylana’s beauty and her submissive pose on the cushions. She flushed and tried to smile. She felt afraid of what was coming, but she knew better than to oppose it. 
			

			
				The men crowded into the room and Sneed organized them into a line. Two men approached her at a time. They stood before her, their cocks out, their hands caressing, fondling, and squeezing her body. She knew what was expected of her. She grasped their cocks. She sucked them. She pleasured them between her soft breasts. The men who were not being pleasured lounged nearby, conversed, and watched. Occasionally, they shouted encouragement.
			

			
				“Fuck that elf slut’s tits!”
			

			
				“Fuck her mouth!” 
			

			
				“Oh, yeah, drench that knife-eared cunt!”
			

			
				“Make her suck on your bollocks!”
			

			
				She filled her mouth with cock. She bobbed and slurped and gagged on cock. Her hands were constantly at work when the men weren’t content to slide their cocks between Faylana’s filthy tits. There were moments where several men came at once, splattering her face and hair and breasts and even her back and legs with gushes of stinking cum. She finished them with her tits. She sucked down their hot loads of cum. Spunk dripped in jiggling strands from her chin. She was delirious with the filthy barrage of men. 
			

			
				Sneed watched over it all. He kept them from fucking her all evening, but otherwise let them have their way with her. Her stomach filled with cum. It dried on her skin and left sticky trails down her abdomen and back. Her mouth was sore from sucking cock. 
			

			
				“She’s getting lazy,” complained one man. “She just sits there and makes us fuck her mouth.”
			

			
				“She’s tired,” said Sneed.
			

			
				“Well, you promised a real slut,” complained another. “We’re going to fuck her!”
			

			
				Sneed was overpowered. Outvoted. From that point forward, all rules were discarded. The men grew drunk and rough. They squeezed and thrust fingers into Faylana. They bent her over and they began fucking her. First just one at a time while she tried to keep up sucking cocks, but soon she was being made to ride one man while another fucked her ass.
			

			
				It was degrading and intense and the men seemed to recover in waves. She knelt on all fours, waiting for each man to take a turn. Her breasts swung and tears tracked through the cum dried on her face. She hardly gagged when they fucked her mouth. She hardly whimpered when they slammed their cocks into her ass. Cum drooled from her raw cunt. The heaviness of it ached in her ass. 
			

			
				“Can’t take any more,” she moaned, collapsing onto the cushions. 
			

			
				“Turn her over, I want another go,” said one man.
			

			
				At last, Sneed intervened, stepping between the hooded man and Faylana.
			

			
				“M-my apologies, good sirs,” said Sneed in the most obsequious manner imaginable. “I hope you have enjoyed the pleasures of the elf tonight, but dawn is almost upon us and she is quite exhausted.”
			

			
				“She doesn’t need to move around,” said one man, trying to push past Sneed. “I’ll fuck her. I’m not lazy.”
			

			
				“Yeah, I’d like one more go,” agreed another man, grabbing his stiff cock as he approached Faylana.
			

			
				But to her surprise, Sneed stood firm this time.
			

			
				“I really must insist,” he said. “You’ve each had more than one turn with her. She must go back to her life and her husband.”
			

			
				“Husband?” This caused roars of laughter. “This slut has a husband?”
			

			
				“He lets her serve as your cumslut?” 
			

			
				“How do I get myself an elf like her?”
			

			
				“Next time, gentlemen,” said Sneed. “Please, please, next time. I will arrange for other girls to be here to keep you entertained while Faylana is busy.”
			

			
				At last, this seemed to placate the men. They began to file out of the room, leaving Faylana slumped among the pillows. She was glad they were leaving. Glad they couldn’t see her face and the pain she felt as the mocked Caldric.
			

			
				She staggered home with the sky already beginning to lighten with morning. She knew the work would already be well underway for the morning rush at the bakery. 
			

			
				She wondered if she told Caldric what Sneed had made her do, what her husband’s reaction would be. Would he stop this madness? Would he pledge to enact some foolish revenge?
			

			
				Or would he take his cock out and stroke himself as he imagined her suffering such humiliation?
			

			
				The only thing that brought her any calm was caressing the wolf’s head amulet in the pocket of her cloak. She prayed that she would meet her mystery lover again.
			

			
				


			
				5
			

			
				Final Preparations and First Introductions
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I am sorry,” said Caldric, massaging Faylana’s shoulders with his strong hands. “I want you to take the morning and get some rest.”
			

			
				“You need me at the counter,” Faylana protested.
			

			
				He could see the weariness in the rings beneath her blue eyes. She had not slept a moment during the night and she had staggered into the bakery just before opening. She’d helped with the morning rush, but he saw that she had to have some rest. Not even elves could go entirely without sleep.
			

			
				“I need you tonight,” said Caldric, kissing her shoulder. “Well-rested and ready to make the party a success. After tonight, there will be no more trips to that… horrible man. No more of that. And we can be together and focused on our bakery. On our future.”
			

			
				She looked as if she might protest, but at last she relented with a nod. “I am tired, my love. It was a difficult night.”
			

			
				“Never again,” repeated Caldric. “We’ll have the money to ensure he has no power over us.”
			

			
				“Yes, my love,” she said, sounding almost sad. Caldric wanted to comfort her further, to question her sadness, but the door jingled as more customers entered. 
			

			
				“Go,” said Caldric. “Go and sleep all day if you can. Tavek and Andrei are in the back. We have more than enough to handle the next rush.”
			

			
				“Very well,” she said, nodding in agreement and leaving Caldric to tend to the customers.
			

			
				Customers who, almost invariably, were disappointed to be greeted bey Caldric. The regulars loved Faylana and the newcomers had been drawn by the chance to meet a beautiful elf. Caldric was generous with free samples. He let the newcomers taste elf cakes and made sure every regular left with a little extra treat in their box, even if it was just a buttercrisp cookie. 
			

			
				While Caldric was busy at the front of the bakery, Tavek, Andrei, and Greebi toiled away in the back. Andrei was charged with refilling the display cases and keeping up with the orders for the day. He bustled in and out of the kitchen with fresh-glazed rolls, fruit-speckled muffins, and glistening tarts. The elf cakes were in short supply, most of Faylana’s famous elf butter being reserved for the party of the marquis. 
			

			
				Greebi was distracted by lack of sleep and wondered why he was working to help Caldric’s foolhardy plan to bring Faylana into the clutches of the marquis. Admittedly, a goblin knew little of human nobility, but it seemed beyond moronic to let such a powerful person near the beautiful elf. After all, hadn’t Caldric already lost Faylana once to a nobleman? 
			

			
				Greebi was so lost in his thoughts of Faylana being fondled by some perfumed prince, that he tried to pick up a tray of brandywine tarts fresh out of the oven. He squawked in pain and dropped the tray on the floor. 
			

			
				“Stupid gobbo!” snapped Tavek. “Clean it up!”
			

			
				“You clean up!” shouted Greebi. “Hand hurts! Hand hurts bad! I need salve!”
			

			
				Greebi went scurrying up the stairs and left the mess on the floor for the dwarf to clean up. His hands throbbed with pain as he bulled through the door of the upstairs washroom and rummaged in the basket beside the basin. He found a rolled tube of healing salve and glopped the thick unguent onto his seared fingers and palms. The medicine had a touch of faint magic that tingled in his flesh and numbed the worst of the pain. 
			

			
				The goblin gasped with relief and sagged against the wall of the washroom. He could hear Tavek and Caldric arguing down in the kitchen, no doubt blaming everything on the goblin when it was Caldric who caused such chaos. Greebi sighed and shut out their voices. His long goblin ears pricked as he heard another sound. Soft, feminine snoring. Coming from the bedroom.
			

			
				His heart beat a little faster. His cock twitched in his flour-dusted trousers. 
			

			
				Faylana was asleep in the next room. The most lovely flower in all of creation, waiting to be plucked. The old Greebi would have crept into her boudoir and had his way with the sleeping elf. But Greebi was not the rascal he had once been. At least not when it came to Faylana. 
			

			
				“Just a look,” he murmured to himself.
			

			
				He crept across the hall and opened the door to the bedroom. He slipped inside, breathing the scent of the elf that filled the air like a bouquet. His nostrils flared and he seemed to glide across the room drawn by the scent of Faylana’s womanhood. He found himself standing beside the bed, gazing down at the sleeping elf. Her fair locks tousled about her head, her lips parted and face flushed. The shape of her body determining the terrain of the bed. She was on her side. Facing him. Her eyes rolling beneath her eyelids. 
			

			
				Dreaming, realized Greebi.
			

			
				He smiled at her adoringly, crouching closer so that he could feel her warm breath upon his face. It was then that Greebi noticed small bruises on Faylana’s neck. A red mark on her collarbone. Chapped lips and dark runs in her makeup. He could smell something else. Contamination. Filth. Human men.
			

			
				Faylana had been treated roughly by them. They had squeezed and poked and spilled their seed upon her pristine flesh. Anger tightened Greebi’s clawed hands into fists. He quaked with anger at the men who would do such a thing. At Caldric for allowing it to happen.
			

			
				“I take you away from this,” pledged Greebi, his voice a whisper. “I set you free from human.”
			

			
				The heavy thump of boots climbing the stairs sent Greebi scurrying out of the room. He just managed to scamper out of the way before Caldric reached the top of the stairs. 
			

			
				“Greebi? You up here?”
			

			
				Greebi slid open the window and scurried outside, wincing as his burned hands caught on the ledge, but managing to escape notice. He dropped down to the cobblestones, frightening a drunk who threw a bottle at him. Greebi cursed in his goblin tongue at the man and then scurried back around to the side door of the bakery. He entered the kitchen casually, as if he had been outside the whole time.
			

			
				Tavek, sweating and red-faced beneath his beard, gave Greebi an angry glare, but said nothing. No point antagonizing Greebi. After all, they needed his help to prepare for the party.
			

			
				It was hours of hard work loading all the baked goods in boxes and baskets into a wagon borrowed from the general store. Caldric ensured that everything matched the menu provided to them by Piedmont, the footman to the marquis. 
			

			
				Two-hundred elf cakes, a massive sweetroot cake, fourteen loaves of oat bread, several selections of tarts, four exotic balaber fruit pies, flaky crème pastries, chocolate-drizzled biscuits, and nut-loaded apple-butter horns. It was the best of what the Adventurer’s Bakery had to offer and the finest recipes known to Faylana and Caldric. They had invested heavily in the ingredients. All they had to do was ensure the marquis was pleased and they would have more than enough gold to pay off their debt and free Faylana from working for Sneed.
			

			
				“’Tis quite a feast, lad,” said Tavek, admiring the boxes and baskets arranged in the wagon.
			

			
				“Couldn’t have done it without you and Andrei,” said Caldric, clapping his old friend on the shoulder. “Even that damned goblin was a help.”
			

			
				“Less so, but fair enough. Wish I could be there to watch those pompous fools gorge themselves.”
			

			
				“Oh, you’d just like to have a look at all the stuffed bodices and swishing skirts,” chuckled Caldric. 
			

			
				“You’ll have to ogle them for me,” laughed Tavek. “I’ll be havin’ a drink with the squire.”
			

			
				The last revelation before they departed for the Chateau du Churlmont was Faylana’s dress. Caldric had glimpsed it on her during her fitting with the seamstress, but he had never actually seen Faylana wear it and move in it. She descended the staircase into the kitchen and the room fell silent. Caldric, Tavek, Andrei, and Greebi all stared in amazement at the angelic beauty of Faylana Stonehands.
			

			
				The wide skirt of scarlet ruffles trailed down to the floor, narrowing at her hips so that it swung from side-to-side with each step. The white bodice with its golden brocade of roses conformed to her trim waist and the incredible swell of her breasts. The neckline was inadequate for her ample bosom in a most inviting way, squeezing her breasts so they seemed ready to burst forth. 
			

			
				Faylana wore her hair back in a wide pearl snood which emphasized the length of her pointed ears. Her eyes were shaded with kohl and her lips painted red and as glossy as a polished gemstone. She held out her skirt as she reached the foot of the stairs, lifting it to show her new white boots and the bottoms of her stockings as she slowly turned. 
			

			
				“My gods,” murmured Andrei.
			

			
				“Gorgeous,” said Tavek.
			

			
				“My love, you have never looked more beautiful,” said Tavek, taking her hand and admiring her from up close.
			

			
				Greebi could not even speak. The goblin stared in awe at Faylana’s beauty.
			

			
				“Thank you, boys,” said Faylana, blushing as she turned around again to show off the dress, and herself, from every angle. “It is good to know I will make a big impression at the party.”
			

			
				“Those nobles don’t deserve you,” whispered Caldric, embracing her and kissing her cheek. “I don’t either for that matter.”
			

			
				“Oh, do not speak like that,” she said, kissing his cheek in return and leaving a lipstick kiss behind. “Let us go, Caldric. We will make this night a grand success.”
			

			
				“Thank you all,” said Caldric. “But Faylana and I must be on our way to the party. I’ve put some wine and a barrel of beer in the cellar. There’s a wheel of sharp cheese and some of that ham you like, Tavek. Enjoy it.”
			

			
				Caldric took Faylana’s hand and walked her out the side door to the waiting wagon. He helped her up onto the seat beside him. The aroma of the bakery followed them from the back of the wagon as they clattered out onto the cobblestone street. The delicious smell of the wagon and Faylana’s beauty drew attention from people on the street. Some children even followed behind the wagon, begging the “elf lady” for a treat. 
			

			
				The Chateau du Churlmont was in the garden district overlooking the river and was less a chateau and more a collection of stone turrets capped by silvery conical roofs. The flash of moonlight on these roofs created the menacing impression of approaching several upturned knives. This disconcerting sight lent the chateau its popular nickname, “Nine Knives.” 
			

			
				The walls of the property were guarded by men in dress uniforms of scarlet and gold. They opened the gate for the wagon but stopped it and searched the back before permitting Caldric to pass through. He could sense the three guards eyeing Faylana, but they remained professional and polite and waved them through. 
			

			
				Behind the walls and beneath the silver-capped towers, the chateau was large and beautiful, with windows lit with countless lanterns and a cobblestone drive packed with carriages and early-arriving guests. A footman saw the wagon approaching and quickly waved Caldric down a side drive to the back of the house.
			

			
				“You were supposed to take the servant’s gate, you fool,” said the man.
			

			
				“Nobody told us!” said Caldric. 
			

			
				The man made a rude gesture in reply and Caldric rode on, following the drive to a place already packed with catering wagons. The caterers did not make room for them and Caldric was forced to park his wagon far away from the entrance.
			

			
				“Go inside, my dear,” said Caldric. “Find us some tables. I will start bringing in the pastries.”
			

			
				Faylana left her husband and pushed her way through the surly caterers and into the chateau. She was approached by a footman in a neat black uniform almost immediately.
			

			
				“Are you from the bakery, miss?” asked the man.
			

			
				“Um, yes, the Adventurer’s Bakery,” she said. “Where should we set up our goods?”
			

			
				“Dunno, miss,” said the man. “But you are to come with me. The marquis wants to meet you.”
			

			
				“Me?” Faylana was confused. Her husband had handled all the arrangements. Shouldn’t Caldric speak with the marquis? Shouldn’t the marquis be with his guests?
			

			
				“This way,” said the footman. Caldric was nowhere to be seen. Faylana, not knowing what else to do, followed the man.
			

			
				The early guests seemed to be gathered in a separate room in the vast house. She could hear music and laughter as if minstrels were performing. The footman kept Faylana moving through the rich wood-paneled corridors, up a wide staircase, and down a hallway with an immaculate red carpet. She arrived at a room with a guarded doorway. The uniformed house guards stepped aside for the footman and the man held the door open for Faylana.
			

			
				“He’s waiting for you, miss,” said the footman. 
			

			
				Faylana felt a hint of fear as she stepped through the arched doorway and into the finely-appointed study of the marquis. Her heels clicked on the marble floor. Her skirt softly swished with each step. She admired stuffed beasts, portraits of past members of the Churlmont family, countless books with leather covers and gold-lettering on the spines, and a suit of polished silver armor with a golden eagle on its chest.
			

			
				“Every bit as lovely as Piedmont promised,” murmured a soft voice from behind Faylana.
			

			
				She turned and saw the marquis as he rose from a chair in shadow. He was a handsome man, with high cheekbones and bright blue eyes, a waxed blond mustache and goatee, and oiled blond hair pulled back into a short knot. He dressed in white and gold with crimson trousers. Faylana realized that his costume was a parody of a military uniform, with oversized golden medals and epaulets. She also realized that his colors and style matched that of the dress she wore.
			

			
				“Um, hello, my lord,” she said, grasping her skirt and curtsying in her best imitation of the human manner.
			

			
				“Mmmm, no need for formalities,” he said, taking her hand in his white-gloved grasp and kissing her fingers. “Call me Louis, please. The Marquis Louis du Churlmont XII, at your service.” 
			

			
				He bowed deeply. Up close, his handsome face revealed a long dueling scar running along his left cheek and up to just beneath his left eye. This did nothing to decrease his charm.
			

			
				“Thank you for, um, for the dress, my lord, um, Louis,” said Faylana, feeling unexpectedly overtaken by nerves. 
			

			
				“No, thank you,” he said. “You honor me by allowing my seamstress to clothe such loveliness in mere fabric. Your eyes… they bewitch me. I have never met an elf, you know. I have seen them in court, but never actually met one. You… are exquisite.”
			

			
				His gaze seemed to caress Faylana. He circled around her, admiring her from every angle, though he remained a perfect gentleman. 
			

			
				“Thank you again, Louis,” said Faylana. “Um, my husband was wondering about the tables and where we should set up what you asked for us to bring.”
			

			
				“Hmmm? Oh, right, the bakery. I cannot wait to sample your fresh elf cakes.” He gestured dismissively. “I am certain the caterers will help your husband find a place. I was wondering if I might dance with you a bit.”
			

			
				“I really should help him,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“I would like to see how you move in that dress,” said the marquis. “Just a bit, Faylana. Please. I need to work up an appetite so that I can full appreciate your bakery’s delights.”
			

			
				He held out his arm to her. Caldric had insisted they must do whatever they could to make the night a success. How could she deny the marquis a dance?
			

			
				She took his arm and allowed him to lead her back down the stairs and to the adjoining room where the dance was just beginning. The marquis was announced by a footman and the guests in their full finery applauded his arrival. Faylana could hear some of them whispering about her and wondering why the marquis had an elf on his arm. 
			

			
				The music began and Faylana found she could not resist the marquis. He danced with confidence and grace that overwhelmed her nervousness. She found herself dancing as if she knew the steps even though she knew little of human dancing. The movements excited her. The lovely costumes dazzled. She felt as though she were in a romantic play, and she had somehow become the protagonist.
			

			
				The dance ended with a final flourish and a dip. The marquis held her in his arms just a hand’s width off the ground. He bent over sharply and brushed his lips against her cheek, then stood and left her gasping with excitement and exertion. 
			

			
				The crowd applauded and Faylana could not tell if they were applauding the musicians or the marquis. 
			

			
				“Come,” said the marquis. “Let us have some wine. I have some friends I would like you to meet.”
			

			
				While Faylana was being entertained by the marquis, Caldric managed to secure a pair of long tables near the back of the catering display and even received a bit of help from one of the women from the kitchen. The stout woman, named Gladys, trundled in and out with him carrying more baskets and boxes than he thought possible. She helped him arrange them on the table too. 
			

			
				He caught glimpses of Faylana. Talking to various men. The handsome young marquis never far from her side. 
			

			
				“Oh, that elf,” said Gladys. “She’s been the talk of the house all week. The marquis is gonna woo that one.”
			

			
				“That’s my wife,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Oh?” Gladys frowned. “Is she now? Well, my condolences, sir. The marquis always gets what he wants and I do believe he means to fuck your wife. But I expect you knew that.”
			

			
				“Did I?” 
			

			
				“Didn’t you?” she laughed again. “Why else the dress? Oh, deary, don’t feel bad about it. If it makes you feel better, I think you’re a fine lookin’ man. You can have a go at me if you’d like.”
			

			
				“What?” Caldric was flabbergasted. The busty woman was quite a few years older than him and plain looking to be kind. Her only remarkable features were her fat tits and fatter ass.
			

			
				“You can either be a cuckold or a cuckold who at least has a bit of fun, deary,” laughed Gladys, giving Caldric’s crotch a good grope.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Faylana was being introduced to a seemingly endless supply of guests. Most of them were older noblemen who stared at her breasts with brazen desire. It was clear that the marquis was showing her off to everyone and that annoyed her, but not enough to overcome his charms and the bubbly wine he kept giving to her.
			

			
				She was well into her drinks for the night when the marquis brought her aside into a small parlor filled with the men she had met throughout the night. Their interest in her grew more specific and more intrusive. One man wanted her to raise her skirt so he could see her boots. Another asked to see her stockings. She wasn’t sure why they wanted to see these things, but she showed them. 
			

			
				“I should like to see if it’s true about an elf’s quim,” offered one man drinking cherry brandy. “Might I see how yours compares to my wife’s?” 
			

			
				“Yes,” agreed another man. “Is it true your petals are as soft as those of a flower?”
			

			
				“And your nectar as sweet as honey?” asked a third.
			

			
				They crowded around her and the marquis stood back, saying nothing even as Faylana began to grow upset. Their hands caressed her and groped her. One began to pull at the laces of her bodice. 
			

			
				“Stop that,” she finally cried and pushed their hands away. “Stop or… or I’ll scream.”
			

			
				“Yes, do stop,” said the marquis with a note of disinterest. “Behave, gentlemen.”
			

			
				She turned to the marquis and slapped his face. The sound of the blow was like the crack of a pistol and the room fell instantly silent. Anger blazed in the eyes of the marquis.
			

			
				“That was foolish,” he said, controlling his anger as he smoothed a lock of blond hair back into place. 
			

			
				“You’re allowing your friends to handle me in an inappropriate way,” she said.
			

			
				“I will determine what is or isn’t—”
			

			
				“Mind yourself, Louis,” said a stern voice from the door. 
			

			
				A gentleman stepped into the room. He was dark-haired and handsome, with thick black brows, long curls, and brooding eyes beneath his heavy brow. He wore a dark doublet and trousers in a style more fitting of a real military uniform than the parody worn by the marquis.
			

			
				The man also wore a silver symbol embroidered over his heart. Faylana gasped with recognition. A wolf’s head and crossed hammer and sword, just like necklace given to her by her mysterious lover. 
			

			
				“Ser Talbot,” said the marquis. “Forgive my lack of an introduction. This is Faylana Stonehands, the baker’s wife. I’ve asked her to be my guest tonight while her husband attends to the catering. Faylana, this is Ser Arthur Talbot. My conscience, you might say.”
			

			
				“Only trying to keep you out of trouble,” said the man with a smile. He took Faylana’s limp hand and kissed her fingers. He looked at her over her knuckles. “Are you alright, my dear? You look as if you have seen a ghost.”
			

			
				“Not… not a ghost,” she said, swallowing hard. Her heart was pounding in her chest. Her eyes unable to look away from Ser Talbot. “You are very familiar to me, Ser Talbot.”
			

			
				“Mmm?” He lifted his lips from her hand. He studied her face. “Yes, I see it in you too, my dear. Something… ah, but maybe it is only your beauty. It bewitches me. Might I have a dance with you?”
			

			
				Her offered Faylana his arm, but before she could gratefully accept, the marquis stepped between them.
			

			
				“She is my guest, Ser Talbot,” said the marquis. The two guards outside the door took a menacing step into the room behind Ser Talbot.
			

			
				“Ah, well then, I understand why you are protective.” Ser Talbot bowed to Faylana. “A pleasure meeting you, my dear. I am certain I shall recall how I know you the moment that we are apart.”
			

			
				She wanted to tell him exactly how he knew her, but she dared not speak it in mixed company. If this Ser Talbot was truly a wulfen, it was a curse that could see him killed or imprisoned.
			

			
				“Please, don’t hurt him,” said Faylana, grasping the arm of the marquis.
			

			
				“Ah, but don’t mind the marquis, he is harmless,” said Ser Talbot. “Though I will not vouch for the rest of this lot. Is that you, Duke Bryson?”
			

			
				“It is,” said a thin man with a thick beard.
			

			
				“Watch out for that duke,” cautioned Ser Talbot. 
			

			
				“Yes, right, all of you should leave,” said the marquis sharply. The men grumbled and filed out of the study. He took Faylana by her arm and led her past Ser Talbot. Her head swiveled as her gaze remained locked on the handsome man. He seemed amused by her attention. Did he truly not know who she was? How could he have forgotten? Or was he only pretending?
			

			
				Her questions remained unanswered as the marquis drew her back into the increasingly crowded party. He resumed plying her with bubbly wine, sweet whispers, and exciting dances.
			

			
				She resisted his charms for as long as she was able. She lost sight of Ser Talbot and almost forgot about him entirely as her body grew warm and the hands of the marquis grew more adventurous. Caressing her hips. Resting on her back during idle moments. She was falling under his spell by bits and moments.
			

			
				Caldric saw it happening too, albeit only in glimpses. He saw his wife dancing as he passed open doorways. He heard her laugh and caught the marquis with his hand on Faylana’s hip. Later in the night, as the first guests began to leave, he even saw her in a small parlor with the marquis. They were standing very close and the marquis was whispering in her ear and caressing her side. Caldric imagined the naughty things the man might be saying to her.
			

			
				Faylana was unaware that her husband was watching. Not that she would have cared much with all that sweet wine bubbling inside her. She giggled as the marquis whispered in her ear.
			

			
				“…and tonight, after your husband is asleep, my friends and I will visit you in your room.”
			

			
				“Oh? But what about my husband?” 
			

			
				“We will be very quiet,” he whispered, softly kissing her ear. “Like ghosts slipping through a world of midnight pleasures. We will caress you. Kiss you. Give you pleasures you can scarcely imagine.”
			

			
				“I have a very good imagination,” giggled Faylana, letting her hand slip down to the bulge in the marquis’ trousers. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm, I have no doubt you do, my sweet elven cupcake,” growled the marquis. “I shall go first, of course. To sample your delights.”
			

			
				“Oooooh,” moaned Faylana as he embraced her and kissed her neck. Her body buzzed with desire and she decided to accept whatever the marquis and his noble friends had to offer.
			

			
				Caldric watched from afar. He did not hear a word of this conversation between his wife and the marquis, but he sensed the meaning of it. They were conspiring against him. She was conspiring against her own marriage with this handsome young nobleman. 
			

			
				Hadn’t he expected this? Hadn’t he known when that seamstress began to measure Faylana why that dress was being made? Anything to please the marquis. To make the night a success. To sink deeper into the pathetic feeling of being a willing cuckold.
			

			
				Caldric’s fist tightened in anger as he watched the marquis kissing Faylana’s neck. The retired adventurer passed the silver tray of elf cakes he was carrying to one of the serving girls and turned towards the kitchen. 
			

			
				He pushed through the door and into the din and bustle of activity. He found Gladys stirring a soup pot. She was slurping broth from a ladle when she saw Caldric staring at her. She set the ladle aside and leaned over to one of the other cooks, “Therese, can you take over for a bit? I got somethin’ I got to do.”
			

			
				Caldric’s cock twitched in his trouser as the ample woman walked around the stove and grabbed his hand. 
			

			
				“Come on then, ain’t nobody in the root cellar just now.”
			

			
				He got down into the basement and pressed the fat woman against a rack of shelves, kissing her and fondling her plush tits through her apron and blouse. 
			

			
				“Oooh, you’re an eager one, you are,” laughed Gladys. “Got a big prick?” She reached down to find out and gave Caldric a squeeze. “Big enough, you are. Come on then, give us a length of that sausage. Shall I turn ‘round?”
			

			
				“Yes,” grunted Caldric. “Take out those fat tits too.”
			

			
				“Alright, alright, one thing at a time,” she said, pushing him back enough to untie her apron and open her blouse. Her breasts were huge and pale and pendulous. Not at all firm and high like Faylana’s. Caldric gathered their softness in his hands, leaning in to kiss and lick at her nipples. To suck them. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm,” he moaned, reaching one hand under her skirt and feeling her knitted stockings and the hot gusset of her panties. She was hairy, he could tell it through the cloth, but there was no time to be choosy about Gladys and her grooming.
			

			
				“Your wifey has you all wound up, don’t she?” chuckled Gladys. “That’s alright, laddie. Let Gladys give you what you need. A shoulder to cry on and a nice, warm cunt to soothe your prick. Come here. Have a go at this.”
			

			
				She turned around to face a shelf of pickled beets, grasping the wooden shelf with one hand and lifting the back of her long skirt with the other. Her thighs were thick and dimpled with cellulite. Her ass was bursting out of a full-bottomed pair of panties. Pale and pink and marked with more than one clot of fat. Caldric didn’t care. Didn’t care a bit. He grabbed the back of her panties and nearly ripped them from her bottom.
			

			
				“Easy now, unless you want to be buyin’ me a new pair,” scolded Gladys, but she seemed more amused with his enthusiasm than angry at him.
			

			
				Caldric clearly surprised her when he fell to his knees behind her and began to lap at her hairy cunt. Tonguing the length of it and breathing her scent, a mixture of soap and sweat and sexual musk. Licking her hot, fleshy cunt. Licking her ass.
			

			
				“Ohhh, not every lad’ll stick his tongue there,” moaned Gladys. “Can’t say as I mind though. Oooh. That’s a good boy. Lick it good now. Mmmmmmmm.”
			

			
				She reached back to cradle his head, pushing her fat bottom into his face and smothering him with her plump cunt and big ass. Caldric relished it all. He licked her like it was his penance for all the manipulating and pushing he had done with Faylana. The passive aggressive desires of a cuckold. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” he moaned, reaching for his cock and stroking his shaft. Picturing Faylana with the marquis. With the other men. All of them. Surrounding her. Fucking her face. Drenching her in cum.
			

			
				“Thaaaaaat’s it!” cried Gladys, gyrating her hips and cumming against Caldric’s tongue. He tasted the sour sweetness of Gladys and her nectar. Her cum was not so refined as Faylana’s heady elven honey, but he lapped it up just as eagerly.
			

			
				Then he stood and, with a desperate cry, hilted his cock in the slick sleeve of Gladys’ cunt. The big woman groaned with pleasure, taking his cock easily and then giving it a squeeze with her practiced inner muscles. There was no mistaking this woman for a virgin, thought Caldric, for she rolled her hips and worked her ass back against him with a whore’s skill.
			

			
				“That’s a nice one then,” she moaned. “Fuck it. Give it to me nice, laddie. Ohhhhhhh. Harder now. Like you really mean it!”
			

			
				“Do you feel that?” grunted Caldric, reaching one hand around her to grab a fat breast. Squeezing it as he pounded his cock into her.
			

			
				“Oooooh, yes, do it,” she groaned. “You’re such a stallion. Such a mighty lover. Ohhhhh… it’s that elf’s loss. My gain. Ohhhhhh, give it to me.”
			

			
				For a few seconds, Caldric was a champion again. A hero. He wielded his fleshy sword and defeated Gladys’ soft squeezing cunt and her fat ass. He grabbed her waist and slammed into her, hilting each time, his bollocks tight against his root as he felt his pleasure surge.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, fucking hells,” groaned Caldric. “I’m going to cum in you.”
			

			
				“That’s right where I want it,” moaned Gladys. “Give it to me now, nice and deep. Let it all out, Caldric. All that hot sperm.”
			

			
				His moans became ragged with intensity as the rush of his climax exploded in powerful spurts of his seed. He emptied his load into the plump woman’s squeezing cunt and then sagged heavily against her back. His breath came in gulps. He held her shoulders and kissed the sweat on her neck.
			

			
				The triumph of his orgasm receded to guilt. He had cheated on Faylana. He had not been forced into this, he had done it out of spite and pent-up lust. With a dismaying groan, he slid his softening cock from the creamed folds of Gladys’ cunt.
			

			
				He staggered back from her, overwhelmed with self-loathing, eyes locked on the sight of a long strand of his cum dripping from between Glady’s fleshy thighs. Evidence of his unfaithfulness.
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				Midnight Pleasures
			

			
				 
			

			
				The marquis provided Faylana and Caldric with a small bedroom situated near the quarters of the marquis. It was not fancy or large, but it had an unusually large bed. Caldric wrapped himself up in the feathered duvet after a long and particularly exhausting night. 
			

			
				He had watched his wife flirt with the marquis all night long, but so far as he knew she had remained faithful to him. He had not been faithful to her and that fact sat in his belly like a hot coal. He tried to tell himself it was a meaningless thing. In the morning, they would serve the breakfast they had prepared, pack up their wagon, and return to their lives. They would be free of their debt to Sneed. Free to be a couple again.
			

			
				Yes, thought Caldric. All will be well. No more of my sick addiction. No more watching. And certainly no more cheating on my beautiful wife with kitchen wenches. 
			

			
				Caldric’s eyes grew heavy. A weary smile spread across his face as he watched Faylana undressing. He relished the sight of her long, toned legs, ample thighs, firm, round buttocks. The generous swell of her breasts. The golden braid of her hair. Gods, he thought, I am unworthy of such an angel.
			

			
				“Are you watching me, Caldric?” she asked and he realized she was looking at him over her shoulder.
			

			
				“Ah, sorry, my love,” he croaked. “I have been watching you all night.”
			

			
				“Have you?” She turned to face him. She sauntered back to the bed in only her bra, panties, and a sheer lace nightgown that had been left for her in the room. “What did you see?”
			

			
				“A beautiful elf,” he said, reaching out for her hand. He caught her fingers, pulled her closer and kissed her hand. “My beloved wife, who commands the attention of every man who lays eyes upon her.”
			

			
				“Oh, Caldric, but your eyes are the only ones that I desire upon me,” she said, kneeling on the bed and leaning down to kiss him. Her breasts strained against the pale lace of her nightgown. Her hair, loosed from its braid, fell against Caldric’s face. 
			

			
				He laughed and pushed the silky lock aside, kissing her back. But it was a tired kiss. Even as he pulled her into his arms, he could feel consciousness slipping away. Her lovely body, so warm and exciting, so sweetly scented, could not compete with being awake and on his feet for almost a full day and night with little respite. 
			

			
				“Goodnight, my love,” he rasped and was almost instantly asleep and snoring.
			

			
				Caldric slept heavily and dreamed of Faylana. Winsome and carefree, sunlight filtered through forest leaves, hair like spun gold slipping through his fingers. Her kiss open-mouthed and inviting more. Her clothes falling away. Her thighs parting to him as she lay in the sun-warmed grass. Another voice intruded. Growling and possessive, and Caldric felt her being pulled from his arms and into the shadows of the forest. She laughed as another man wrapped her in his embrace. He was huge and muscular, only half seen in the dark. Moving atop her. Claiming her. And she cried with delight.
			

			
				Caldric awoke to the sound of murmured voices and the rustling of clothes. He was on his side and his back was turned to Faylana. Fear prickled his neck. Someone was in the room with them. Someone speaking to Faylana.
			

			
				“You wore the gown,” murmured a man’s voice. “It clings to you so elegantly.”
			

			
				“It is lovely, my lord,” replied Faylana, her voice hushed. “But what are you all doing here at once?”
			

			
				Caldric’s fear deepened. He was surprised to hear the marquis had crept into the bedroom as he was asleep, but was more than one man in the room?
			

			
				“We have come to satisfy you. I have heard elves are insatiable so I brought Duke Bryson and Lord Felberg and Ser Rikken. Four good men for you.” 
			

			
				A wordless murmur of more male voices answered and confirmed to Caldric that an entire party of lecherous noblemen had arrived to defile his wife.
			

			
				“But… but my husband is asleep,” whispered Faylana, fear edging her voice.
			

			
				“Ah, we will be quiet,” chuckled the marquis. “If your husband knows what is good for him, he will remain asleep while we have our fun.”
			

			
				Was that a threat from the marquis? What would the noble scum do if Caldric awoke and confronted this group? Caldric’s eyes were wide as he struggled to keep his breathing steady and deep.
			

			
				But then he felt the weight of a man on the bed beside him. Faylana softly sighed. Bodies made contact and Faylana’s wordless moan of desire was muffled by a kiss. Intense. Wet. Tongues intertwining like serpents. Bodies pressing urgently together. 
			

			
				Despite his fear, Caldric’s cock began to stir. He could picture what was happening in his head as he heard the shifting aside of clothing, exploring with hands and lips, and the sighs of pleasure from Faylana. Caldric dared not roll over, but he wanted to know for certain. He wanted to see more.
			

			
				He realized there was a glass pitcher on the beside and in its round surface he could make out a reflected image of what was happening behind him. The scene was slightly distorted by the curve of the pitcher, but the details were clear and lit by a lantern in the hands of one of the three men standing beside the bed.
			

			
				The men beside the bed looked ghoulish hunched over in the lantern light with their leering faces and flabby, aged bodies. Only the marquis was handsome and he lay atop Falyana, between her parted thighs, the gown stripped from her shoulders and her breasts revealed. His hands caressed those ample mounds. His fingers rolling over her nipples and plucking at them as he kissed Faylana. 
			

			
				Caldric’s hand tightened into a fist in the blanket. His cock throbbed in his shorts. He watched in the reflection as the marquis’ kiss moved to Faylana’s breasts. Kissing them and licking them. Sucking and no doubt tasting a hint of her sweet milk. The marquis thrust a hand between Faylana’s thighs and she covered her mouth with one hand to keep her from crying out. Her hips moved in time to the stroking motions of the hand of the marquis. 
			

			
				“Oh, my sweet Faylana,” murmured the marquis against her quivering breasts, “I will have you first. Then the others will seek to satisfy you. Oh, yes, mmmm, they will do their best.”
			

			
				“I pledge to spend the entire night between your lovely thighs if that is what it takes,” said the bearded Duke Bryson.
			

			
				“My prick will surely never flag in the face of a beauty such as yours,” rasped the elderly Lord Felberg.
			

			
				“Until the cock crows, my lady,” rumbled the burly Ser Rikken. 
			

			
				Faylana gasped an answer, but then the marquis was moving atop her again, his cock in hand. Caldric glimpsed the golden tuft of Faylana’s cunt, caught for a moment in the latern’s light, then eclipsed by the body of the maquis. She cried out, stifling herself with the pillow as the marquis entered her. The bed moved with his strokes. Faylana’s breasts shook with the motion of his body.
			

			
				Caldric’s hand seemed to move of its own volition. Inside his shorts. Wrapping tightly around his cock. The motion of the bed causing his fingers to slide up and down his cock. Fingers that were slick with precum. A cock that throbbed with each muffled cry of pleasure made by his wife. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, it is more wonderful than I imagined,” panted the marquis. “My lovely Faylana. You are as soft as the petals of a rose and yet you squeeze me with the strength of a gloved hand. Your dew… so plentiful. So slick. Ohhhhhh, do you feel me inside you?”
			

			
				“Yesssss,” hissed Faylana. “Yes, my lord. Ohhhhhhh! Your cock grows with each stroke!”
			

			
				“It is a pleasure I cannot restrain,” warned the marquis. 
			

			
				“Do not then, my lord,” gasped Faylana. “I want you to be pleased.”
			

			
				“I could not be more pleased,” grunted the marquis.
			

			
				“Fill me, my lord,” cried Faylana, wrapping her creamy legs around the back of the lean and muscular marquis. “Let me feel that indelible spill of your pleasure. Pour your seed into my cove.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh!” The marquis threw back his head and arched atop Faylana, driving his hips against her and hilting his cock inside her. The bed shook with the intensity of his climax. 
			

			
				Caldric felt it too and as the marquis exploded inside his wife, Caldric began to cum. Hot seed pumped into his shorts and coated his fingers. His fingers would not stop moving as he gazed at the reflection of his wife, quivering beneath the marquis, receiving the man’s seed with rapturous pleasure.
			

			
				Guilt washed over Caldric in the aftermath of the orgasm he shared with marquis. But the night’s events moved on with terrible swiftness, the marquis unsheathing his engorged cock from Faylana’s cream-stuffed cunt and Duke Bryson moving atop her. The bearded man had dark hair between his legs and a long, slender cock that he held by the root. Faylana scarcely had time to catch her breath before he pressed between her thighs and thrust his cock into her creamy cunt.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh, Duke Bryson,” gasped Faylana. “Be gentle. I am still sensitive after… after the marquis.”
			

			
				“Yes, of course,” said Duke Bryson. “Anything for your pleasure. A kiss perhaps?”
			

			
				He kissed Faylana, sloppy and overbearing, his tongue thrusting into her mouth as he began to fuck her. It was clear to Caldric that she did not have the same attraction for Duke Bryson that she had for the marquis and yet this only made her willingness more thrilling. She wrapped her legs around the skinny older man, drawing him deeper and kissing him in reply. Her hands caressing his back and shoulders.
			

			
				Bryson took Faylana with deep, rapid, intense strokes. Each thrust loud and wet sounding as it churned the cum already inside her. The scent of sex became overpowering, almost sickening, but that only added to the feverish desire buzzing in the air. 
			

			
				Duke Bryson did not last long inside Faylana before letting out a loud bark of pleasure. 
			

			
				“Quiet, man!” snapped the marquis.
			

			
				“Cumming,” groaned Bryson apologetically, thrusting a few more times before sagging heavily atop Faylana, wrapped in her legs, his cock buried inside her. 
			

			
				When he drew his length from inside her, it was smeared with froth from the cum. Caldric glimpsed Faylana’s red, blushing cunt now oozing heavily with the cum of two men. 
			

			
				Such a raunchy scene did nothing to deter old Lord Felberg. The old man pressed kisses to Faylana’s breasts, squeezing them with his bony hands and licking her nipples before turning her over onto her hands and knees with her face buried in the pillows. His cock was quite large and he thrust it into Faylana from behind with a loud, wet slurp.
			

			
				“Yes, that’s right,” wheezed the old man. “What a naughty elf bottom. Ohhhhhh. What a naughty… elf cunt. You love this, don’t you?”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm, yessss,” moaned Faylana, her voice half buried in the pillows. 
			

			
				“Can’t believe her husband is still asleep,” chuckled Duke Bryson, wiping his cock clean with a handkerchief as he stood beside the marquis.
			

			
				An icy dagger of fear shot through Caldric. He could see they were looking in his direction even as Lord Felberg pounded into Faylana’s sloppy cunt.
			

			
				“Maybe we should wake him up,” said the marquis, his prick once again stiff and ready to have another turn with Faylana.
			

			
				“Make him watch? Oh, you are evil, Cyril.”
			

			
				“I could tie him to the chair,” offered Ser Rikken.
			

			
				“No,” said the marquis, dismissing the idea with a wave of his hand. “Let him sleep in ignorance. The fool knew I’d be fucking his wife. What sort of man is he? He permitted me to dress her up and spend the whole night caressing her.”
			

			
				Caldric was stung by the words of the marquis. What sort of man was he?
			

			
				“As if he could have defied your wishes,” said Bryson.
			

			
				“Ser Talbot does,” growled the marquis.
			

			
				“I will deal with him soon enough,” promised Ser Rikken.
			

			
				“Put him from your mind, Cyril.” Bryson put a hand on the shoulder of the marquis, which struck Caldric as a strange gesture with both men naked with their cocks hanging out.
			

			
				“Yes, I will enjoy the evening, I think,” said the marquis, moving to the head of the bed. He ran his fingers through Faylana’s hair and lifted her head up from the pillows. She pushed her body onto her hands and knees, with the aged Lord Felberg still plundering her from behind, her tits began to swing. She looked at the marquis. At his hard cock.
			

			
				“My lord?” she asked, her head bouncing ever so slightly with the motion of Lord Felberg’s thrusting.
			

			
				“Suck it,” commanded the marquis.
			

			
				Faylana moaned as she hastened to obey. Caldric could only see the back of his wife’s head in the reflection, but he could hear the sounds she was making, slurping and gagging softly as she wantonly pleasured the marquis. The marquis’ grasp tightened on her head and he smiled contentedly as she served his cock.
			

			
				It was not much longer before Lord Felberg let out a wheezing cry of pleasure. The filthy wet sounds each thrust made into Faylana’s pussy grew even more obscene as he pumped his aged spunk deep into her cunt. The frothy filth dripped from her raw folds as he drew back, white muck smeared on his long, drooping cock.
			

			
				Ser Rikken did not hesitate to claim his turn. He excused himself to the marquis as he scooped Faylana off the bed and into his arms. He sat down heavily on the edge of the bed and settled Faylana astride his lap. She laced her arms around his muscular shoulders as she was impaled upon his cock. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh! It’s so big, ser!” she cried, throwing back her head as she began to ride atop his lap.
			

			
				“Room for another?” asked the marquis, moving behind her and grasping her by her hair once again. 
			

			
				She looked at him over her shoulder as she rode atop Ser Rikken’s cock. “In my bottom?”
			

			
				“In your plush elf ass,” laughed the marquis, giving it a smack and a squeeze. Spreading it wide. 
			

			
				“Oh, yes, my lord,” laughed Faylana, drunk on lust. “Fuck my ass!”
			

			
				Caldric shuddered at the delight in her voice. Her cries were loud and eager as she rode Ser Rikken’s cock and the marquis pressed behind her. Caldric stared at the reflection of her face as she winced, frowned, then moaned with deep pleasure, taking the cock of the marquis up her tight back passage. 
			

			
				Filled in two holes at once, Faylana resumed her ride atop Ser Rikken’s cock. Now the two men inside her dictated the angle of her movements. Her back arched sharply, her tits slapping against Ser Rikken as the marquis held her hair from behind, kissing her neck and shoulder as he fucked her ass.
			

			
				The intensity of the fucking was almost more than Caldric could stand. He watched. He even thrilled to each sound and sight. But he hated himself. Hated that he had scarcely offered any resistance to the demands of the marquis. Hated that his cock was hard again as the marquis fucked Faylana in her ass.
			

			
				Hated that these disgusting noblemen might fuck his wife all night long and he would never do anything to stop them. After everything that he had been through with Faylana, he could not stop himself.
			

			
				The worst was yet to come. Three men at once. Faylana on her knees pleasuring their cocks with her breasts and hands and sucking mouth. Faylana drenched in their seed. Faylana laughing and drinking wine with them. Murmuring from the far side of the room just loudly enough that Caldric could tell he was being mocked.
			

			
				It all hurt, but nothing hurt quite so much as when they had left. When they had left and Faylana, drunk and used, came to him. 
			

			
				She pressed against Caldric, her body exciting and warm, thick with the scent of sex. Kissing his neck as she reached around him and into his shorts. As she felt all the cum thick on his loins. As her fingers wrapped his cock and began to stroke.
			

			
				“You’ve been awake this whole time, haven’t you?” she whispered in his ear.
			

			
				“Y-yes,” he admitted.
			

			
				“While those men used me?”
			

			
				“Yes.”
			

			
				“While they fucked my ass and filled my cunt?”
			

			
				“Yesssss,” he groaned, his cock stiff in her pumping grasp.
			

			
				“I knew you were awake this whole time,” she whispered, her breath hot at his ear. Her lips soft. Her hand squeezing around Caldric’s cock. “I wanted you to hear. Because I knew you wouldn’t do anything, Caldric.”
			

			
				“You did?”
			

			
				“That’s right, I know you,” she said, giggling cruelly. “You are an absolute cuckold. Your cock getting harder knowing I knew? Of course it is. You’re not much of a man, are you?”
			

			
				“N-no,” he confessed, anguish in his voice but his cock surging. “You’re drunk, Faylana. Stop talking like this.”
			

			
				“Oh, I see clearly now,” she said, licking his earlobe, her filthy fingers pumping his cock faster. “My cowardly cuckold husband. Would rather cum in his shorts while his wife gets fucked by four different men. The whole party pounding into my pussy, Caldric. So much cum. I can feel it inside me still. In my belly from swallowing so much. Ohhhhhh, it was so good. Fucked by all those cocks. Satisfied by them.”
			

			
				“S-stop it,” gasped Caldric, his cock aching with the need to cum.
			

			
				“No, not until you squirt your little sperm into your shots,” she laughed, the scent of wine on her breath. “Go on. Cum for your wife. Let me know how much you appreciated my performance tonight. It was a lot of work, making all those cocks cum again and again and—”
			

			
				“AH!” Caldric stiffened and tensed. The rush of intense pleasure gave way to the pulsing spurts of his cum. Hot and thick against her fingers. Filling his shorts. Coating his shaft. He came hard and emptied his load shamefully into his shorts.
			

			
				“Good boy,” purred Faylana, drawing her hand from his shorts. She wiped the mess on his night shirt and rolled over so her back was turned.
			

			
				Caldric wanted to say something, but he had no words to compensate for his shame. Was broken and beaten, defeated by Faylana more than the men. By her unexpected cruelty.
			

			
				And by the intensity of his own pleasure.
			

			
				He wondered again, what sort of man am I?
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				Paid in Full
			

			
				 
			

			
				The weight of coins in the sack handed over by the marquis could not outweigh the guilt Caldric felt over selling Faylana as the night’s entertainment. Even after the brazen late-night visit and the humiliating words from his drunken wife, he did not intervene in the morning. Not when the marquis was fondling Faylana while she was trying to help load the wagon. And not when the marquis led Faylana out of the room for such a long time that Caldric was made to wait in the wagon.
			

			
				She returned, rumpled and flushed, and sat down on the wagon beside him.
			

			
				“Everything alright?” asked Caldric.
			

			
				Faylana smiled and patted his leg. 
			

			
				“Just fine, my dear. Let us be on our way home.”
			

			
				Caldric sat stewing in his guilt as he drove the wagon for the long journey home. Beside him, Faylana was deep in thought, though not the thought Caldric might have predicted.
			

			
				When she held her eyes shut, she saw the confident smile and amused eyes of Ser Arthur Talbot. The man who had at least attempted to intervene when Faylana was being manhandled by the marquis and his friends. Surely Ser Talbot was the man who had visited her in Sneed’s house, yet he did not seem to remember her. How could she find him to know for certain? 
			

			
				Recalling the savage rutting of the beastly man at Sneed’s sent a twinge of desire up Faylana’s thigh. Though she was still sore from the long night and the final morning dalliance with the marquis, she would have gladly surrendered her body to the beastly man. He reminded her of the disara, the magical shape-shifting dildo given to her by Veera. It had been an attempt to corrupt her and awaken a lust for monsters and it had worked. It had taught her the profound and taboo pleasures of the monstrous and beastly. 
			

			
				The pleasure of cocks like the one that took her each time she had been visited by that growling, beastly man at Sneed’s house. She longed for that savage pleasure. The drum of the cobblestones beneath the wagon’s wheels sent little jolts of deep into Faylana’s body. Her eyes fluttered closed as she surrendered herself to the fantasy of the growling mystery man. She was free of Percinius Sneed, but she might need to pay him one last visit. To learn the identity of the man. To track down her most thrilling lover.
			

			
				Caldric did not fail to notice the smile on Faylana’s face. He imagined that dreamy expression as she enjoyed the bumping cobblestones was actually a smile for the marquis. Caldric fidgeted with the reins and cursed his cowardice and perverted urges. In his mind, he crucified and flayed himself. It was all that he deserved. He was no husband to her. No real man.
			

			
				“I am sorry,” said Faylana suddenly. 
			

			
				“Hmmmm?” Caldric looked over at her and noticed the flush had returned to her cheeks. “What’s that, my love?”
			

			
				“About the cruel things I said to you last night,” she said. “I just recalled them, Caldric, and they were wrong. I was drunk and… a bit cross about what had happened.”
			

			
				“You mean what I had allowed to happen?” asked Caldric, raising an eyebrow.
			

			
				“Your words, not mine,” she said.
			

			
				“I deserved no better,” replied Caldric, looking away from her. “I should have done something.”
			

			
				There was a long pause. In the past, she might have leapt to comfort him or deny that he was at fault. This time, she did no such thing. Caldric was about to continue when Faylana finally spoke.
			

			
				“The die was cast when we agreed to visit the chateau. What could you have done? Struck him? Shouted at the men?”
			

			
				“It would have been something,” said Caldric, his voice hoarse with emotion.
			

			
				“Do not feel sorry for yourself,” snapped Faylana. Her eyes hard. “It is done. It is over. We will not go back there and I will not see him again. He took his pleasure and you – we – have our sack of gold.”
			

			
				Caldric searched her face for some forgiveness. Finding none, he could not think of anything else to say. He slumped his shoulders miserably and returned his attention to the road.
			

			
				It was late afternoon when they arrived at the Adventurer’s Bakery. Greebi scurried out through the side door to help Faylana down from the wagon. Then he began unloading it with Caldric. 
			

			
				“You get money?” asked Greebi.
			

			
				“Yes, I have the money,” said Caldric. “You needn’t worry. Your wages will be paid.”
			

			
				“Not worry about wages,” growled Greebi, carrying six precariously stacked empty wooden trays into the bakery. “Worry about Faylana. No more go to be maid.”
			

			
				“No more,” agreed Caldric with a weary sigh. 
			

			
				“No more be whore for Caldric,” needled the goblin.
			

			
				“Mind your tongue,” warned Caldric as they walked back to the wagon together.
			

			
				“You make her do thing I never do,” replied Greebi, grunting as he piled more trays into his arms. “If she my wife—”
			

			
				“She is not your wife,” said Caldric, stopping to give Greebi a hard look.
			

			
				“Not now,” agreed Greebi.
			

			
				The goblin’s smile made Caldric want to brain Greebi with one of the trays. Instead, he finished unloading and went upstairs to have a soak in the tub. To get off the filth and hopefully a layer of the guilt he was feeling. 
			

			
				Caldric wordlessly left the kitchen to Greebi and trudged upstairs. Faylana was having a nap in the bedroom, so Caldric went straight to the washroom. 
			

			
				He sat on the privy as he watched the tub fill with hot water. He stripped off his clothes, smelling the filth of the night before still clinging to him. He added some soap and salts to the tub and let out a groan of relief as his aging muscles slid into the water. The heat was almost unbearable, which was exactly what he needed. His skin turned pink. His tight muscles relaxed. 
			

			
				The guilt, however, remained. It steeped in the warm water as he relived a long string of memories of opportunities to stand up for Faylana or even for himself. One failure after another, culminating in him laying in his bed while Faylana was fucked by all those men. Close enough that he could feel each thrust of a man atop her. Close enough that when he came it was as if he was cumming with her. 
			

			
				What sort of man am I? 
			

			
				The question returned to him and he found no suitable answer. When the water began to go cold, Caldric reluctantly climbed out of the tub and toweled off his body. As he walked over to the wash basin, he noticed a small vial set upon an unused washcloth. The vial containing the swirling pink potion. The vial he had purchased from the potion peddler outside the shop.
			

			
				How had it come to be there on the wash basin? He had kept it hidden away! 
			

			
				Then, with miserable understanding, Caldric knew. Faylana had placed it there. She had found the potion when she went into the bedroom to have her nap and she had placed it where she knew he would find it. This was her telling him what he was. Her answering his question.
			

			
				What sort of man am I? 
			

			
				As he lifted the vial of swirling pink liquid up to his face he knew Faylana had given him the answer. 
			

			
				No man at all.
			

			
				He looked at himself in the mirror. Growing old already. Growing weak and pitiful. Not a man at all. He thumbed open the stopper on the vial and stared at himself fiercely as he held the potion to his lips and drank. And drank. And drank. Every dose contained in the vial. Not spilling a drop. Letting the sweet, thick liquid fill his mouth and pour down his throat. Surrendering to his misery and self-loathing.
			

			
				No man at all. Faylana had given him the answer. 
			

			
				Caldric felt a sharp pain in his back. A stabbing agony that twisted inside him and became a burning sensation that spread across his chest. He grunted with the pain of it and fell to his knees as the transformation began. As his muscles softened in places. His waist narrowed. His hips widened.
			

			
				His cock retreated into the velvet cove of a cunt. His testicles ascending and transforming into throbbing ovaries. His chest growing into the softness of breasts. His brown hair growing long.
			

			
				But Faylana had not placed the vial on the washbasin. She had no idea it even existed. The true culprit peered through the doorway, watching as Caldric underwent the painful transformation to become Cally. Greebi admired the burgeoning woman on the floor beside the tub. Her curves almost as luscious as Faylana. Her face almost as beautiful. And her breasts, somehow, just as plump.
			

			
				Greebi’s plan had worked even better than he expected. It had worked so well that Greebi’s cock began to stiffen in his trousers as Cally began to stir.
			

			
				That was an unexpected development for the goblin. He had only wanted Caldric out of the way. But as he watched Cally pull herself up on the washbasin, her new tits swaying slight as she moved, new schemes began to manifest in the goblin’s little head. 
			

			
				Yes. Better schemes.
			

			
				There might be other ways to ensure Caldric never bothered him again.
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				A New Half
			

			
				 
			

			
				Greebi watched in awe as Caldric completed his transformation into the long-haired brunette beauty named Cally. The goblin had known what would happen when Caldric drank the pink potion, but Greebi had expected only a sip or two. In his despair, Caldric had gulped down the entire potion. Every dose of the liquid combining to make the transformation almost instantaneous and to seemingly make Cally’s feminine charms even more abundant.
			

			
				The bottle rolled from Cally’s hand as she pulled herself up off the floor of the washroom. She clung to the sink for a moment, swaying unsteadily so that her large, plush breasts swung with the motion. Her blue eyes fluttered open and she looked at herself in the mirror. 
			

			
				Greebi feared for a moment that Caldric might still be aware of his past self. That he might realize what he had done. But Caldric was gone and in his place was Cally. She seemingly had no memory of the cuckold’s despair that had driven Caldric to drink the potion. Cally stood up proudly, her hands on her hips and her tits thrust towards her reflection in the mirror. She had a devilish smile. A twist of her shapely hips betrayed her carefree attitude. 
			

			
				Greebi was staring so intently at her that he slipped from his hiding place and rolled onto the floor with a grunt. His stiff cock poking the floorboards unpleasantly through his trousers. 
			

			
				“Ah!” he heard Cally’s feminine cry. Her hand grabbed Greebi by the back of his coarse tunic and she lifted him off the floor and onto his feet. 
			

			
				He expected anger or some embarrassment at being spied upon while standing naked. Instead, the brazen woman stood fully nude, her brown-thatched cunt almost even with Greebi’s face as she stared down at him. And smirked.
			

			
				“Well now,” she said, looking him over. “Who are you? A goblin, right? I remember something about little green men with pointy ears.”
			

			
				“Yes. Goblin.” Greebi ducked his head and grinned. “I am Greebi. You are Cally. I remember. I’m your friend!”
			

			
				“My… friend? You’re sure about that?” Cally rubbed her hand against her flat stomach as if suffering from indigestion. “I feel something about that name of yours. We must’ve known each other before, uh, well whatever happened. Can’t quite recall that.”
			

			
				“Yes! Is true!” Greebi fairly hopped up and down with excitement. He became bolder. He took Cally’s hand and stroked it. His gaze took in her shapely body. Almost as lovely as his elf goddess, Faylana. “You and me a couple. I am boyfriend. Mate. You girlfriend.”
			

			
				He held back a giggle as he waited to see if his ruse worked. For a moment, he feared it hadn’t. Cally’s brow furrowed. Her smile became a frown as she looked down at Greebi. She mouthed the word “boyfriend” as though disbelieving it.
			

			
				“Maybe,” said Cally, her smile slowly returning. “I remember something about you. I must’ve given myself a bonk on the head. Maybe I should—”
			

			
				“What are you saying, my love?” called Faylana through the door of the washroom. Her voice was muffled. “Are you talking to yourself?”
			

			
				Greebi stiffened with fear. If Faylana barged in now she would ruin everything.
			

			
				“Huh?” Cally looked at the door. Started to turn and reach for the handle.
			

			
				Greebi grabbed her hand and wrapped his arm around her arms, holding it tight against his body.
			

			
				“Shhhhhh!” he hissed. “That ex-wife. She very jealous of me with other woman. She has big time temper. Throwing things. Getting an axe.”
			

			
				“That bitch,” said Cally, her brow furrowing. “I’ll teach her a lesson or two about threatening my man. Er, my goblin.”
			

			
				Cally pulled her arm free of Greebi’s and reached for the door again. Greebi practically threw himself in front of her, blocking Cally’s exit from the washroom.
			

			
				“No!” he yelped. “No, messy divorce. Not want to go back to court again. We should go away. Out the window.”
			

			
				Greebi pointed helpfully to the steamy window of the washroom.
			

			
				“I don’t remember much, but I’m not really the sort of woman who slinks away out a window,” said Cally. “I don’t even have any clothes to wear.”
			

			
				“Um, yes, clothes right there,” said Greebi, pointing to the pile of Caldric’s dirty work clothes.
			

			
				Cally picked them up and wrinkled her nose. Greebi nodded encouragingly and she pulled on the trousers and tunic. Her hips and bottom were too big for the pants. The tunic, loose fitting in most places, was bursting open about her ample chest. She had to unbutton it so far that her cleavage was on full display. 
			

			
				“This stuff smells,” she sniffed. “Like sweat and sex.”
			

			
				“I clean up. I wash. Come on. Let’s go.”
			

			
				There was a knock at the door. Faylana called out, “My love? Are you alright?”
			

			
				Greebi pulled Cally away from the door and to the window. He slid it open and helped her out as Faylana knocked again at the door. He gave the door a last guilty glance, then slipped out through the window and into the night after Cally. He dropped down lightly onto the cobblestones beside Cally as the shapely woman looked around the alleyway beside the bakery. 
			

			
				It was early evening and people were doing their last shopping before supper. Lanterns and candles were beginning to light the windows and the streetlights had flickered to life. There was a savory smell in the air, like cooking meat.
			

			
				“So if that place wasn’t our house then where do we live?” asked Cally.
			

			
				Greebi took her hand. “Anywhere we happy. I know place. Good place. Good food. Nice warm bed for us.”
			

			
				“Mmmm.” Cally smiled down at Greebi. “I could stand to get out of these smelly clothes again and spend a little time in a bed.”
			

			
				Greebi’s grin spread so wide it seemed it might split his head in two. He knew just where to take Cally. A place where a beautiful human woman and a runty goblin could drink in peace. A place with a room in the back that could be had for three coppers with a relatively clean bed and a privy. A place where Greebi had squandered many a day’s wages among the cutpurses, creepers, and outcasts of Zeegendorf.
			

			
				A place called the Belching Toad.
			

			
				While Greebi was leading Cally from the working-class neighborhood of the Adventurer’s Bakery to the slums of Biltdown, Faylana was waiting for Caldric to come out of the washroom. She leaned against the door with her body sheathed only in a clingy, sheer nightgown. Her forehead against the rough wood as she knocked lightly again.
			

			
				“Caldric? My love? Why are you so quiet?” She gave the washroom one more knock and then decided to take matters into her own hands. She splayed her fingertips and began to subvocalize a simple spell of unlocking. Violet magical energy swirled around her fingertips and reached out as a single tendril. The violet glow fitted into the keyhole and there followed an audible “click” of the lock. 
			

			
				Faylana lowered her hands and the door creaked open. 
			

			
				“Caldric?” she called, entering the room. She almost stepped on the broken glass vial on the floor. She stooped to pick it up, noticing the traces of pink liquid clinging to the glass. “Some potion? Caldric, what have you done?”
			

			
				She gingerly picked up the pieces of glass and placed them into a wooden bowl. She was no alchemist. The potion vial had a distinctive smell, almost sickly sweet. It seemed familiar, but she could not place it.
			

			
				“Maybe Borto will know something.” She placed the bowl on the shelf and sat down with a sigh on the edge of the bed. An evening breeze stirred the curtains and a lock of her fair hair. She was worried about Caldric. She loved her husband, but after the overwhelming events of the party of the marquis, she could hardly focus on Caldric alone. There was the marquis, his friends, and then there was Him. 
			

			
				She reached out to the wolf’s head amulet on the nightstand beside her. She fingered the raised wolf’s head and the crossed hammer and sword. When she closed her eyes, she could feel his furry body atop her. His breath hot on the back of her neck. His hips moving as his thick lupine cock invaded her tight cove.
			

			
				“Ser Arthur Talbot,” she said, her voice barely a whisper. The pleasures of the wulfen became the joy of meeting Ser Talbot at the party. She saw his thick, curly black hair, his brooding eyes, and his handsome face. He was mysterious, imposing, and kind. Though there was little to be done at the party, he protected her from the marquis in his small way. 
			

			
				She wanted to thank him. To embrace him. To watch him transform and part her creamy thighs for him. She needed to feel that perfect red cock plunging into her. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh,” she moaned, falling back on the bed and letting her hand drag upwards on the hem of her gown. The silky fabric slid up her thighs to her hips and revealed her mound to the light of the single candle burning by the bedside. Her gold-tufted cunt met the warm night breeze through the window. Her fingers stroked back down her abdomen and to the softness of her mound. She felt the heat rising from her petals. The deep need that never seemed to quite be satiated. 
			

			
				“Ser Talbot,” she whispered. Her fingers touched her clit. Her breasts heaved with her excitement. Her stiff nipples tented beneath the taut fabric of her gown. Oh, to have him there between her thighs. Her fingers tested the slick entrance of her cunt. Pushed deeper. Two fingers. Three. Thrusting deep into the squeezing heat of her pussy. It felt so good, but it didn’t feel right. It wasn’t what she needed.
			

			
				She sat up suddenly, recalling a certain artifact in her possession. She practically leapt from the bed and hurried to the wardrobe. She tossed aside slip dresses and night shirts and lace panties as she dug to the back of the top drawer. There! The familiar wooden box. The gift given to her by the insane maid Veera Ismara. She could not remember how exactly she had recovered it from that diabolical trap set by the maid. Perhaps it was good luck. But there it was, the box polished and dark. Inside, upon a velvet cushion, the strange, phallic, white worm of the disara. 
			

			
				She grasped the cock and felt its unwholesome warmth in her hand. The way it squirmed as if it wanted something. Or wanted to become something. 
			

			
				Faylana knew that playing with this blasphemous toy was dangerous. In the heat of the moment, that hardly mattered. She returned to the bed. To her hands and knees. The weight of her dangling breasts straining the front of the gown. She reached back and slid the gown up her thighs and over her round ass. 
			

			
				The disara in her hand. Growing warmer by the moment. 
			

			
				“Give me what I need,” she whispered and closed her eyes. She pictured the thick length of Ser Talbot’s lupine cock. Red. Glistening. Marked with dark capillaries. Its flared tip so like a beast’s. The wide knot just above his bollocks. 
			

			
				The disara grew hotter and hotter in Faylana’s grasp. More slippery by the moment. Elongating. Bulging. Growing until she held a perfect duplicate of Ser Talbot’s beastly cock in her hand. Even the weight of the disara had seemingly changed. The familiar scent of Ser Talbot’s cock tickled her nostrils. It twitched with need against her fingers.
			

			
				“Oh, yes,” she moaned, bringing it to her lips. Kissing its beastly length. Adoring it with kisses. Tasting the salty oil that oozed from its tip. Faylana’s eyes rolled back as she stuffed the beastly dildo into her mouth. She didn’t care about what Caldric might think if he walked in. She thrust the cock into her mouth until it gagged her. Until her eyes watered and her throat spasmed with discomfort. 
			

			
				The cock twitched in her throat. It seemed to enjoy it! 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm!” she cried around it. Slurping. Drooling. Sucking it in and out of her throat. Into her wanton mouth. Rocking her whole body as she fucked her own face with that beastly cock. Her spit dripping and hanging in long strands from her chin. Her hips worked with the feverish pace of her bobbing head.
			

			
				The sudden welter of hot cum in her mouth did nothing to deter her. She sucked and sucked and drank the seed – whatever it might be – that poured from that pulsating cock. The taste of it so thick and salty-sour that it seemed to be the actual seed from Ser Talbot’s churning bollocks. 
			

			
				“Oh, yes,” she moaned, milky trickles spilling from her chin. “Oh, Arthur, mmmmmm, feed me your cum!”
			

			
				The cock pumped again and again until Faylana was full up and drunk with its potent spunk. Sloshing inside her. Addling her brain. She desperately needed more, but in a different way. With the beastly cock in her hand, she reached back and sought the hot folds of her cunt. The tip of the cock trailed over her buttock and around her thigh. She found the sensitive petals of her pussy and pushed. 
			

			
				It slid in so easily! So slick with her saliva! Parting her folds and stretching her needful cove. She cried out, falling forward against her breasts with her ass in the air behind her. Shamelessly spread and pumping away with that cursed cock. Seeking a satisfaction that no human man – least of all her husband – could ever give her. 
			

			
				The bed rocked with her desperate thrusting. The disara seemed to swell. The knot widening. Pushing. Pushing. Stretching her open and filling the width of her cunt. Knotted. Tied. She howled with pleasure. A glorious fullness only Ser Talbot had ever granted her. Harder. Harder. As if the disara had imbued her with magical strength. She fucked herself with the force of a man taking her from behind. The strength of a beast.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh! Yessssss!” cried Faylana, her pleasure heard by passersby on the street. “Ohhhh! Cum inside me! Cum for me! Cum with meeeeeeee!”
			

			
				Faylana surrendered herself to the beguiling pleasure of the disara. Dark ecstasy took hold of her as she pounded the length of it into her pussy. Stretching herself. Knotting herself. Feeling the cock pulse and pump as it had in her throat. She howled into the pillows. Her free hand clawed at the bedding as her cunt gripped the bucking length of Ser Talbot’s spurting cock. 
			

			
				As her fantasy filled her.
			

			
				As the man she craved satiated her.
			

			
				At least for the moment.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				2
			

			
				Celebration of the Goblin’s Victory
			

			
				 
			

			
				“This? This dump is the place?” 
			

			
				Cally lifted one dark eyebrow in a doubting arch as she stared up at the sign for the Belching Toad. The paint had long faded from the carved, ungentlemanly toad but she could still see it grabbing at a barmaid’s breasts. The arm from which the sign was hung was as rusty as a sword pulled from the sea. The sign creaked back and forth in the breeze coming off the stagnant waters of the nearby dockyard.
			

			
				The goblin had managed to convince her that he was her boyfriend. She did feel some odd attraction to the ugly little creature. Perhaps he was far more charming than he first seemed. All the same, she was not too happy he had brought her to this cesspit. 
			

			
				“Yes. This good place. Trust me. Come inside.” He scampered to the timeworn door and held it open. The sounds of arguing, laughing, and clinking glasses spilled into the alleyway along with the golden light of the lanterns. That much, at least, was enticing to Cally.
			

			
				“Very well,” she said. “One drink. Then I need some rest.”
			

			
				“Yes, yes, I get room,” grinned Greebi. “One drink. Then we go to bed. Together.”
			

			
				His sharp, crooked smile gave her that feeling in the pit of her stomach again. Like she wanted to be mad at him for simply existing. But he was her boyfriend, right? Maybe her brain had been scrambled when she fell over in that washroom. What had she been doing taking a bath at Greebi’s ex-wife’s house? And what was that glass vial she had almost stepped on? She could hardly expect answers now. 
			

			
				She followed him into the golden glow of the Belching Toad and resolved to ask him about that after she’d had something to drink.
			

			
				The conversation within the tavern immediately dropped to a low murmur. Cally walked behind Greebi, very conscious of every eye in the Belching Toad following her movements. She could hear the mutterings of the other patrons as she brushed past. 
			

			
				“Look at the ass on her.”
			

			
				“Gods, look at those fat tits. I’d give my left stone to suck on those all night.”
			

			
				“This the goblin’s woman? He’s always talking about her.”
			

			
				“Thought she was an elf.”
			

			
				Cally frowned at that last one and shot a glare at the scarred man who had spoken it. 
			

			
				“His ex was an elf,” snapped Cally, feeling a surge of jealousy. “I’m his girlfriend now.”
			

			
				She put an arm over Greebi’s shoulder. He chuckled at her defense. Greebi raised his chin and marched proudly ahead of Cally towards the bar. He climbed a stool and hopped onto the seat to look across the bar at the pig-snouted half-orc behind the counter.
			

			
				“Two beers! Not usual pisswater, Torg!”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm. Fine, fine, runt.” Torg spit to the side and lifted two tin cups to pour beers. The fat orc lifted his brow and shot a glance at Faylana. “Bringin’ in a prettier whore than usual.”
			

			
				Cally’s hand shot across the bar as she grabbed Torg by his apron. She pulled him closer, mashing her tits against Greebi’s head as she leaned across the bar and butted her forehead against Torg’s. She held it there and growled, “I’m his woman. Not a whore. Don’t talk to me or Greebi like that ever again or I’ll break off your one remaining tusk and shove it up your fat arse!”
			

			
				“G-got it!” said Torg. “No ‘ffense meant, ma’am.”
			

			
				Cally shoved him away. Some of the patrons in the bar laughed at Torg being cowed by a woman. But when Cally shot them a glare they shut up. Torg slid two beers across the counter and Cally settled her shapely bottom on the stool beside Greebi.
			

			
				“That was amazing,” said Greebi. “You good to have around.”
			

			
				“I won’t let anyone talk about me like that. Or you.”
			

			
				“No worry,” said Greebi, ogling Cally’s plump breasts as he held up his cup of beer. “I toast. To victory. At long last. Victory. One problem out of the way and soon I will have it all.”
			

			
				“All of what?” asked Cally.
			

			
				“’It’,” said Greebi, offering no further explanation. He raised his cup higher, sloshing foam from the rim. “To victory!”
			

			
				“Um, to victory,” said Cally, clinking her cup to Greebi’s and knocking back half the foamy beer in a single big gulp. It was bitter and weak but it was cold. She drank it gratefully and set the beer down on the bar. She couldn’t help but notice Greebi was still staring at her tits.
			

			
				For some reason, this made her feel warm between her legs. A pulsating heat that spread into her tummy and seemed to throb on both sides. She wished she could remember her relationship with this goblin better. Was he a good lover? Could such a little creature really have what she needed to satisfy her?
			

			
				“Why do you keep staring at my chest?” she whispered to Greebi.
			

			
				“Beautiful,” said Greebi. “All of Cally is beautiful. Thinking about doing… how we do fun sex things together.”
			

			
				“We do?” 
			

			
				“Mmmmm. Yes. Lots of fun sex things. I show you when you finish drink. I have room upstairs.” Greebi pointed to the dark, rickety staircase.
			

			
				Cally’s cunt throbbed. She was curious about what it might be like to bed her ugly green runt of a boyfriend. She grabbed her cup from the bar top and stared down at Greebi over the rim as she chugged the rest. She lowered the cup, let out a powerful belch, and wiped her lips on the back of her sleeve.
			

			
				“Ah! I finish some other time, Torg,” said Greebi, shoving his mostly full cup back towards the orc. Greebi hopped down from the stool, grabbing Cally’s hand, and practically stumbled up the stairs leading her to the bar’s second floor.
			

			
				Cally was caught up in the goblin’s enthusiasm. She found herself laughing despite herself as he brought her to a small dingy room with that smelled like sweaty socks. The bed looked about as comfortable as several boxes of rocks with a straw mat over them. There was a chipped wash basin and a trunk overflowing with the goblin’s rag like clothing.
			

			
				Cally stopped at the doorway, her laughter dying at the sight of the dreary windowless room.
			

			
				“This is how you live?” she asked.
			

			
				“Only how sleep,” said Greebi. “Or do other things! Come on! Celebrate victory with me!”
			

			
				He pulled Cally into the room by her hand and shut the door behind her. He walked her the few steps over to the bed and sat her down. Her knees were high, her butt nearly sinking to the floor on the bed, but it made their heights almost even when Greebi sat beside her. 
			

			
				She looked into his beady eyes and felt that tightness in her tummy and that needful throb in her cove. This was it. She was really going to do it with a goblin. But she had done it before with him, right? 
			

			
				“We’ve, uh, done this before?” she asked, suddenly unsure.
			

			
				Greebi answered her with a kiss. His lips were thin, his mouth wide, but his tongue was long, slick, and snaking into her mouth.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” she moaned as he embraced her tightly, pressing his whole body to hers. After a moment, the shocks of being tongue-kissed by a goblin wore off and she yielded to his desire. Her hands moved to his scrawny sides and bony shoulders. Her tongue moved against that snaking goblin tongue. The heat of their desire rising. Their tongues awash in mingled saliva.
			

			
				She felt Greebi’s hand on the straining buttons of her shirt. Fumbling with them as he kissed her. One button. Two. Cool air teasing into her shirt and caressing her stiff nipples. A third button and Greebi’s excitement grew. He worked open the last buttons excitedly and slipped the shirt back from Cally’s shoulders. Her soft breasts exposed, her creamy titflesh heaving in the low light of Greebi’s flophouse. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm!” Cally pushed him away before his hands could go to her breasts. “Could you… at least light a candle or something? It’s dark as a cave in here with the door closed.”
			

			
				“Yes! Yes! Greebi forgets sometimes Cally not see in dark like me.”
			

			
				She could just make out the blue shape of Greebi rummaging around in the trunk at the foot of the bed. After a few seconds she heard the rasp of a flint wheel and saw sparks lighting Greebi’s long nose. A moment later, a candle flickered. Greebi waited a moment for the flame to grow strong, then closed it into a small lantern and brought it over to the bedside. 
			

			
				Cally looked down at her body caught in the warm golden glow. The luscious femininity of it excited her. She ran her hands down her soft breasts, over her sensitive pink nipples, and her firm abdomen. She shuddered with pleasure. She saw Greebi’s eyes watching, dancing in the candlelight like two sparks, and she began to slide the tight trousers down from her hips. The cool air spilled between her thighs. Over the hot folds of her cunt with its brown thatch of hair. She kicked off boots and pants and panties all as one and leaned against the cracked wall serving as the bed’s headboard. 
			

			
				She sat up then, looking at Greebi in the candlelight, even admiring his scrawny body as he undressed in a hurry. He was spindly and skinny with a slight potbelly. His arms were much longer in comparison to his body than a human’s arms might be. It gave him an unpleasant spidery appearance, but she told herself that Greebi was her boyfriend after all. He must have other qualities to offer her.
			

			
				But she almost laughed when she saw his wee goblin cock.
			

			
				No bigger than her thumb and slightly curved. With a little mushroom cap peaking out from his sheath. Its green color and bumpy shaft reminded Cally of a pickle. Not even a very big pickle. She covered her mouth to stifle her laughter, but there was no hiding the amusement in her eyes.
			

			
				“You not laugh!” snapped Greebi, hopping up onto the bed. “Goblin shank better than human spear. You remember soon!”
			

			
				“Okay! I’m sorry!” Cally’s laughter broke out. “It’s just… a little gherkin… I mean it’s all bumpy and… is that as big as it gets?”
			

			
				“It get bigger when you suck!” Greebi grabbed two handfuls of Cally’s hair and pulled her head down to his crotch. His cock rubbed against her lips and cheek. The strong musk of him was almost enough to make her pull back. 
			

			
				“Ewww! You need a bath, Greebi!” she said, trying to pull away.
			

			
				“Shut up! You laugh! You give bath!” He pulled her hair again. “With mouth!”
			

			
				The room became very quiet then. Cally presented with a decision of whether to do as Greebi asked or to punch out his lights. She had no doubt she could do it, but that strange tightness returned to her tummy. Even if she couldn’t remember her relationship with Greebi, her body seemed to recall him. Surely he couldn’t be lying to her, right? He was her boyfriend. 
			

			
				And she owed it to him to take him seriously.
			

			
				She closed her eyes and parted her soft lips. Greebi squeaked with goblin delight and thrust forward, burying the full length of his bumpy cock in Cally’s mouth. Her tongue caught the sour taste of him, but saliva flooded her mouth and began to rinse away his nastiness. Greebi cackled with glee as he began to work his hips. Fucking her mouth. Sliding over those soft lips. 
			

			
				Cally even started to suck. She wanted him to feel good. Wanted to pleasure her boyfriend. She reached up and stroked his scrawny legs. Her eyes fluttered open and she looked up at him. His scrawny body. His little bot belly. Those beady eyes. There was nothing handsome about it him, but somehow that only made what she was doing hotter.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmmm,” she moaned around his thrusting cock.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh… you suck shank good,” groaned Greebi. “Almost as good as Faylana.”
			

			
				Anger furrowed Cally’s brow. Almost as good as his ex-wife? That wouldn’t stand! She had to prove to Greebi that she was better than that elf bitch!
			

			
				Cally began to slurp and suck hard on Greebi’s shank. She took its bumpy length deep into her mouth, until her lips were at his root and her tongue could curl beneath him and bathe his musty bollocks. His stones slapped her chin and his grip on her head tightened. 
			

			
				“OooOOOOooohhh!” crooned the goblin. “So good! You stop soon! Stop soon or you make seed come out!”
			

			
				But there was no stopping. Cally was determined to prove her talents. Taking Greebi’s cock and tickling her throat with his tip. Tonguing his entire shaft and flicking her tongue against his balls. So hot and wet that her spit and his pre were mixing and drooling down her chin and his thighs. Greebi clearly surrendered to the pleasure and began heavily rutting into Cally’s mouth. Faster and faster, hunching over her head like a beast mounting its mate.
			

			
				She felt his stones go hard and tight. His cock swelling. His oily pre oozing down her throat. 
			

			
				“MMMmmmmmmmm!” she moaned, encouraging him.
			

			
				“Yes! Yes! You take! You good slut!” Greebi cried, his hips working feverishly as he fucked Cally’s mouth. “Take seed! Drink good seed! YESSSSSS!”
			

			
				Hot goblin cum bolted into Cally’s throat. She gurgled in surprised, but Greebi was too busy fucking her mouth to worry about choking her. He pumped spurt after spurt across her tongue and against her tonsils. Swallowing was the only way for Cally to keep from choking. She gulped again and again, the hot, slimy goblin cum sticking in her throat and requiring several difficult swallows to get down. 
			

			
				Greebi’s thrusting slowed and his cock pulled free of Cally’s mouth. Slime trailed between his twitching shank and Cally’s parted lips. 
			

			
				“Oh, fuck,” gasped the gorgeous brunette. “That was so much.”
			

			
				“Is more,” said Greebi. “Is lot more for pretty Cally.”
			

			
				There was something devious about the goblin’s smile as he fell upon her, kissing her passionately and beginning to fondle Cally’s plump breasts. She kissed him back, heated from pleasuring him. His hand reached between her thighs. His fumbling fingers found her slick pussy.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” He moaned and broke the kiss. “You ready! I knew you get hot when you taste shank! I give you real pleasure now! Turn over! Show rump!”
			

			
				Greebi was in heaven as Cally eagerly obeyed him. He had enjoyed the blowjob, to be sure, but there was some visible trace of Caldric left that unnerved him. When the lovely human bent over on her hands and knees and offered up her round, creamy ass and dark-thatched pussy there was no such concern. Cally was all woman. Nearly as curvy and beautiful as Faylana.
			

			
				“Oh! You sexy!” he laughed and gave Cally’s round cheeks a good smack. She yelped, her face down in the filthy bedding. Her ass jiggling as he slapped it again. 
			

			
				“Are you going to stare at it all day or are you going to fuck it?” gasped Cally, clearly eager for a serving of goblin cock.
			

			
				Greebi had to remind himself that for all Cally knew he was her boyfriend and she had rutted with him a thousand times before. She wagged her ass back and forth to entice him. She certainly acted like she wanted it.
			

			
				Who was he to deprive her?
			

			
				Greebi grabbed the root of his shank and thrust forward, running his cock up and over Cally’s slick folds and teasing between her cheeks. The incorrigible human let out a low moan of desire, her fingers twisting in the grimy sheets. 
			

			
				“Fuuuuck me,” she gasped, pushing back against him. She almost skewered her little pink asshole on his cock, but Greebi drew his hips back more and aimed his spit-slicked length at Cally’s juicy pussy.
			

			
				You’ve tormented me for the last time, Caldric, the goblin thought as a smile quirked his lips. He grabbed a handful of Cally’s firm rump to hold her stead and thrust his cock at her steamy slit.
			

			
				So tight! He could not force his full length in a single stroke no matter how slick she was with her nectar. He grunted and pulled back. His cock parting her folds. She let out a whimper of need and he thrust forward again, grabbing her hips and pulling her back against him. Her ass seemed huge compared to his scrawny body. Her pussy though was as tight as a drum and clenched around him as he hilted inside her.
			

			
				It was heaven! Warm and wet and rippling with silky spasms of her pleasure. Cally cooing and rocking back against him. His scrawny hands on her slender waist. Leaning into that big human butt. Slapping her with his hips. Ramming his shank as deep as it could go into her twitching cunt.
			

			
				“Oooohhhh! The bumps! The bumps are rubbing! Ohhhhh gods!” Cally sounded almost hysterical with pleasure. She rolled her hips and pushed back against Greebi. She bounced on his cock and took it with wanton need.
			

			
				Greebi did not have to be a master of human body language to know that Cally was cumming. She howled with growing pleasure and arched her back. He leaned his shoulders back, watching her bounce her ass against him. Watching her asshole begin to clench with the reflexive ripples of her climax. Then he felt it around his shank. Gripping him. Squeezing him.
			

			
				Milking him.
			

			
				“AAAAAAHHHH!” cried the goblin, caught with her pussy wringing his shank for all it was worth. He could feel his bollocks fizzing. His cum surging. He had to stop it or he was going to cum inside her already! He pulled back, depriving her and leaving her whimpering. He gripped his cock, but it was too late. His cum spurted out in a white arc, sailing over her blushing pussy and the crack of her ass and spattering her shoulders. She rolled her hips shamelessly.
			

			
				“Put it back innnnnn,” she cried.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh,” moaned Greebi, stroking his shank and pumping his load all over her pussy and thighs. She reached back and tried to grab his cock, but he was growing limp. The orgasms had been too intense. He was already going soft. 
			

			
				“More! I need more! I want you to shoot it inside me!” 
			

			
				“Have to… have to go out,” said Greebi, his green face darkening with embarrassment as he hopped from the bed. “Need to get you… get things for Cally. Clothes and things. I bring them here. You sleep. Not go anywhere. Especially not down in bar.”
			

			
				“Sleep?” She whimpered and turned over, plunging fingers into her pussy with one hand and fondling her breast with the other. Her legs parted wide. Her hips working as she fucked herself with her fingers. “I can’t sleep until you fuck me good, Greebi. It felt… felt amazing. Now I know why I’m your girlfriend.”
			

			
				Greebi grinned and nodded his head. He backed towards the door. Embarrassed at his softness. Humiliated that he had cum so quickly. 
			

			
				But there would be time to give her what she was asking later. He would go to Faylana and steal some of her clothes that would fit Cally. When he returned, he would fill the human up with his cum. 
			

			
				Maybe he would even breed her.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				3
			

			
				The Burglar and the Wizard
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana awoke worried. She was still alone in bed. Caldric had not returned from his mysterious disappearance. But what had woken her up? She heard another clatter from the washroom. Someone – or something – was sneaking into the house through the bathroom window. 
			

			
				“Caldric?” whimpered Faylana. She pulled the covers up to her chin and sat up against the headboard. She could faintly make out the sound of padding footsteps in the hallway. Drawing closer. Pushing open the door to her bedroom.
			

			
				Her heart pounded in her chest as she watched a small, shadowy figure cross the bedroom and approach her wardrobe. The wardrobe’s door opened with a creak and the figure tensed. It turned its face towards the bed and moonlight hit green skin and beady little eyes.
			

			
				“Greebi!” gasped Faylana, feeling a surge of relief tinged with annoyance. “What are you doing in my bedroom? Caldric has warned you about creeping around like this!”
			

			
				“Oh? Yeah, Caldric warn, but, um, I came to ask favor.” He smiled and approached the bed. He looked oddly disheveled, as if he had dressed in a hurry. “I have friend about your size. Needs some clothes to wear. Could I borrow some clothes?”
			

			
				Faylana’s instinct was to agree immediately. That was the sort of elf she was, always happy to share and offer her help. But she saw an opportunity and she needed a favor of her own. After all, Greebi was often their delivery boy at the Adventurer’s Bakery and he knew the city of Zeegendorf better than anyone.
			

			
				“Um, well, I should like to give you whatever you desire, Greebi, but most of my clothing was gifted to me by Caldric.” 
			

			
				She sat up more and the blanket fell away from her chest. Even in the moonlight, her nightgown was all but transparent. Greebi stared brazenly at those luscious elf mounds. He licked his lips.
			

			
				“Yes? Well, maybe Caldric not mind if just a loan?” he asked hopefully.
			

			
				“A fair point,” said Faylana. “And I’m not even sure where he has run off to. He said he was going to take a bath earlier and then he never returned. I found a broken vial in there and I thought maybe he had taken one of his potions.”
			

			
				She gestured to the bowl next to the nightstand that contained the remains of the potion vial she had discovered. Greebi looked at the broken vial nervously. He walked over and picked up the bowl.
			

			
				“I not know what it is,” said Greebi, shrugging and returning the bowl to the table. “You want me to ask around?”
			

			
				“Oh, no, I was going to take that to Borto tomorrow. No, I have another favor to ask of you, Greebi. Something that I thought you might be able to do for me.”
			

			
				Greebi grinned and reached for the rope that served as the belt around his trousers and began to untie it.
			

			
				“No! Not that either!” Falyana looked about as if she might be caught with Greebi. “Not just now anyway. I need you to locate a man for me. Ser Arthur Talbot. He has thick, curly dark hair and a dark brow. He’s very handsome. Strapping. I need you to find out where he lives.”
			

			
				“Hmmmm?” Greebi stopped untying his belt. “You want me to find man? And I find him you give me clothes?” 
			

			
				“Yes, that’s right. Whatever outfits you should like. Except for the one with the scooped neck and the pearls. Oh, and the bodice with the unicorn embroidered on the corset. Also not the… well, I’ll pick out some things to give you. How does that sound?”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm.” Greebi rubbed his chin in thought. “Sounds fair. But… Caldric not around now, right?”
			

			
				“Well, that is right, although I’m not sure when he might return.” 
			

			
				“Soooooo?” Greebi flopped the ends of his belt with his scrawny hands. “Maybe you and me, we have fun together? Old time sakes?”
			

			
				Faylana chewed her lower lip for a moment, then broke out into a smile. “Very well, but quickly, Greebi! I don’t want to get caught with you in my bed again!”
			

			
				“No worry,” laughed Greebi, tugging open his trousers and practically leaping into bed with Faylana.
			

			
				The lovely blond elf let out a delighted squeal and caught Greebi in her arms. Their kiss was intense and unrestrained. A moment later and Greebi had her nightgown slipped from her shoulders. He dove upon her luscious breasts, gathering them up in his green hands and smothering them with kisses. His tongue roving everywhere on her laden orbs. He slurped at her nipples and drank so greedily of her milk that she had to push him away.
			

			
				“Save some for the baby!” she giggled.
			

			
				“Fine! But I have as much as I want of this!” He dove between her thighs, his bony butt in the air as he grabbed her ample legs and began nuzzling and licking at her cunt. 
			

			
				“Ooooooohhhh! That’s a good goblin!” moaned Faylana, relishing every lick. He had learned exactly how to please her with his tongue. Flicking her clit with rolling motions that drove her absolutely mad. His tongue was not shy at all and he was quick to push her legs back and expose her plump rear. He buried his face in that creamy crease and dined wantonly upon her clenching arse. 
			

			
				“Thatttttt’s so bad!” cried Faylana, cradling his head as he tongue-fucked her pink pucker. She quaked with pleasure as he strummed her clit and devoured her ass.
			

			
				Three orgasms shook Faylana and the bed in rapid succession. Then it was Faylana’s turn to have her way with Greebi. She wrapped his cock between her soft breasts and began to wank him until oily precum oozed from his tip. His eyes went crossed as she tucked her chin and let his wee pickle ride into her mouth. She released him from her breasts, taking him deeper. Sucking him and moaning around him.
			

			
				She slipped his cock from her mouth and gave him a surprised look. “Why, Greebi, if I wasn’t sure I would think I tasted another woman on your shank. What have you been up to?”
			

			
				“Greebi is top charmer,” rasped the goblin, urging her back onto his cock with a hand on the back of her head. “He has girlfriend now. Is open relationship though. He allowed to see ex-wife.”
			

			
				“Hmmmm?” Faylana looked up at him with his cock still grasped in her lips. 
			

			
				“I mean with anyone,” said Greebi with a sheepish grin. “I be with whoever I want. I want Faylana. Most of all. Ohhhhh… Faylana sucks so good.”
			

			
				Faylana would have gladly drained his stones with her mouth, but she craved something more. The disara had put her in the mood for a good fucking. She reclined on the bed and pulled Greebi atop her. She did not even need to use her hand to guide him to the sopping entrance of her pussy. His cock slid easily inside her creamy cunt. The disara had made a mess of her and Greebi did not fail to notice.
			

			
				“Why, Faylana, if I not know better I think I felt cream from other man in your pussy. What you been up to?”
			

			
				“Oh, you know, just a little self love,” giggled Faylana. “Don’t worry, Greebi. It’s just extra warm and slippery for you.”
			

			
				“Thaaaat’s right,” groaned the goblin, thrusting deep into Faylana’s well-fucked cunt. His cock sloshing and churning inside her, but the filthy sounds of his rutting only adding to the excitement for Faylana. She wrapped her legs around him, drawing him deeper. His thrusts accelerated. Faylana’s breasts swayed faster to the growing urgency of rutting.
			

			
				“Oohhhhh, Greebi! You are going to make me cum! Do it! Make me cum on that filthy little goblin cock!”
			

			
				“Yessss! Faylana, my love! My elf queen! AHHHHH! Cum for Greebi! Cum for your goblin who loves you forever!”
			

			
				They sang out with mutual pleasure. Greebi burying his cock in her clutching cunt and Faylana driven to a glowing peak of pleasure by the feeling of all that strange magical spunk from the disara inside her. The frothy rubbing of Greebi’s cock against her clit at last caused her ecstasy to explode. As hot surges rippled out from her core she felt the first throbbing spurt of goblin spunk deep into her trembling twat. 
			

			
				“OOHHH! YES! Fill me, Greebi! Pour your seed into me!” 
			

			
				He muffled her cries with a kiss, their mouths fused at once and their tongues dancing a wild, twisting pirouettes between their mouths. Spurt after spurt of goblin cum pumped deep into Faylana’s pussy as she moaned with pleasure against Greebi’s thin lips. 
			

			
				It was only afterwards, only as he lay atop her like a tired pet with Faylana’s hand stroking his head and his face buried against her breasts, that he agreed to Faylana’s deal. 
			

			
				“I find him,” he rasped. “I find Ser Arthur Talbot. You give me clothes. But… you tell me why?”
			

			
				“Yes,” said Faylana after a long look into Greebi’s beady eyes. “Yes, Greebi, I want you to find Ser Talbot because, well, I think I love him.”
			

			
				Faylana heard something. A small, crackling squeak from Greebi. She wasn’t sure, but she was afraid she had just heard the little goblin’s heart breaking.
			

			
				“I find him,” whimpered Greebi and he crawled off Faylana and dropped over the side of the bed and onto his feet. His ears drooped and his shoulders slumped. He pulled on his clothes, stepped into his shoes, and walked towards the door.
			

			
				Faylana watched the little goblin go. Even though she felt closer than ever to Ser Talbot, she felt inexplicably sad.
			

			
				Across town, in the cramped and impoverished neighborhood of Biltdown, it was a quiet late night at the Belching Toad. Most of the drunken customers had shuffled off home. The serving girls and brawny orc bartender were preoccupied with cleaning. They were so busy they hardly noticed when a woman descended the stairs from the rooms on the second floor wearing a tunic that stretched across her ample breasts and stiff nipples and trousers that hugged her shapely rear. 
			

			
				But Borto noticed. The half-mad old wizard was seated by the fire, smoking giggleroot from a long-stemmed pipe and sipping at a warm mug of mulled wine. He puffed from his pipe and met the woman’s gaze. Her blue eyes struck him first. Then her plump breasts barely contained by her tunic. Her shapely body was almost as exciting. But then he looked again at her face and he almost choked on the smoke from the giggleroot.
			

			
				“What in the infinite abyss!? Caldric!?” 
			

			
				“Hmmmm?” The woman blinked and came towards the fire. “What did you say, old man?”
			

			
				Borto’s bushy white eyebrows bounced up and down as he looked the woman over.
			

			
				“No, no, I was mistaken,” he said, chewing the stem of his pipe and puffing out little clouds of smoke with each word. “I thought you were someone else.”
			

			
				Cally leaned down into the glow of the fire to have a better look at the little old man in the floppy hat. 
			

			
				“Come to think of it, you do seem familiar. Do you know my boyfriend Greebi?”
			

			
				One of Borto’s eyebrows lifted. He knew Greebi. And this was Cally. What Caldric became when he drank a potion of feminization. Borto had been responsible for Caldric imbibing one of those potions before. 
			

			
				“Ah, Greebi, yes!” Borto stroked his long beard. He eyed Cally suspiciously. “Greebi and I are close chums. Buddies you might say. Let me ask you, ah, Cally, wasn’t it?”
			

			
				“Yes!” She grinned. “Oh, what a relief to meet someone who knows me!”
			

			
				“Yes, yes, well, are you having trouble remembering?” 
			

			
				“I am! I can hardly remember a thing. Just these feelings I get in my tummy.” She pressed a hand to the flat of her abdomen. “I get them around Greebi and I felt them again when I saw you. I think it means… I like you?”
			

			
				She seemed to ask him rather than state it. Borto laughed.
			

			
				“Oh, exactly right! We are friendly, though not exactly close!” He admired her shapely bottom in those tight pants. “Though I wouldn’t mind getting closer. I say, I think I just might be able to help you with your memory problems. Yes, indeed, if you were to accompany me back to my laboratory, I could examine you and perhaps conduct some experiments.”
			

			
				“You are a doctor?” she asked hopefully.
			

			
				“Well, not that precisely,” said Borto, rising from his chair and taking Cally’s hand. “Though I’ve been told I do test patience. Get it? Patience but like it’s patients.”
			

			
				“A terrible joke.” Cally frowned deeply.
			

			
				“Ah, don’t hold it against me,” he said, tugging at her hand. “I am a wizard and an alchemist. Come along now, my dear. I’ll get you sorted out and everything will be fine again.”
			

			
				“But Greebi told me not to go anywhere.” She stopped and pulled her hand free of Borto’s grasp.
			

			
				“Oh, he’s very protective of you. A good sort of fellow. But he had no idea I would be waiting for you, Cally. I can look after you.” He took Cally’s hand and tugged a bit more insistently. “There we are. Come with me.”
			

			
				Cally allowed him to pull her out of the tavern and into the grimy streets of the slums. Short Borto, hardly taller than Greebi, pulled Cally along behind him. As he did, he smiled up at Cally in an almost grandfatherly way. She smiled back and completely failed to notice the evil twinkle in the barmy old wizard’s eyes.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				4
			

			
				One Dagger for Another
			

			
				 
			

			
				For a knight, Ser Arthur Talbot was extremely difficult to locate. Greebi watched the Guild of Martial Prowess and there was no sign of him there. He checked the King’s Narrows, a collection of fine taverns and brothels where knights and minor nobles liked to spend their coins. He saw a lot of fat humans gorging on meat pieces and smacking the asses of dancing girls, but still no sign of Talbot. Greebi even climbed up the walls of the city guard to be sure they weren’t hosting Talbot at their own training grounds.
			

			
				Greebi asked around. A few of his contacts among the city’s outcasts had heard of the knight but had only seen him coming and going. Never where he came from or where he ultimately went.
			

			
				Finally, Greebi did the one thing he wanted to avoid. He went to the Thieves’ Burrow. The underground hideout in the city’s eastern riverfront was home to every cutpurse and highwayman laying low. It was ruled over by Kiara the Blade. Assassin, cat burglar, queen of the thieves and ruler of the city’s underworld. She and her gang, the Black Blades, had helped to defeat the ratkin infestation of Zeegendorf brought out by the Plague Lord. For that service, they were allowed to thrive in the underground. 
			

			
				Greebi hated them. He especially hated Kiara. The queen of the thieves was as cruel and dangerous as she was beautiful. Her silky white hair spilled over her slender blue-gray shoulders. Her almond eyes flashed silver. Her long, pointed ears marked her as an elf. A deep elf. Her shapely body was hardly contained by the leather and lace she wore. Her curves ample and yet her limbs as sleek as daggers. 
			

			
				“Yes?” She raised an eyebrow as she toyed with one of her blades. “What is it you ask of me, goblin?”
			

			
				Greebi groveled before her. He knew she would never take him seriously, so he resorted to obsequiousness. 
			

			
				“Forgive me for bothering you, Mistress Kiara, but I am looking for a man and I cannot find him.”
			

			
				“A man? Word is you have a taste for elves.”
			

			
				Greebi’s face went a paler shade of green. The very thought that Kiara knew of his habits was terrifying.
			

			
				“Um, yes, it is for her. She asked me to find a man. Ser Arthur Talbot.”
			

			
				“That one,” hissed Kiara and she threw her blade across the room. It embedded in the bullseye of a target. “I know him well. Incorruptible. A real do-gooder. But I know his secret.”
			

			
				She slipped another blade out and began to spin it on her finger. 
			

			
				“Please, Mistress Kiara, I must find him,” said Greebi, bowing his head almost to the floor. When he lifted his gaze he had a view almost straight between Kiara’s toned thighs. The deep elf’s tight leather costume was taut against her mound. When she shifted, he could make out the shape of her folds beneath the thin brown leather. 
			

			
				“If you must find him, then you must,” she laughed. “My poor, smitten goblin. Very well, Greebi, I shall tell you where this knight lives… but you must do something for me.”
			

			
				“Of course,” said Greebi. “I have coin—”
			

			
				“I want not for coin,” snapped Kiara, flinging another dagger so close to Greebi that he felt the wind of it passing over his bare head. The blade stuck into the floor behind him. Kiara slowly and elegantly rose from her seat. She towered over Greebi. Her body a mesmerizing contrast of her feminine curves and her incredible fitness. She wore both proudly, her hands on her hips and her plump breasts thrust out in all their leather-cradled glory. “Your lover, the elf. She has something called a disara. A shapeshifting object for pleasure. It is magical and extremely rare. I do not know how she came to possess it, but I want it, Greebi.”
			

			
				“Y-yes,” said Greebi. He bowed his head again as she stepped closer and stood almost astride his bowed head. She looked down at him over the swell of her blue-gray breasts. 
			

			
				“Bring it to me and you will have the location of Ser Arthur Talbot.” Her perfect smile was cruel and revealed her elongated canine teeth. “I will even tell you his darkest secret. Because I am generous.”
			

			
				Generosity was not a word Greebi associated with Kiara the Blade. If he wanted to find this Talbot man, he had no choice but to do Kiara’s bidding.
			

			
				While Greebi was groveling for Kiara, Cally was posing for Borto.
			

			
				“Do I really need to stand on this box?” asked Cally, holding the buttons of her tunic uncertainly.
			

			
				“It’s a plinth, and yes,” said Borto. “I need to get a good look at you. From every angle.”
			

			
				“Well, alright,” said Cally with a shrug. “You’re the wizard. You know what you’re doing.”
			

			
				She was not shy about undressing in front of Borto, though she continued to have strange feelings in her tummy as she shed her tunic and stepped out of her trousers. She was wearing nothing beneath them and Borto let out a low whistle as she bared her dark thatched mound and the round apple of her bottom. She covered her breasts with her arms until Borto gestured for her to expose herself completely. She sighed, lowering her hands to her sides and thrusting out the softness of her breasts with her small, stiff nipples.
			

			
				Borto stroked his beard as he circled around Cally, taking in her body from every possible angle. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm, yes,” he said, as if deep in consideration. “Hmmmmm. I see now. I see.”
			

			
				“What is it?” asked Cally, turning her head and craning her neck to try to watch him as he circled the plinth.
			

			
				“Just need to take some measurements,” said Borto. He wiggled his fingers and muttered some verbal component to his spell and several translucent violet tentacles rose from the floor. Two of them were manipulating a spectral tape measure. 
			

			
				“Ahh! What is this?” cried Cally, dancing from one foot to the other atop the plinth as the tentacles rose around her. They reached out to her naked body, caressing her legs up to her thighs. Tickling over her buttocks and between her legs. Stroking her mound and up to her abdomen. Reaching all the way to her breasts which they encircled with tingling violet lassos of tentacle that squeezed tightly. The two tentacles holding the measuring tape began taking measurements of her legs, her hips, her waist, and her bust. 
			

			
				“Nothing to worry about,” said Borto. “Just getting some, ah, vital statistics.”
			

			
				“Statistics of what?” asked Cally, swatting at the luminous tip of a tentacle that tried to slide into her mouth. She felt another tentacle tip slither over her pussy and slide right up the seam between her buttocks. “Ooo! Hey!”
			

			
				“Relax,” said Borto. “They get a little frisky sometimes, but they won’t hurt anything.”
			

			
				“Won’t hurt any—OOOoooooOOoooo!” Cally’s eyes rolled as a tentacle screwed straight into her pussy. It buzzed and vibrated inside her, slithering all the way to her backwalls and out again. The tentacle was firm enough to part her tender folds and yet felt insubstantial. Almost gelatinous. But humming and buzzing away. “That… mmmmmm… that feels nice. What is… what is this supposed to prove though?”
			

			
				“You like it?” Borto grinned. “Let me adjust a few things.”
			

			
				He wiggled his fingers and the tentacles constricting Cally’s breasts seemed to open tiny mouths on their tips. These lunged at her nipples, engulfing and sucking them into their transparent heads. They pinched with pleasure and the buzzing and sucking drove hot jolts of ecstasy into Cally’s body. Straight down to her clit, which was also slurped up by a tentacle tip a moment later.
			

			
				The rhythmic sucking was maddening. Her legs shook and she found it hard to stand. She wasn’t sure what to do with her hands and held them out from her hips, allowing the tentacles to fully slither over her body and between her legs. Two plunged into her pussy. Then three. A fourth took aim at the pink knot of her anus and squirmed its way into her back passage.
			

			
				“OH! It’s going… going into my ass!” cried Cally, shaking her hips and twisting around as she tried to get a look at every tentacle molesting her naked body.
			

			
				“Remember anything yet, Cally?” asked Borto, watching with obvious delight as his magical tendrils fondled and fucked her.
			

			
				“N-no! No!” she cried, then giggled as two tentacles began tickling and buzzing under her arms. “No! Don’t see how… ooooOOooo… how this is supposed to… mmmmmm… make me… OHHHH!”
			

			
				She threw back her head as an orgasm overtook all other considerations. A pulsating, full-body ecstasy that caused her to wobble and jerk atop the plinth. Her inner muscles squeezing at multiple invading tentacles. Her nipples and clit sucked to maddening peaks of pleasure. As her ecstasy reached its crescendo, she toppled forward off the plinth and landed directly on Borto.
			

			
				“MMMMM!” cried the wizard, smothered beneath her tits.
			

			
				“Ahhhh! Sorry! Ahhhh, it feels… feels so fucking good!” She cried, jerking her hips and rubbing her breasts in Borto’s face. The tentacles plundering her pussy and ass suddenly snapped out of existence. The others faded a moment later. Cally’s climax finished weakly, trembling through her core and pulsating from her clit as she writhed atop the wizard.
			

			
				The buzzing of the tentacles was quickly replaced by the warmth of Borto’s mouth as he took full advantage of the soft press of Cally’s tits against his face. Kissing, licking, and sucking at them as she squirmed atop him. 
			

			
				“That’s not… that wasn’t part of the deal,” panted Cally.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” agreed the wizard, clapping both hands on her firm bottom and squeezing. She felt the poke of his prick between her thighs, but she managed to resist the urge to grasp the wizard’s cock.
			

			
				“Stop that!” she cried, lifting her breasts from his face. “Your beard is so scratchy and you are biting my nipples!”
			

			
				“I got over-excited,” gasped the wizard. “Please, let me suck some more!”
			

			
				“I know what you’re doing,” she said, kneeling high above him and gazing down. “That was a nice trick with those tentacles, but you’re trying to get fresh with me now. I have a boyfriend!”
			

			
				“Greebi?” Borto chuckled. “Oh, he’s fine with sharing. Why, me and Greebi used to share girlfriends all the time. I’m just trying to help you remember a thing or two. I figured some fun might jog your memory.”
			

			
				Cally was hung up on the first thing the bearded wizard had said. 
			

			
				“You and Greebi shared girlfriends? He was married to an elf. Did you share her too?”
			

			
				“Faylana?” Borto laughed louder. “Of course! Just about everybody gets a turn with her! Why, she’s the best slut in all of Zeegendorf! Unless… you think you’re better?”
			

			
				Cally was incensed. She scowled at Borto.
			

			
				“I’m not a fool, Borto. You are trying to trick me into having sex with you.” She stood up. “Save those lines for Faylana, because I’m not buying any of it.”
			

			
				She turned her back on Borto and began collecting her clothing scattered around the room in Borto’s tower. The wizard clambered to his feet behind her.
			

			
				“Now, wait just a moment, Cally,” said Borto. “I know you are having memory troubles and I think I might be able to brew a potion that would restore your memories.”
			

			
				She picked up her trousers and draped them over her arm. “Let me guess, you need to poke and prod me with more magic tentacles. Or were you thinking of using your cock this time? Is that the deal you’re looking for?”
			

			
				Borto fidgeted with his long white beard. 
			

			
				“Ahhhh, well, that might have been nice, but I see you are not very receptive. However, the potion contains quite expensive ingredients, ah, if you could perhaps compensate me in some way, then I would be willing to, ah, expend my stores of precious reagents.”
			

			
				“You want some compensation?” Cally raised an eyebrow.
			

			
				“Yes, ah, I was thinking—”
			

			
				“I have some,” she said, tossing away her clothes. “Get on your knees, Borto, and I’ll give it to you.”
			

			
				“Y-yes!” squeaked the mad old wizard. He dropped to his knees and Cally knocked his hat aside and grabbed a handful of wild white hair. She put one long leg over one of his shoulders and yanked his face to the hot, slick seam of her cunt. 
			

			
				“Your damned tentacles got me started. Now it’s time to finish me off. Lick, Borto, and do a good job or I might tell my boyfriend what you did to me with those tentacles.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmnnnnaaa!” moaned Borto, obediently setting his tongue loose on Cally’s dripping cunt. She held his head in place and began to rock her hips, riding against his beard, his mouth, and his nose. Her soft cunt rode up and down and her plentiful juices drenched him. 
			

			
				Cally had to admit, Borto was an obedient little pussy licker. The old man grabbed her hips, but only to steady himself as he did not offer a moment’s resistance. He licked and licked, his hot tongue furiously submitting to her needs as she rode his face. 
			

			
				“Ffffuucccck,” she groaned, tossing her head back, her breasts heaving as her hips rolled and pumped. His tongue so warm and twitching against her bud. Her cum building. Her orgasm soon peaking. She didn’t fight it. She let go and rode hard against his mouth. “AAahhhhhh!” 
			

			
				She fucked the little old wizard’s face so urgently that he toppled over. She kept on him, riding him down to the floor and straddling his face. Kneeling atop him. Grinding onto his tongue. Moaning as his fingers teased the clench of her back passage.
			

			
				“Mmmmnnnnn!” moaned Borto, clearly enjoying himself. 
			

			
				His bulge in his robe was apparent. With a mixture of curiosity and lust, Cally reached back and yanked open the folds of his robe. She grabbed the root of his cock, short and stout with a darkening purple mushroom cap. She squeezed and began to jerk him to the rhythm of her rolling hips. That made him try even harder to pleasure her.
			

			
				“That’s a good boy, Borto,” she chuckled, savoring the vibrations of his lustful moans and tugging on his purpling prick. “Ohhhhh, keep that up and you’ll make me cum again.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmmm,” warned Borto, but Cally failed to heed his warning. She was enjoying herself too much and lost to the pleasure. She could feel the slickness of his precum on her fingers. She had no idea that the volcano of Borto’s hot load was about to erupt.
			

			
				She did not realize the danger of a huge mess until the moment Borto cried out beneath her thighs and loosed a geyser of his milky load all over her shoulders, down her back, and in warm trickled over her buttocks. She was game enough to keep stroking him even as she felt his seed pumping all over her skin. She milked his spurting cock until the geyser diminished. A glance back at his softening cock revealed the extent of the mess.
			

			
				“My ass looks like a glazed holiday cake,” she said, shaking her hips.
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmmm,” agreed Borto, massaging the spunk into Cally’s firm cheeks and smearing it down into her crack.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh!” she shuddered with pleasure, the pace of her ride picking up again as he slipped a digit into her tight pucker. Her ride was not over yet. It wouldn’t be until the wizard had completely satisfied her. 
			

			
				While Cally remained saddled on the old wizard’s face, her supposed boyfriend was creeping up the stairs at the Adventurer’s Bakery.
			

			
				“Damn Kiara,” muttered Greebi. “She want me to find some magic item that give pleasure to elf I love. To take away her pleasure.”
			

			
				He had to try. Faylana had begged him to find Ser Talbot. Greebi owed her that much. Then he would prove Talbot and Caldric and all the other humans were not up to the task of satisfying her elf libido. Then, when his foes were bested, he would make Faylana his wife.
			

			
				But first, he had to find the so-called disara. And a magic item like that was going to be locked up or hidden somewhere.
			

			
				“OoOOOOOOOOooo! Yesssssss! Fuck my naughty elf asssss!”
			

			
				Faylana’s cries were easily audible before he had even reached the top of the stairs. Greebi’s cock jumped in his ragged little trousers. The raunchy cries of the elf were an enchanting melody, but her words made Greebi nervous. How would he find the disara if Faylana was with yet another man?
			

			
				He crept to Faylana’s bedroom door. It was not even closed, but he could not see her from the door frame.
			

			
				“Ooooooh, yes, Ser Talbot! Stretch my tight ass with that big red cock!”
			

			
				Greebi’s cock jumped again. She had found Ser Talbot? After all his searching he had simply walked into her bedroom? Fury gripped the goblin as he yanked open the door, ready to interrupt the lovers in their act of passion.
			

			
				Instead of Faylana being fucked by the elusive Ser Talbot, he found the beautiful elf alone, bent over a dining table in the adjoining kitchen, with her plump bottom in the air. One hand was reached back and gripping the golden base of a glistening red cock. It looked for all the world like the cock of some huge dire wolf that had been severed and mounted on the golden ring. It throbbed and twitched as if alive.
			

			
				Faylana was in the process of plundering her own bottom with massive red cock. Stretching her dainty little elf asshole and rocking forward against the table with each thrust. The thick knot at the root of the severed lupine cock beat against her pucker again and again as she fucked herself faster. Panting. Rocking back against it.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh! Ser Talbot! It’s getting bigger!” she cried. “You’re going to cum, aren’t you? Ohhhhh! Yes, my love! Cum in my ass! Cum with me! Knot meeeeeeeEEEE!”
			

			
				Her perverse words became a prolonged howl of ecstasy as she shoved the monstrous dildo into her tiny back passage. The huge knot stretched her wide and then slipped completely inside her as her tight clench closed just above the golden grip of the dildo. Faylana continued to howl with pleasure as the dildo made a wet squelching sound. A trickle of cum oozed from beneath Faylana’s hand on the base of the cock and dripped to the floor between her feet.
			

			
				Greebi stared in awe of this thrilling and yet disturbing scene. The disara was alive. It was cumming inside Faylana. Pumping her full of its seed as she spasmed around its lupine length. And what of that bestial cock? Greebi wondered. Was that what Ser Talbot truly had in his trousers? Was that his secret? 
			

			
				Greebi could make little sense of any of what was happening, but he knew the object Faylana was using to pleasure herself was surely the disara. He could not just walk up to Faylana and grab it from her, particularly since it was knotted in her rump at the moment. 
			

			
				So Greebi did the one thing he so often did in Faylana’s presence: he hid.
			

			
				He crept back to the bedroom and crawled beneath the bed. He listened to her and waited. He heard her moans and trembling pleasure. The way she gasped Ser Talbot’s name as another orgasm seemed to come over her. He heard the raunchy sounds the disara made when she finally pulled it from her ass. He heard her cleaning the cock in a wash basin and then taking a bath. 
			

			
				Greebi might have slipped out with the disara when Faylana was in the tub, but he waited. Eventually she emerged from the tub and placed the disara into some sort of box. At last, she slid it under the bed, almost right into Greebi’s face. He waited for her to fall asleep, then took it and slipped out from under the bed. 
			

			
				Faylana was breathing softly, the blanket pulled down in the summery night, her ample breasts rising and falling. He wanted to press a kiss to her slightly parted lips. To wake her and make love to her. But Greebi knew he had to seize this opportunity. He would give Faylana exactly what she had asked.
			

			
				


			
				5
			

			
				Rewarded with Obstacles
			

			
				 
			

			
				Lusciously plump and yet exquisitely firm blue-gray elf buttocks. Their valley threaded by the slightest white thong.
			

			
				Greebi was kneeling close enough behind Kiara that he could see the spidery wrinkle of her asshole peaking out around the narrow strip of white fabric. He could not help but stare as Kiara reached a hand back, stroking one round buttock, then hooking a finger under her thong and pulling it down to reveal the blue knot of her asshole and the petals of her blue cunt. 
			

			
				She already held the disara in the other hand as she bent over the padded bench in her bedchamber. The wormlike toy was writhing and assuming a different shape. Proving that it was the genuine item as it became a long, slender, white cock. Translucent, with pulsating purple capillaries along its length.
			

			
				Kiara caught Greebi’s eyes as he stared.
			

			
				“You’re wondering what it is,” she said. “It is the cock of an arachneth. A crossbreed of deep elf, arachnid, and old one. They are long extinct, but if I could sire a child with one… well, my little goblin, the possibilities are endless.”
			

			
				Greebi did not speak. He did not want to give Kiara a reason to punish him.
			

			
				“Mmmmm, do you want to watch?” she asked, teasing the tip of the cock down the crack of her ass and against her cuntlips. “Do you want to see me conceive the new ruler of the underworld?”
			

			
				Greebi wanted to get the hells out of there. But he needed to know the location of Ser Talbot. Angering Kiara would not get him his answer.
			

			
				“Um, yes, I want watch, Mistress Kiara,” he said, bowing his head. “You tell me where I can find Ser Talbot first?”
			

			
				“Oh, right, I’d nearly forgotten,” she laughed, rubbing the loathsome white disara cock against her pussy as it began to drip with slime. “Arthur Talbot was one of the riders in the vanguard of the King of Heimsvak at the Battle of the Winter Foe. He fought alongside King Corven against the witch Breyath. She summoned all sorts of nasty creatures during the battle and one of them…”
			

			
				She paused in her storytelling and pushed the tip of the dildo into her pussy. A hum of pleasure escaped her lips and the cock seemed to pulsate and thrust itself deeper like an octopus trying to wriggle into a hole in a reef. Colors shifted red and purple in rapid bands down the length of the cock.
			

			
				“Ooooooh, yes, this is the real thing, Greebi. Mmmmmmm. Fuck.” Kiara became distracted for several seconds, pumping the cock in and out of her glistening folds. Shuddering every few strokes. Her asshole twitching with the spasms of her pleasure. 
			

			
				“Talbot,” offered Greebi. “And the witch Breyath.”
			

			
				“Hmmmm? Oh, right.” She lifted her head to look at him over her shoulder but continued to fuck herself with the disara. “The… witch summoned the worst she could. A crypt crawler. A giant reptile. And a werewolf lord. Ten knights went against the wulfen lord. Nine were slain. It was Ser Talbot who finally brought it down, but not before he suffered a terrible wound by its claws. He returned to Tarol to heal and learned that he bore the curse of the wulfen. He is… ooooooohhh… he is a lycanthrope. Cursed to become a lust-mad beast whenever the moon shines brightest and… and… AAAHHHHH!”
			

			
				Kiara threw her head back, fucking herself forcefully with the disara. Crying out with ecstasy as it pulsated and turned pure red. A moment later, cum began to bubble out around Kiara’s fingers. Spurt after spurt, pouring into her as the dildo joined her in her climax.
			

			
				“Where?” rasped Greebi, trying to avert his gaze from the enthralling sight of the deep elf fucking herself with the disara.
			

			
				“Between Zeegendorf and the village of Sharmburg, there is a small apple orchard. A cabin there… oooohh fuck… it’s cumming again. Ahhhh! The cabin! He lives! Ooooooh! In the cabin! To stay out of… sight! Only comes into… into the city… OOOOOHHHH!”
			

			
				Kiara’s convulsions became so intense that she flopped off the bench. Her face down on the floor. Her ass up. Hands splayed out beside her. The dildo pumping itself in and out of her creamy cunt. 
			

			
				Greebi retreated from her presence. His cock twitching. His urge to leap upon the beautiful deep elf almost overwhelming. But he knew he would pay a terrible price if he gave in to the lust.
			

			
				Across the city, Cally was nearly done lacing up her boots. She had not given in to her desire to fuck the mad wizard, but she had enjoyed him thoroughly. He’d even let her take a bath with a rather frisky water elemental. Clean and changed back into her clothes, she was ready to return to Greebi.
			

			
				“How long?” she asked, standing up at the door. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm. Not long. By morning.” Borto lay naked and smoking his pipe on the dining table, his stubby legs dangling over the tables edge. “Come back and I will administer the potion.”
			

			
				“No more tricks, old man,” warned Cally. “I was nice to you tonight. In the morning I will not be so nice if you try any of this again.”
			

			
				“I swear to you and Greebi both.” He raised his hand in some obscure gesture of oath. “I will brew the potion that will restore your memories and you can drink it or take it with you. Up to you.”
			

			
				“Fine.” Cally opened the door to slip out into the night.
			

			
				“Oh, and Cally,” called Borto. “Thank you for the memorable evening. If you ever again need a place to sit, my face is always available.”
			

			
				Cally rolled her eyes and departed with a slam of the door. It was time to go home to her man.
			

			
				The walk gave her time to think. As she made her way through the sleepy city, she found herself drawn back to the Adventurer’s Bakery. She had not even consciously thought about it. Her feet carried her there as if she had been to it hundreds of times before. She found herself standing outside and gazing up at the painted sign. Curiously, she could remember using a paint brush to paint the sign herself. 
			

			
				Had she worked there before? Was that how she met Greebi?
			

			
				She was pondering such thoughts when she saw her goblin boyfriend emerging from a side door in the bakery and into an alleyway. Cally was about to call out to him but stopped when he was followed a moment later by the elf. 
			

			
				“That bastard,” hissed Cally.
			

			
				Faylana seemed very excited. She was dressed in a red corseted bodice that emphasized her big cow tits and a fluffy pink skirt that showed off her long legs. Cally thought the elf looked like a whore, but she could not deny she looked alluring.
			

			
				Greebi hopped onto the driver’s seat of a waiting horse cart and extended a hand to help the elf up beside him. Filled with jealousy and anger, Cally retreated into the shadows. She had to know where these two were going together. 
			

			
				As the cart rolled past, Cally slipped out of the shadows and hurried across the street to the stable. She somehow knew that there was an old mare in one of the stalls. She climbed onto the horse’s back and dug her heels into the animal’s skinny flanks. The horse gave a whinny of protest. Cally gave its mane a tug and sent it clopping out into the street in pursuit of the cart.
			

			
				It was a long chase that took them through the winding streets of Zeegendorf and out into the woods. The cart rolled along a lonely rural road, a full moon lighting the way and painting the countryside in tones of silver and blue. Cally kept well behind them. She never lost sight of that red bodice that the elf was wearing. She focused on it and felt her anger grow with each crossroad or farmhouse they passed.
			

			
				Where was Greebi taking this woman? To some secluded love nest?
			

			
				Her fears seemed to be confirmed as the cart veered down the faintest of paths into the deep forest. Cally proceeded very carefully through the dark of the woods. A light shone through the trees. Lanterns burning in windows. Soon, the shape of the building became apparent. A well-made cabin hewn from the forest with smoke curling from its chimney. 
			

			
				Cally dismounted from the mare and left it hitched to a tree. She crept closer and spied as Greebi helped the elf down from the cart.
			

			
				“I’m going to kill her,” she said, her hands tightening into fists. “No. I’ll kill him first. Then I’ll kill her.”
			

			
				She was waiting for them to go inside the cabin. To her surprise, Greebi took a step back and the elf approached the door and knocked. 
			

			
				“What is this?” hissed Cally.
			

			
				Faylana stood outside the door to Ser Talbot’s cabin. She glanced back uncertainly at Greebi when her first knock received no response. He motioned for her to try again.
			

			
				She knocked harder the second time. Her knuckles banged loudly on the rough wood. Her heart pounded just as hard in her chest. This was it. She was finally going to meet him. The real Ser Talbot.
			

			
				“Please,” she called out, feeling her need grow more urgent. “Ser Talbot. It is Faylana Py—Faylana Stonehands. From the party?”
			

			
				Someone stirred on the other side of the door. Locks clacked open. The latch turned. Ser Talbot was not as she remembered him from the party. His face was unshaven and his curly, dark hair was wild and heavy with sweat. He wore his tunic unlaced against his hairy chest and his eyes were red as if he had been drinking.
			

			
				“You?” He said, his eyes widening at the sight of her. “What are you doing here? You cannot be here! Not tonight.”
			

			
				Faylana ignored his words and took a step closer. She crossed the threshold into the house and put her hands on his arm. He gestured as if to push her away but stopped. He apparently could not fling her beauty aside. His eyes met hers. The emotion welled inside her. Ser Talbot was frozen with disbelief as she leaned closer and pressed her lips to his. She tasted his sweat. Her hands ran over the firmness of his chest.
			

			
				“Do you not remember me?” she whispered.
			

			
				“From the party. Yes, of course. How could I forget such a beautiful elf?” He held her in his arms. “Why… why are you here?”
			

			
				“Not from the party,” said Faylana, running her hands down Ser Talbot’s toned stomach to the front of his trousers. She caressed his bulge through his pants. He groaned. Shuddered. He seemed too big to her. Even bigger than she remembered. “You visited me at Sneed’s.”
			

			
				Ser Talbot stiffened in more ways than one. 
			

			
				“He said… you were… it was you?” 
			

			
				“Don’t you remember giving me this?” She reached into her bodice and lifted out the wolf’s head medallion dangling between her breasts.
			

			
				“My family seal,” he said, staring at the small icon in Faylana’s grasp. “I gave that to you?”
			

			
				“Well, you didn’t look like you do now,” she whispered. “You were all furry. And red down here.”
			

			
				She gave his cock another squeeze. He trembled. “When the beast… when the beast takes over, I have these spells of forgetfulness. I remember moments. Pleasures. With you?”
			

			
				She tightened her lips. Smiled and nodded.
			

			
				“Oh, gods, you really can’t be here,” he said, lifting her in his arms and carrying her back to the door. “The moon and… and your scent… its going to make me…”
			

			
				He staggered back into the cabin. He moaned something else. A curse or a prayer, but his throat was changing, elongating, his mouth and nose stretching into a muzzle. Ears growing longer and furrier. Bones cracking and inverting. His entire body changing into that of a hulking black wulfen. His clothing split at the seams and felll away. His hands were claws. His eyes were yellow-gold and narrowing as they stared at her hungrily.
			

			
				Faylana walked towards the black-furred beast that Ser Talbot had become. Her hands reached for the glistening red of his lupine cock. 
			

			
				“Faylana, wait,” cried Greebi, scampering into the cabin. 
			

			
				“Stay back,” warned Faylana.
			

			
				“This beast is dangerous!” cried Greebi.
			

			
				“My love,” growled the wulfen. “You have come to me.”
			

			
				“Yessssss,” moaned Faylana, swooning into his embrace and offering her parted lips to his beastly muzzle and his soft, pink tongue.
			

			
				“Faylana,” whined Greebi. “This dangerous. You don’t do this. You come with Greebi.”
			

			
				“Leave me,” she moaned between perverse kisses. “This… is what I want. What I need.”
			

			
				Greebi tries to pull at her leg, but Faylana kicked him backwards and sent him tumbling through the door. She shut it before Greebi could recover. Ser Talbot reached over her shoulder and snapped the deadbolt back into place.
			

			
				“No more interruptions,” he growled.
			

			
				“No more,” she agreed, encircling his furry neck with her arms and leaning up on her tiptoes to plant another kiss on his muzzle. Her mouth open. Her tongue meeting his.
			

			
				Cally could not believe what she was seeing. She watched Faylana embrace the man and watched him turn into a wulfen. She watched Greebi try to stop the elf and then watched, with some relief, as Greebi was knocked back out of the door. He began beating on the door with his fists. It was clear that Faylana and her wulfen lover had no intention of answering the goblin’s plaintive shouts.
			

			
				Cally slipped out of the forest and approached the cabin quietly. It was not difficult to sneak up on Greebi as he pounded his little fists on the door and pleaded for Faylana to open it. Cally walked right up to him and suddenly grabbed him by the scruff of his neck.
			

			
				“Running late night errands with your ex-wife?” 
			

			
				“Cally!” squeaked Greebi, looking back at her in terror. “How you find me?”
			

			
				“You abandoned me for hours so I went for a little walk. I happened to run across you just as you were leaving the Adventurer’s Bakery with your elf wife. Dumped again, weren’t you?”
			

			
				“Yes,” said Greebi sadly. “I mean, no, not how you say. I brought her out to meet Ser Talbot. She love him. Not me. I find him for her.”
			

			
				“So who do you actually love?” demanded Cally, her hands on her hips.
			

			
				“Um, well, Greebi loves… you?” He asked as he looked up at her hopefully.
			

			
				Cally’s anger softened. She crouched and embraced Greebi, squeezing him tightly against her chest. He squeaked into her cleavage. 
			

			
				“I get it,” she said, cradling the back of his bald head. “She’s beautiful. You still had feelings for her. I hope you’re over them now.”
			

			
				“Yes. Have you. Not worried about elf.” He pushed away from Cally and gasped in a breath of air. “But please don’t kill with big titties.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				6
			

			
				Culminating Repeatedly
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana forgot about Greebi the moment Ser Talbot bolted the door. She threw herself into his embrace, her softness against the black fur that covered his body. She caressed him and her fingers all but disappeared into that thick fur. 
			

			
				“I knew your scent,” he growled, the words sounding much different coming from his lupine mouth. “At the party. It was familiar to me. But my human body, does not hold the same memories. Now… you have seen both. You see me as I am.”
			

			
				“You’re beautiful,” she cried, one hand finding the hot bestial cock that jutted from his sheath. “Oh, Ser Talbot—”
			

			
				“Arthur,” he growled.
			

			
				“Arthur,” she gasped, moving both hands to encircle his massive lupine cock. “I’ve thought of nothing but you since we’ve been together. I’ve fantasized about those visits you paid me at the debt collector’s apartment.”
			

			
				“He promised me a girl,” growled Arthur. “I hate him, but I knew it was the only way. He said he had an elf. That you were willing. I knew it would cure my… urges.”
			

			
				His jaws snapped open and closed. His long, pink tongue ran over his black lips. 
			

			
				“Oh, I don’t want to cure your urges,” said Faylana, breathless with desire. “I want to tame them.”
			

			
				“Be careful, my beautiful elf. You play a dangerous game with me.” He stroked her silken hair with a clawed hand. A gentle bit of pressure was all it took to send her down to her knees. 
			

			
				Faylana marveled at the throbbing size of that lupine cock. So rude and red and glistening with the lubrication of his sheath. So much bigger and more beautiful than the disara could ever approximate. The smell of it, like no man she had been with before, excited something primal within her. 
			

			
				“Oh, Arthur,” she moaned, kissing it. “It’s everything I have dreamed.”
			

			
				“Then let your dreams… ggggrrrrr… come true,” he said, curving his fingers around the back of her head.
			

			
				Her tongue licked the rim of his sheath up his throbbing length to the flattened tip. She tasted the saltiness of his pre. The oily texture beneath her tongue. Her kiss meeting his cock. Opening to him as she took him into her mouth. Stretching her lips wide as he filled her with his massive cock. 
			

			
				“Grrrrrrrrrrr… that’s it,” growled Arthur. “Do not be afraid now. Tame me. Tame me with your pretty mouth.”
			

			
				“Oh, Arthur, I love your cock,” she moaned. Her lips parted and descended upon his glorious lupine cock. The scent of his fur filling her nostrils as she took him over her tongue and deep into her mouth. Salivating on his cock. Sucking it with the urgency of a woman in the heat of her desire. She fondled the furry pouch of his bollocks with one hand and used the other to caress the glistening red shaft. She took him as deep as she could into her mouth. Desperate to prove to him the depths of her desire.
			

			
				“You are so eager,” groaned Arthur, tightening his grip on her head. “To surrender your mouth to a beast. You have no shame.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” agreed Faylana. She brought her lips to the head of his cock and spoke pressed against him. “I will suck you as long as you desire. Fill my belly with your seed, my brave wolf knight. Pump it into my mouth.”
			

			
				“Ah! But I crave something more!” He lifted her to her feet and with a single yank of a claw he opened her bodice. She gasped, her breasts heaving until he caught her soft flesh in his furry hands. “I have had you before, bent over in Sneed’s bed. But now… now I will have you face-to-face. Look into my eyes as I claim you, elf.”
			

			
				Faylana quivered. Her body overcome by the heat of the moment. She had fantasized about this every day since the black wolf had first taken her at Sneed’s. Now, at last, she was his. He pressed her back onto the bed and pinned her hands above her head. His other hand spread her thighs and pushed her ruffled skirt up above her waist. His furry black body moved atop her. His panting muzzle in her face. His breath a hot caress.
			

			
				“Claim me, Arthur,” she gasped. “I am the damsel and I can only be rescued by the brave beast.”
			

			
				“My sweet… you shall never be apart from me again.”
			

			
				In that moment, Caldric was far from Faylana’s mind. She arched upon the bed and offered her steaming cunt to the beast’s cock. The tip teased at her folds. He needed no hand to guide him. His urgent thrust impaled her cunt, stretching her around his slick length. She wailed with pleasure as she was filled with the throbbing desire of Arthur’s beastly cock. 
			

			
				“Yesssssss! Ohhhhh!” It only took a few thrusts of his hard cock to send Faylana plunging into ecstasy. He kept her hands pinned to the bed as he moved atop her, pounding into her clutching cunt as waves of pleasure wracked her luscious body. 
			

			
				His pleasure followed swiftly. He shocked her by opening his jaws and locking them on her throat. His tongue licking and his teeth holding her slender neck in place as he hilted his massive cock inside her. Faylana’s intense orgasm continued, squeezing against him with every thrust. Seeming to draw him deeper and deeper until she felt the swelling bulge of his knot and the first pumps of his orgasm.
			

			
				“GRRRRRRRRR!” he snarled against her throat, his jaws clamped tightly as his seed began to pump deep into Faylana’s cunt. A hot tide of beastly seed that quickly overflowed her stretched elf cunt no matter Arthur’s knot. She felt the hot pump and the trickle of warm cream down the crack of her ass. The filthy sensation of it sent more ripples of pleasure through her body. She moaned with her throat held by his savage jaws. 
			

			
				“Don’t stop,” she cried. “Never… never stop. Fuck meeeeee!”
			

			
				And she knew he would mount her and claim her all night long. She was his, at long last. She was at the mercy of the beast. 
			

			
				As the woods rang with the sounds of pleasure from that lonely cabin, a human and a goblin returned a horse to the stables outside the Adventurer’s Bakery. 
			

			
				Cally removed the old mare’s bridle and hung it from a peg beside the stall. She found Greebi waiting for her, sulking on a hay bale, and looking like a kicked puppy. A puppy with very spindly limbs. 
			

			
				“Pouting isn’t very attractive for a goblin,” said Cally, dusting off her trousers from the long ride. 
			

			
				“Always losing the elf,” muttered Greebi.
			

			
				“That’s why she’s your ‘ex,’” said Cally. “Look, Greebi, if you want to stay my boyfriend, you’d better forget about that big-titted blond slut. What did you expect when you found the guy for her?”
			

			
				“Not important,” said Greebi. He looked up at Cally and his gaze focused on her plump breasts straining at her ill-fitting tunic. “Greebi all done with her. Still sad.”
			

			
				“Yeah? You’re going to miss those big elf tits, huh? Is that why you’re staring at these?” Cally squeezed her breasts through her tunic.
			

			
				“Pretty big too,” said Greebi with a smile.
			

			
				Cally didn’t like being a consolation prize for the goblin, but she could see he was hurting. She leaned over him as he sat on the hay bale. 
			

			
				“You sure you don’t want me to smother you to death with them?” She asked, swinging her shoulders from side to side to make her dangling breasts sway back and forth. The goblin’s beady eyes went from side to side like he was watching a pongo match.
			

			
				Cally smirked as she hooked a finger into the front of her tunic and began to pop the straining buttons open. Her breasts spilled out, dangling in Greebi’s face. Her nipples stiff with the chill in the night air. 
			

			
				Greebi’s bony hands circled her breasts and pulled her closer. Down into his face. He chirped with delight and his mouth opened to warm one of those stiff nipples. Tongue teasing her sensitive bud. Hot goblin mouth sucking at her breast. Each suck sent a pulse directly to her clit as if the two were connected by a wire. She moaned and held his bald head.
			

			
				“That’s right,” she cooed. “Suck on them. Ohhhhh… don’t neglect the other.”
			

			
				“No! I suck both!” He pledged, moving straight to her other breast and eagerly latching to her dangling tit. His thin-lipped but very wide mouth seemed to draw in half of her breast with each suck. Bathing her in his spit. Leaving her other nipple exposed and damp. Straining in the cool air.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, fuck that feels good,” she admitted. “I’ll help you, Greebi. I’ll help you forget all about that elf slut.”
			

			
				Cally went down to her knees and pushed Greebi back against the barn wall. His scrawny legs hung over the side of the bale of hay as she tugged open his trouser. His little green gherkin stuck up from his lap. The head of it awash in slimy goblin pre. Stinking with the musk of his pent-up desire.
			

			
				She squeezed her damp tits around his cock. Engulfing his hard shank in the warmth of her breasts and pressing from the sides as she began to work her body against him. Riding her tits up and down that little goblin cock. Looking up at him. Smiling at him.
			

			
				“Thaaaaat’s right,” she gasped. “Who needs that elf when you have these stroking that cock?”
			

			
				“You right… ohhhhhh… Cally you sexy. Ohhhhhh. Give kisses. Mmmmmm.” He leaned over her and she leaned up to him, kissing him even as she wanked him. There was a strangeness to that kiss. Some resistance in her mind tightened as the goblin thrust his tongue into her mouth. As if she thought she should be disgusted by him, even angry, but instead it only made it hotter. She wanted his little cock between her tits. She wanted that long, slimy goblin tongue thrusting into her mouth.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmmh!” she replied to him, their lips locked, her body rocking against his lap. He cried out against her mouth and warmth spurted into her cleavage. Pump after pump of hot goblin cum gushing out of his cock and covering her tits in his oily seed. She laughed against his kiss, “You’re making such a mess right now. I’ll have to clean it up…”
			

			
				She finished him with her breasts and then parted her soft mounds from his cock. Yellowish smears of cum decorated her tits and the flush of friction between them. Greebi stared in awe of her as she began scooping his cum up with her fingers and licking the salty slime from her digits. When she had somewhat cleaned herself, her head went straight into his lap and she began to suck on his cock.
			

			
				Bathing his softening prick in her saliva. Slurping and sucking his cummy lap until his green gherkin began to stiffen once more. When he was hard enough for her to bob her mouth on, she lifted her head from his lap, gasping softly, his taste covering her tongue and thick in her throat.
			

			
				“Why you stop?” wondered Greebi.
			

			
				“Do you want me to suck you off?” she gasped, her hand working on his wet prick.
			

			
				“Yesssss,” he hissed.
			

			
				“Or,” she teased, leaning down to lick his cockhead again, “do you want to fuck me?”
			

			
				Cally knew what she wanted. She didn’t mind the idea of gulping down a hot load of goblin cum, but she really wanted to feel that bumpy little goblin cock plunging into her pussy. She wanted him to forget all about the elf and a hot fuck in the hay would certainly do it. She slid his cock back into her mouth and sucked gently at his bumpy length.
			

			
				“Want to… want to fuck,” gasped Greebi, resting a hand on her head. “Ohhhhhh. Cally. Want to fuck.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm?” She slid him back out of her mouth. “Oh, you’re going to fuck me? Show me what a big strong goblin can do?”
			

			
				Greebi straightened up. His brow furrowed with determination. 
			

			
				“I show!” he declared and pushed Cally away from his lap. He hopped off the hay bale and took her hand. He walked around the hay bale and in among the huge walls of stored hay and straw. He grabbed handfuls of the hay and threw it to the ground. Then he pulled Cally down with him into the crude nest he had made. 
			

			
				Cally was ready for him. She slid off her trousers and kicked off her shoes. Her pussy was soaked from stroking and sucking his cock. She needed to be fucked. No matter what that weird twist in her stomach was telling her, she wanted it to be that bumpy little goblin cock.
			

			
				“Oh, Greebi,” she moaned, embracing him and kissing him. He was forceful with her, turning her onto her back as they embraced and pushing her down among the hay. 
			

			
				“I fuck you right!” he declared, shoving apart her toned legs. “You have goblin shank deep! You cum hard for Greebi!”
			

			
				“Yessssss!” she cried, grasping the backs of her knees and bending her legs back to entice him with her brown-thatched cunt. 
			

			
				Greebi grasped his little prickly pickle and guided it to Cally’s dripping cuntlips. He teased her entrance, rubbing up and down those tight silky folds and thumping his tip against her clit. 
			

			
				“OOOooOOooo,” she crooned, her legs shaking with the pleasure of each thump against her clit. Her body on the precipice of ecstasy before his first thrust. She sucked in a breath and met his beady-eyed gaze. 
			

			
				Greebi thrust into her hot cunt, driving to the hilt and sliding his bumpy shaft against her clit. His hard shank pulled back and thrust in again. And again. And again. Each stroke building to a harder and faster next stroke until Greebi, after only a few seconds, was frenziedly thrusting into Cally’s pussy. He was a machine. A scrawny little fuck beast. Humping into her so hard and fast that their colliding bodies made lewd slapping and sloshing sounds. 
			

			
				“OOOOhhhhh yessss!” wailed Cally. “Fuck me! Ohhhh fuck! It feels so good! You’re going to make me cummmmmm!”
			

			
				“Yes! Cum for Greebi!” cried the goblin, leaning into her, slamming his skinny hips against her as he pounded his green gherkin into that tight pussy. 
			

			
				She let go of all her resentment over his trip into the woods. She abandoned her doubts and fears. She even stopped worrying about her memory loss. In that moment, she only wanted one thing: to cum. Her body arched beneath Greebi and she called out his name in a single howl of pleasure. Ecstasy rippled through her. 
			

			
				“Yes! I feel! You cumming!” gasped Greebi, pounding even harder into her as she spasmed around his cock. “Going to give seed! I pull out! Give seed on tits!”
			

			
				“No!” cried Cally in the throes of her pleasure. “Inside me! Cum inside me, Greebi!”
			

			
				He was doing it before he she could finish asking. Hot goblin cum pumped into her pussy. Flooding her cunt. Pouring against her cervix. Her spasms of pleasure squeezing it deeper and milking his spurting cock. Draining his goblin bollocks.
			

			
				Cally felt something else through her orgasm. A peak never reached before as goblin cum flooded into her pussy. She embraced Greebi tightly, cooing with pleasure as the ecstasy receded and became a warm, throbbing pleasure. She kissed the top of his head. He turned his face to hers and their lips met again. His cock still dribbling into her pussy. 
			

			
				Filling her with his seed.
			

			
				In the woods, in the cabin, the celebration of savage pleasures continued. Faylana was bent over the table by the stove, her ass red from being rubbed by Arthur’s furry body. Her shoulders and hips marked by little scratches from his claws. He was panting above her. His knot slowly shrinking. Easing it out of her with a lewd pop as cum flowed out.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh, Arthur,” she moaned, turning and crouching before him without hesitation. He was in her mouth. Filthy from fucking her. Salty with his cum. She slurped and sucked him. Stroking his balls. Willing him to be hard again. Pleading with her urgent sucking for him to regain his erection.
			

			
				“My sweet,” he growled, caressing her head. “I do not know if I can go again. I have mounted you so many times already. My cock is sore.”
			

			
				“But does my kiss not soothe the pain?” She asked, tonguing his tip.
			

			
				“Oohhhh… a bit,” he admitted. “I don’t know… hmmmmmm… if I’ve ever spent this long in my wulfen form.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm, well I like it best,” moaned Faylana. “You are a handsome man, but your human cock is surely no match for this.”
			

			
				She savored it with her mouth. Sucking again and coaxing it back to full hardness. 
			

			
				“What do you want me to do with that?” he chuckled, stroking her sweat-damp hair.
			

			
				“I want you to fuck my bottom,” she breathed. “You’ve been pounding my pussy all night, Ser Talbot. This fair elf maiden needs a good beastly cock up her ass.”
			

			
				“Then I must attend to this maiden in her moment of need,” growled Arthur. He scooped Faylana into his arms and deposited her onto the bed with her face down in the twisted sheets and her ass raised. Her cunt was dripping with his cream. She could feel it trickling down her thigh. A moment later, she felt the warm velvet of that lupine tongue caressing her ass. Moving between her cheeks. Licking softly at her dainty pink knot. 
			

			
				“OOOOoooooohh, yes, Ser Talbot,” she moaned, pushing her plump peach against his muzzle. “Lick my little arsehole. Oooohhhhh! I can’t wait for you to stuff me with your fat cock!”
			

			
				“Ggrrrrrrnnnnnnnn,” he growled, tonguing her ass until it was good and wet. Then he stood and pressed his cock to her puckered hole. Her fingers twisted in her sheets and she whined with pleasure. She needed him inside her. Inside every hole.
			

			
				“Fffffuuuuck meeeee,” she whined, pushing her ass back against his cock.
			

			
				Ser Talbot grabbed Faylana’s slender waist and thrust his cock into her slick hole. Her tight clench yielded and Faylana howled with pleasure as she felt that fat cock and its knot thrust into her ass. Stretching her wide. Filling her with throbbing lupine heat. 
			

			
				“YESSSSS!” she cried, reaching a hand between her legs to strum her creamy cunt and her hard clit.
			

			
				“I will loosen you up,” snarled Ser Talbot. “You will never even feel another man in this ass. Only my… GRRRRRRr… fat… knot!”
			

			
				He drove it home, plugging her with his swelling knot and plunging his entire length into her trembling asshole. Faylana wailed with ecstasy, rubbing desperately as her clit as she was overtaken by the surge of her orgasm. The spasms of her cunt and her ass drove Ser Talbot over the edge with her and she felt the hot gushing of his seed deep into her bowels. Pump after pump, warm and heavy inside her. Held back by the thick knot plugging her ass.
			

			
				She hoped it tied her for hours.
			

			
				For days.
			

			
				“My sweet,” growled Ser Talbot, laying heavily across her back and licking at her cheek and ear. “In all my years of searching, I have found you at my door. My true love.”
			

			
				She whimpered into the bedding, smiling at first, but her smile faded even as Ser Talbot licked at her neck. Caldric… she had been sure he was her true love. But she had been so obsessed with finding Ser Talbot she had forgotten all about her husband’s disappearance. 
			

			
				What if something had happened to him? 
			

			
				Another thought occurred to her, dark and dangerous.
			

			
				What if she never went back to him?
			

			
				


			
				7
			

			
				The Morning After
			

			
				 
			

			
				“You said the morning,” said Cally, pushing past Borto and into his shabby wizard’s tower.
			

			
				“Yes, well, different definitions of morning,” said Borto, rubbing his eyes and yawning. “Some tea? Coffee?”
			

			
				“No, I want the potion you were brew all night. I want my memories back.” Cally sat cross-legged atop a stool and looked at Borto expectantly. 
			

			
				She was wearing some of the clothes Greebi had brought her and she felt much better. More comfortable. These clothes were a little loose around her bust, but she they otherwise suited her shapely body. She wore her dark hair loose past her shoulders. 
			

			
				“Yes, well, I need to warm it up again,” said Borto, taking out a bottle containing a blue potion and setting it atop an open burner. “I am going to make a pot of tea. Make yourself comfortable.”
			

			
				Cally was not interested in getting comfortable. She hopped up from the stool and paced back and forth. She paged through occult tomes and glanced over ingredients. A jar of spiders. A small box containing red flakes that she realized were the dried blood of some sort of monster. She leaned down to sniff a potted flower and it tried to bite her nose.
			

			
				“Lovely plants you have here,” she said, jerking back.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, my Kornasi Nosecatcher,” called Borto, clanking pots and pans in the kitchen. “Mind your fingers and especially your nose around that one. She’s gotten me more than once.”
			

			
				He returned with a steaming mug just as the potion over the burner began to bubble with heat. Borto quickly rushed over, lifting it with tongs and carrying it over to his selection of ingredients. He dropped in several withered black roots that puffed and disappeared in the bubbling blue liquid. Borto swirled the potion, blew on it once, and handed it to Cally.
			

			
				“What do I do?” she asked, sniffing at the potion. It smelled worse than Greebi’s bollocks. Like sweat and iron and cum.
			

			
				“You drink it,” said Borto. “All of it in one go. It should only take a minute or two to work.”
			

			
				“And I will have my memories back?”
			

			
				Borto stroked his beard. Cally realized the old wizard was staring at her tits in the low-hanging collar of her blouse. 
			

			
				“My memories?” she demanded.
			

			
				“Ah, mmm, everything will be back the way it was,” said Borto. 
			

			
				Cally didn’t like that the shift little wizard did not simply answer her with a “yes.” She specifically wanted her memories restored. Not necessarily “everything.”
			

			
				But she lifted the potion to her lips and she drank. It was still almost hot enough to burn, but she winced and kept drinking. The blue liquid tasted as bad as it smelled. Like squeezing warm sweat out of stocking. She almost gagged, but she managed to get it all down. She pressed a hand to her stomach, feeling her insides churn. 
			

			
				“Well?”
			

			
				“It’s doing something,” she gasped. “Ugh. I feel sick.”
			

			
				“Hold it in!” said Borto. “It is pungent, I know. But you must resist the urge to vomit!”
			

			
				She did. She held the contents in as her guts twisted and bucked with outrage. A cold feeling crept up her limbs and reached between her legs. It pulsed and felt very bad. 
			

			
				“Ahhhh!” cried Cally, dropping to her knees. “What did you give me?”
			

			
				“What is it now?” asked Borto. “The change should be starting!”
			

			
				“The… change?” she looked up at him, sweat springing to her forehead and upper lip. “Ahhh. Fuck. It hurts. It’s pulsating in my… ovaries… and between my legs. Like a fist squeezing me.”
			

			
				“Oh… oh this isn’t right at all…”
			

			
				Borto backed away from Cally as she shook and collapsed to the floor. Her body convulsed several times before she lay still.
			

			
				“Miss?” asked Borto, stepping closer. “Cally? Are you… alive?”
			

			
				She lifted her head. Her eyes were dark with anger.
			

			
				“What did you give me?” she rasped.
			

			
				“You’ll kill me if I tell you,” whimpered Borto, backing away from her.
			

			
				Her hand shot out and grabbed the front of his robe. She dragged him closer again.
			

			
				“Will kill you… if you don’t tell,” she grunted, staring into his eyes.
			

			
				“Cally… your real name is Caldric,” said Borto. “You are… you are a man. A warrior. Someone must have given you a potion or cast a spell to turn you into a woman.”
			

			
				“The vial… in the bathroom,” croaked Cally. “I saw it on the floor. But what did you give me?”
			

			
				“A potion to turn you back into a man,” said Borto. “I knew I brewed it correctly. I went through the ingredients twice. And those fetal basilisk pizzles I added at the end there should have doubled the potency. You should be… unless…”
			

			
				“Unless what?” growled Cally, pushing herself into a sitting position.
			

			
				“Have you, um, engaged in sexual activities?”
			

			
				“Yes,” said Cally. “What does that have to do with anything?”
			

			
				Borto backed away from Cally. 
			

			
				“If… if a man happened to spend his seed, ah, in the cradle of your, ah, inside the cove of your womanhood, ah—”
			

			
				“Out with it!” shouted Cally.
			

			
				“The potion won’t work if you are pregnant!” cried Borto, cringing behind a workbench.
			

			
				Cally didn’t think to throw anything at the wizard. She had to focus just to remember to breathe. It was all rushing in on her. Faint memories of who she was before. Images of Faylana, her wife, only Cally was a man when she was married to Faylana. And Greebi… not her boyfriend at all. Working in a kitchen. Making bread.
			

			
				Trying to seduce Faylana.
			

			
				Cally’s eyes widened. She staggered to her feet and out into the city. Her mind swirling with half-remembered moments, a past life twisted and intertwined with a new life and new desires. Falsehoods as potent as reality. And the realization of what she had done with Greebi.
			

			
				She didn’t know how she would ever go back to being the man she once had been.
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				Partial Recollections
			

			
				 
			

			
				The beautiful brunette staggered through the streets of Zeegendorf. Her loveliness drew the attention of men even as her strange, stumbling gait made them keep their distance. Her eyes were wide, as though she was stunned, and her mouth seemed to be forming words without any coherent sound coming out.
			

			
				Who was she? Cally? Caldric? Her memories were twisting together in her mind. She couldn’t make sense of which memory belonged to which person. She shoved through a crowd. The groping hands of unseen men fondled her bottom. Stroked her hip. She ignored them. Didn’t care. Was this even her body?
			

			
				The potion. She remembered the potion. Standing in the washroom and drinking the pink liquid in a single big gulp. Feeling the heat spreading as Caldric became Cally. But why? Who had given her the potion? She wracked her brain and tried to make sense of it all.
			

			
				Borto. She should have beaten the answers out of him. Demanded to know why she had most of the mind of a man now imprisoned within the body of a woman. He knew more than he had admitted. 
			

			
				She kept walking without any sense of purpose. The slums gave way to the daytime quiet of the pleasure districts. Empty streets and only a few taverns and brothels even open. It was before lunchtime. No good business at this hour for whores.
			

			
				Cally’s mind was elsewhere. Thinking about Faylana. Not Greebi’s ex-wife at all, but Caldric’s wife. What was she to Cally? Cally stopped to look at her face reflected in the dark glass of a brothel window. Beautiful and delicate. Blue-eyed and frowning. She touched her delicate nose, her soft lips, and her heart-shaped face. Would Faylana recognize her husband in this face?
			

			
				No. How could she? 
			

			
				“Greebi,” muttered Cally, walking past her reflection. “That lying, manipulating, perverted goblin. I’ll wring his neck.”
			

			
				Her anger was intwined with confused desires. The pleasure she had felt with the goblin. The reality of his touch and his stiff, bumpy cock. She wanted to kill him. To make him pay for his treachery. And she wanted to kiss him. To tangle her tongue with his. To feel his stiff little prick against the heat of her cunny. To feel him throw her legs back and bury his tongue in her slick cunt. To feel his cock rutting into her. To feel the cum spurting—
			

			
				Cally, already disoriented to the point of being dizzy, blundered straight into something or someone who did not move. She bounced off the obstruction and fell on her bottom on the cobblestones.
			

			
				“Ooof,” she grunted, blowing a lock of hair out of her face. She finally looked up and saw a massive slab of a man dressed in the cuirass, helmet, and crimson doublet of a city guardsman of Zeegendorf. The man was powerfully muscled, with a bushy mustache and goatee of blond hair flecked with gray. His big face was friendly and as broad and stony as the rest of his body.
			

			
				“Well, well,” boomed the man, his voice gruff even though he was smiling. He reached down and plucked Cally off the cobblestones and set her back on her feet. He was a giant compared to her, though he seemed to be human. He looked her over and his thick brow knit together. “You are not permitted to be selling yourself on the streets during daylight hours.”
			

			
				“Selling my… what? What are you talking about?” Cally’s cheeks darkened to crimson, and she frowned at the man. “Sir, I am no whore! I was going, uh, home!”
			

			
				“Home, was it? Through the pleasure quarter?” The guardsman chuckled. “Tell me, little one, where do you live?”
			

			
				Cally couldn’t go back to the bakery. Even though on some level she knew that it was her home, it didn’t feel like it after what she had recalled about her life. She blurted out the best answer she could think to give, “I’m staying at the Belching Toad.”
			

			
				“Ah, are you now?” The man pulled her closer. “I know that dump. A haven for lowlifes and criminals. The sort of place where a filthy whore like you would make her den.”
			

			
				“Let go of me,” cried Cally, trying to twist out of the man’s grasp. 
			

			
				“Sure, sure.” The guard glanced around the mostly empty streets. He shoved Cally towards a nearby alleyway. “I’ll let you run on home, missy, once you’ve paid the proper fine for indecency.”
			

			
				“F-fine?” She stumbled ahead of him into the darkness of the alleyway. 
			

			
				“That’s right,” he said, hefting the cuirass up from his belt and unbuckling his trousers. “Up against the wall there. Turn around and put your hands on them bricks. I’ll take payment now out of the purse of the gods.”
			

			
				Cally moved as though in a dream. She turned to the grimy wall and spread her hands on it. She stood with her feet apart, facing the wall, her back arched and her bottom looking like a firm peach in the trousers Greebi had given to her. She was disgusted by the guard, angry at the violation, but a part of her was curious. To feel it. To know who and what she was and still experience it. And she couldn’t blame herself in this case. The guard was making her do it.
			

			
				The big guard stood admiring her rear end as he reached a hand into his trousers and took out the stiffening length of his cock. Cally watched him wanking himself over her shoulder.
			

			
				“Get it over with then,” she hissed. “I don’t have all day.”
			

			
				“Won’t take but a minute if your cunny be as fine as that ass,” grunted the guard as he staggered closer with his cock in hand.
			

			
				Cally unbuttoned her trousers and slid them down from her creamy cheeks. The guard moaned at the sight of her pink pussy and pressed in close behind her. His hands roughly traced the smooth white of her ass flesh. Squeezing and spreading her indecently. Smacking her to watch her ass jiggle and to leave the red mark of his hand like he had punished the bottom of a naughty schoolgirl. 
			

			
				“Oooohh, you awful prick,” moaned Cally, looking away because the shameful sight of the man’s hands on her body excited her.
			

			
				“My prick ain’t awful. Never had any complaints. Here, have a feel for yourself!” The guard grazed his glans against the steamy folds of Cally’s cunt. They moaned together with the pleasure of it. His cock so hard it felt like steel wrapped in warm skin and Cally’s tight cunt so eager it smeared his cock with her nectar. The guard chuckled, “Oooh, you’re wet as well. Been thinkin’ about all the cock you’ll have, eh? Well, here’s a fair bit of pipe for a pretty young tart.”
			

			
				Before Cally could offer a rejoinder, she felt the fat head of the guard’s cock bulling at her entrance. So much bigger than Greebi. Huge, in fact. Pushing into those delicate folds. Spreading them and sliding into the slick cove of her cunt. Thrusting until his full length was locked into her clutching cunt. His balls tight against her clit and his blunt cockhead pressing against her backwalls. 
			

			
				“Oooooohhhh ffuuuuck,” moaned Cally, trembling and squeezing against his thickness. Feeling bulging veins and the pronounced ridge of his cockhead. She shuddered around him. Pressed her ass back against him. 
			

			
				“Thaaaaat’s a good one,” he groaned. “Fine cunt. How do you keep it so tight taking street meat?”
			

			
				“L-lucky,” gasped Cally as the guard’s cock began to move inside her. “Lucky, I guess.”
			

			
				He grabbed her slender waist and began to pound his cock into her with sudden vigor. 
			

			
				“Think I’m the lucky one,” he chuckled. 
			

			
				The guard fucked her with the abandon of a man who cared nothing for his lover. She was a fine pair of tits and a tight hole for his satisfaction. He reached one hand beneath her, pulling open her blouse and running his fingers over her swinging tits as he pounded into her cunt. Sloshing inside her. His cock so thick that Cally felt almost like he might turn her inside out.
			

			
				“Bastard,” she moaned, her head hanging low with shame, her hands flat against the bricks as he plowed her pussy. Gods but it felt good. Every thrust reaching deep inside her and stirring a cauldron of pleasure at her core.
			

			
				Cally forgot about her past. She buried her true identity. She lived in the heat of the moment and became the dizzy whore that the guard had grabbed off the street. Her pleasure grew as she capitulated to this desire. She pushed back against him. Her tits slapping against the grimy wall. Her ass smacking the guard’s hips. Her cunt, a silky sleeve that squeezed around the steel of his mighty cock.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh! You’re a fresh one!” laughed the guard. “The girls never want it this bad! Come and get it then!”
			

			
				He grabbed a handful of Cally’s hair and bent her head back. Slamming his hips into her. Ramming his cock deep. Driving them both to the aching edge of ecstasy. Their sordid stage was the alleyway echoing with the slapping of flesh and the heated cries of their pleasure.
			

			
				“Take it! Hnnnnn! Take itttt!” The guard slammed his cock hard and deep into Cally’s clutching cunt. He used his grip on her hair for leverage to pull her back and slam her forward again.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, gods!” cried Cally, who had little choice but to take it exactly as the guard desired.
			

			
				With a final snarl of pleasure, he buried his cock in Cally’s twitching cunt and exploded. Hot waves of his spunk flooded into her and slicked the throbbing timber of his cock. The hot, wet sensation drove Cally over the brink of ecstasy. She came with her thighs trembling and her cunt squeezing tightly against the guard’s spurting cock. Her pussy a messy peach overflowing with nectar. Cream dripped between her feet and trickled down her leg as she milked the guard’s spurting cock with the spasms of her pleasure.
			

			
				“That’s a fine way to start my patrol,” murmured the guard. He released Cally’s hair and eased his cock out of her messy cunt.
			

			
				“Ohhhh,” she whimpered, clinging to the wall to stay on her feet.
			

			
				“Run on home to your flophouse, deary,” said the guard, giving Cally’s ass a hard smack. “I’m lettin’ you off with just a warning. Now get your trousers on and get home before I run you off to the jail for street whoring during daylight.”
			

			
				“Y-yes,” moaned Cally, dazed as she pulled her trousers up over her sloppy cunt. “Yes, thank you.”
			

			
				She could hear the guard’s mocking laughter from the alleyway as she staggered off.
			

			
				While Cally was finding her way out of the pleasure district and back to the Belching Toad, Faylana was just waking up in a cabin in the woods.
			

			
				Her eyes fluttered open and she saw her hand resting on a pelt of dark fur. She blinked once and realized it was just a thicket of hair on the human chest of Ser Talbot as he slept beside her in the bed. She propped herself up on one elbow, admiring his chiseled jaw and his thick, curly dark hair. She could see the bulge of his cock beneath the blanket and she thought for a moment about waking him up with the warmth of her mouth. 
			

			
				No, there had been enough of that the night before. Her body was still sore from the beastly, savage rutting Ser Talbot had given her. She needed a drink to freshen her mouth and then… breakfast! Something to impress him!
			

			
				The cabin’s larder was stocked with salt pork, flour, and eggs. She found a pot of honey in the back of a cabinet and went outside to collect wild murberries from bushes nearby. Being so far out in the woods, the lovely elf did not even bother with clothing. The sky was beautiful with the fiery golden colors of dawn. The birds were singing and even the squirrels seemed happy to see Faylana out picking berries.
			

			
				“Could my life be more blessed?” she wondered as she plucked murberries into a basket.
			

			
				It was like she was living within a romantic fantasy of endless lovemaking and lazy mornings in the woods. With that thought came the realization that it was a fantasy. She had her own life back in the city. She had a husband she loved and an infant son being cared for by her in-laws. She could not simply abandon either of them. 
			

			
				She could not even leave Greebi behind, even after that pitiful knock on the door of the cabin. Caldric might be in the dark, might even be missing, but Greebi knew exactly where Faylana was hiding.
			

			
				“With Ser Talbot,” she said, glancing back at the cabin and feeling her heart ache with longing. How could she give up her family and be happy? How could she give up the new love she had discovered and be satisfied? Was there not some way to have both?
			

			
				A songbird circled her head, chirping merrily. Faylana held out her arm and extended a finger and the pretty blue bird perched on her digit.
			

			
				“What do you say, Mr. Songbird? Is there not some way to keep my husband and my new lover?”
			

			
				The songbird could only offer her a merry tune. She repaid him with a murberry and a kiss on the top of his little head. The bird chirped happily and took wing once more. Faylana watched him circle once and then returned to the cabin.
			

			
				Faylana had prepared a breakfast feast by the time Ser Talbot finally stirred from the bed.
			

			
				“My, my,” he said, smiling and blinking away the sleep from his eyes. “Such a lovely aroma. What have you done with this musty old cabin?”
			

			
				“I left the door open to air it out,” she laughed, dancing over to the bed wearing nothing but a grungy old apron. “Then I made us breakfast. Are you hungry? I’ve made honey cakes with murberry compote, salt pork quiche, and fresh elf butter.”
			

			
				He pulled her into his arms astride his lap.
			

			
				“Elf butter, eh? And how did you make that? Shall I guess?” He nuzzled his face against the soft swell of her breasts through the apron. 
			

			
				“Oh, my secret recipe,” she giggled. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmm,” he said, drawing the apron aside to expose her plump left breast. He admired it for a moment, then leaned in with his mouth suddenly open and sucked at her tit. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh! Now, Arthur, you’ll ruin your appetite!” Her objection became a soft moan of pleasure as he sucked and sucked and she felt her warm elf cream gushing into his mouth. She curled her hand around the back of his head, cradling him like that and making soft whimpering sounds of pleasure as he suckled.
			

			
				He popped his lips free and started to lift her off his lap. Faylana squeezed the apron to the other side and bared her other breast. She pushed him back down onto the edge of the bed.
			

			
				“Oh, no, Ser Talbot. You’ve unbalanced me. Now you must suck just as much from my other breast. Here…” She cupped it with one hand and guided his head to her breast. 
			

			
				“Apologies, I did not mean to… mmmmmmm…”
			

			
				His words were consumed by his wanton sucking and slurping. His tongue swirling against her sensitive bud as he sucked the milk from her breast. He finally popped his lips free of her glistening areola and Faylana leaned down to share the taste of her own sweet milk in a steamy kiss. He almost succeeded in luring her back into the bed with him. She could certainly feel his cock rising between her thighs. But she pushed away from him and dismounted his lap.
			

			
				“Now, now, my wolfy knight, there will be time for such things later,” she giggled. “I have made you a big breakfast. I will not have it go to waste.”
			

			
				They sat naked at the table and Arthur was appropriately enthusiastic about the breakfast. He stuffed his mouth and moaned with satisfaction at each new morsel. Faylana watched him and giggled at every reaction.
			

			
				“The elf butter is especially delicious!” declared Arthur, spreading some of the rich special butter onto a fried slice of bread. He bit into it with a loud crunch and a groan that seemed to relish the sweet butter. “Mmmmmm. But I’m wondering, Faylana, is it normal for you elves to be so… productive with your milk? Why are you milky at all?”
			

			
				Faylana felt a cold prickle up the back of her neck. Arthur didn’t know. He surely at least suspected about Caldric, seeing as how he was introduced to her at a party where she and Caldric were working together, but Arthur didn’t know about her son.
			

			
				“Well, um, the truth is, Arthur… you might have suspected I was married.”
			

			
				“I asked around. I know you are with that baker. But not now. This morning you are here with me.” He took her hand and kissed it.
			

			
				“Yes, well, my marriage with Caldric is complicated. And, um, we have a son—”
			

			
				“Oh,” said Arthur, the corners of his mouth turning downward. “I had not meant to disrupt your happy family.”
			

			
				“His name is Garth. He’s still just a baby. Right now he is staying with Caldric’s sister and her husband. The thing is, well, Garth is half-orc.”
			

			
				“Ah.” Arthur wiped his lips on a cloth napkin. “You were taken by an orc? Such things do happen, my dear. Nothing to be ashamed of. And noble of you and your husband to raise the boy.”
			

			
				“I was not ‘taken’ by anyone.” Faylana’s tone became unusually hard. “It was mutually pleasurable and consensual.”
			

			
				“And your, ah, husband consented as well?”
			

			
				Faylana remembered the moment. The estrea powder throbbing in her womb. Straka huge behind her, reaching one hand around her hip to spread her cunt with his thick fingers. His other hand gripping a breast as he stared down Caldric. And Caldric, watching, permitting it to happen. Stroking himself as he watched Straka fucking her. As he no doubt heard her begging for the orc gladiator’s seed in her fertile pussy.
			

			
				“My husband consented,” said Faylana, her cheeks burning hot from the memory. “And now Straka – the orc - is dead and gone and Caldric and I are raising Garth. We love him.”
			

			
				Arthur seemed to consider this and then his frown became a smile.
			

			
				“Then I should like to meet your son. After breakfast. Let us go and meet him and you can properly introduce me to your husband as well. What do you say?”
			

			
				Tears welled in Faylana’s blue eyes. She cried out with joy and nearly overturned the table in her haste to leap from her chair and embrace Arthur. She fell to her knees beside his chair and threw her arms around his neck. She squeezed tightly against him.
			

			
				“Oh, thank you! I was so afraid of what you might say! Yes! Of course, he is with my husband’s sister now, but I will go and get Garth and bring him here so you can meet him.” She pulled back and looked Arthur in the eyes. “You are the very man I had dreamed. The beast I need to tame my desire and the knight I need to tame my heart.”
			

			
				He cradled her chin.
			

			
				“Ah, but you tame my beast, my lovely Faylana. I have never met a woman sweeter nor more beautiful.”
			

			
				He kissed her then and the last of her fears melted away against his lips. He happiness became a soft moan. Her arms unlaced from his neck and her hands slid down his bare chest. One fell into his lap and she felt the rising hardness of his cock. Her fingers encircled his shaft. Their kiss deepened.
			

			
				“Ah, my dear, I wasn’t finished with your delicious breakfast,” he chuckled against her lips.
			

			
				“Perhaps some more elf butter?” she suggested. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she reached back and scooped some of the soft butter from the dish with her fingers.
			

			
				“Oh, I do like a good smear of your sweet, creamy butter, my dear.”
			

			
				Arthur leaned back in in his chair for a better view of what Faylana was doing. She smiled up at him as she smeared the butter over the head of his cock and spread it down his shaft. She worked her hand from his fat, red cap down to the root, making his cock slippery and smooth with the creamy butter. Then, still smiling up at him, she cradled the softness of her breasts in her hands. She pressed around his cock, the warmth and hardness of him squeezed tightly and poking through her cleavage.
			

			
				‘Ohhhhhhh,” groaned Arthur, a grin spreading on his face as Faylana began to move. “You’ll find no lady of the court… to do such a thing. Mmmmmm. But perhaps their talents are not quite so… ohhhhh… prodigious as yours, Faylana.”
			

			
				“The ‘Pillows of Heaven’ massage? Why every elf girl learns it when she comes of age. We train using our breasts and a cock of polished stone.”
			

			
				“Truly?” 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm.” She squeezed tighter around him, working her slippery tits up and down his reddening cock as it began to ooze with his precum. “No, I made that up just now. But we elves are much more open with our sexuality than most of you humans.”
			

			
				“Very good,” laughed Arthur. His laughter became a groan of pleasure. “Th-thank the gods for your lack of inhibitions. Ohhhhhh, Faylana, my sweet. If you keep doing this, I’ll be decorating that slender neck with a choker of pearls.”
			

			
				“How can I refuse such a gift?” she gasped, moving faster, her cheeks colored with her desire. “Please, Ser Talbot. Bestow your gift upon me. Gush your glistening jewels upon my bosom.”
			

			
				“Yesss,” he groaned, gazing down upon Faylana’s beauty with those dark and brooding eyes now rapturous with pleasure. His cock reddening almost to purple as it was thrust from between Faylana’s crushing breasts.
			

			
				“Please,” she moaned, her eyes welling with need. “Oh, my sweet wolf, cum for me. Cum!”
			

			
				“Ahhhhh!” Arthur jerked his hips and thrust his cock between Faylana’s breasts. 
			

			
				At the peak of his thrust, his purpling cock erupted in a burst of spunk. Another. And another. Rapidly painting his seed across Faylana’s slender neck. She cried out as she felt the warm splash upon her throat. Her collarbones. Down into the valley of her cleavage. Smearing and pumping over his cock like a warm pendant of goo. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, my love,” she murmured, releasing his cock from between her breasts and leaning up to kiss him. “You give me every gift I’ve ever desired.”
			

			
				She felt such swelling happiness in her bosom, but there was a faint bitterness to it. The fear that she could not make this happy moment last.
			

			
				That someone would be irrevocably hurt.
			

			
				


			
				2
			

			
				On the Table
			

			
				 
			

			
				Cally swung the door open with a bang and stalked into the grimy tavern. It was early afternoon and the Belching Toad was mostly empty. The customers could sense her fury and looked away. The bartender smirked at her.
			

			
				She walked straight up to him and slammed her hands on the counter so hard that he flinched.
			

			
				“Where is he?” she demanded.
			

			
				The bartender pointed up. 
			

			
				Cally stomped up the stairs. There was no way he couldn’t hear her coming. She pounded on the door and snarled, “Greebi! Open up!”
			

			
				“Yes! I coming!” she heard the goblin yip through the door. He only opened it a finger’s width, but Cally drove her shoulder into the door and nearly broke it off its hinges. Greebi stumbled back, bouncing off his butt and back onto his feet. Scrambling backwards onto the bed. Into the corner. Cowering in wide-eyed terror as Cally loomed over him. 
			

			
				“What wrong? Why you so mad?” he squawked. 
			

			
				She grabbed him by his ankle and dragged him out of the corner and onto the edge of the bed. She wrapped her hands around his scrawny neck and squeezed. Not hard enough to choke him, but hard enough to pin him in place and let him know that she was in control.
			

			
				“I talked to Borto, Greebi,” she growled, her eyes burning embers of anger. “He made a potion for me and I remember. Almost everything.”
			

			
				“Oh no,” moaned Greebi.
			

			
				“Yes, that’s right. I remember who I am, who Faylana is, and who you are. My one question before I kill you for knocking me up is—”
			

			
				“You knocked up?” Greebi smiled for a moment and then gagged as Cally squeezed his neck.
			

			
				“Yes, you disgusting little goblin,” snarled Cally. “You fooled me into believing I was your girlfriend and I let you… let you have me! Your vile goblin seed has turned me into your…”
			

			
				“Mate,” choked out Greebi.
			

			
				Cally thought about killing him right then and there. He deserved it. But instead she was overcome with a wave of despair. Her male life was gone. She was trapped as a woman, possibly permanently.
			

			
				She released Greebi and turned her back on him as she sat down heavily on the mattress. Greebi scrambled away from her and back into the corner. Cally held her face in her hands. She wanted to cry, but the tears wouldn’t come.
			

			
				“It okay,” said Greebi, inching closer to her. “What… what one question?”
			

			
				“Huh?” Cally lifted her face from her hands and looked at him with her eyes blazing and red.
			

			
				“You say you have one question, then you not ask.” Greebi fidgeted nervously. “What one question Cally has for Greebi?”
			

			
				“How did you trick me into drinking it?” Cally looked at him with hatred. “I remember the washroom at the bakery… drinking the potion and then I wasn’t Caldric anymore. And you were there. How did you get me to drink the potion?”
			

			
				“No, no, no,” said Greebi, shaking his head vehemently. “I no trick at all. You already take potion and drink. You felt very sad. Didn’t want be man no more maybe. Now you beautiful. All women.”
			

			
				Greebi tentatively reached out. Cally’s mind was elsewhere. She felt the goblin stroking her hand, trying to comfort her in some way, but her mind was in her memories. Peeling back her misconceptions. She saw herself holding the potion vial and she remembered. She had not felt like a man. Caldric had believed that he had lost Faylana and failed his duties as a husband. That he could never satisfy or please Faylana again.
			

			
				“I have to go,” said Cally, standing up from the bed and jerking her hand out of Greebi’s reach. She hastened out of the room.
			

			
				“Wait!” called Greebi, hurrying after her. “You know go. We talk more. We—”
			

			
				“Don’t follow me, Greebi,” said Cally, turning to give Greebi a warning glance. “I need to figure things out. I don’t need your help.”
			

			
				The goblin looked like he was going to object, but then his lips tightened into a frown and he nodded. 
			

			
				“O-kay, Cally,” he said. “I give you space. But I want you know: I love Cally.”
			

			
				“Don’t say that.” She wheeled away from him, shoved past an arriving patron, and left the Belching Toad behind her.
			

			
				Cally felt almost as dizzy leaving the slums as she had felt leaving Borto’s. She wasn’t sure where she was going or what she planned to do, but an idea must have taken shape inside her subconscious, for she found herself on Boken Street and looking at the The Adventurer’s Bakery. She stared up at the sign, more of her memories flooding back. Embracing Faylana. Painting the outside of the bakery. Holding little Garth, the half-orc infant who Caldric had considered his own son.
			

			
				“Cally?” A soft voice addressed Cally and she blinked as the pedestrians parted and revealed a familiar beautiful elf.
			

			
				“Faylana,” said Cally, the name filled with so many conflicting emotions as it passed her lips.
			

			
				“I wondered what had become of Caldric,” said Faylana. “You’re not wearing a cloak, Cally, and there is a chill in the air. Come inside. I’ll make you some hot milk and chocolate.”
			

			
				Faylana took Cally’s hand and led her into the bakery. It was closed for the day and Faylana brought Cally back to the bakery’s ovens. She began heating a pan of milk on the stove. 
			

			
				“So why are you Cally again, my love?” asked Faylana. “Did Borto do something to you?”
			

			
				“Yes,” said Cally, finding it difficult to speak in the presence of the beautiful elf. She represented all of Cally’s – Caldric’s – desires and failings in a single package of loveliness. “I mean, Borto helped me remember. I drank the potion to turn myself into Cally on my own.”
			

			
				“You did? Why would you do a thing like that?” The milk began to steam and Faylana dropped pieces of chocolate and sugar into the pan. She began to stir the ingredients together.
			

			
				“I felt like I had lost you, Faylana,” admitted Cally.
			

			
				Faylana stopped stirring. Her back went stiff.
			

			
				“Did I? Lose you?”
			

			
				“I… no,” said Cally softly. “I lost myself, Faylana. I forgot what it was to be a man, I think. It’s all sort of hazy, but Greebi says—”
			

			
				“You’ve been talking with Greebi?” Her eyes widened. “You were with him at the cabin. When he came to see me. I thought there was a woman with him, but I never saw who it was. What were you doing with Greebi?”
			

			
				Cally gave Faylana a pointed look.
			

			
				“What were you doing at that cabin?” 
			

			
				Faylana’s cheeks colored. She turned back to the saucepan and resumed stirring. It was a few seconds before she seemed to work up the nerve to answer Cally.
			

			
				“I am in love with Ser Arthur Talbot,” she said. 
			

			
				“The man with the dark hair from the party of the marquis?” Cally felt the painful thumping of her heart in her chest. “You love him more than me? More than Caldric, I mean?”
			

			
				“No!” Faylana banged the wooden spoon she had been using to stir against the counter with her emotion. “No, it’s not like that. I love you both. I love… oh, Caldric. Cally. What can I do? I fell for him when I was paying the debt for the bakery. He was a mysterious man who came to me in the form of a half-beast.”
			

			
				“What?” 
			

			
				“A wulfen,” said Faylana, bringing the sauce pan over to the counter and pouring two mugs of the steaming chocolate drink. “Handsome and yet beastly. Sneed made me pleasure him, you see? Ser Talbot was only doing it to tame his urges. And it worked. Then when we met at the party it all fell into place for me. I wanted him, Cally. I needed him. The pleasure he could give me, yes, but also that feeling of being needed in return.”
			

			
				“I need you,” said Cally, taking her hand.
			

			
				“Do you?” asked Faylana, her eyes seeming to genuinely search for an answer.
			

			
				“Yes,” said Cally, without hesitation. She took both of Faylana’s hands and kissed them.
			

			
				“Then you will turn back?” asked Faylana.
			

			
				“I don’t know. It’s complicated, Faylana. There have been some mistakes.” Cally took a deep breath and confessed everything that had happened with Greebi. Faylana listened. She seemed to be hurt by some things, amused by others, but almost enthralled as Cally described making love with Greebi. And the revelation that her pregnancy had negated the potion Borto had made to restore her masculine body.
			

			
				“So you’re both Cally and Caldric now,” said Faylana with wonder. “And you’re pregnant with a goblin’s pups?”
			

			
				“Ah, um, well, that is what Borto believes,” said Cally, blushing sheepishly.
			

			
				“So after you give birth, then you can go back to being a man?” 
			

			
				“I don’t know,” admitted Cally. “Possibly. Or maybe this is just how I will be now.”
			

			
				“That doesn’t matter to me. I mean, it matters, but it’s not a bad thing. You’re so beautiful, Cally. And a woman can be just as exciting as a man.” It was Faylana’s turn to blush. “I have many fantasies about women and few chances to act them out. If you were to remain as Cally instead of Caldric that would provide me with even more outlets for my desires.”
			

			
				“Wait, you mean, you want to have sex with me like this?” Cally looked down at herself as if she might see the reason why. Her breasts were hardly straining the blouse that Greebi must have taken from Faylana. Her hips were not nearly so round and her bottom not nearly as luscious as the elf’s.
			

			
				“Mmmmhmmm,” said Faylana, sipping her hot chocolate. “It might be fun. We might find new things to appreciate about one another.”
			

			
				“You could stay with me like this?” Cally felt her breasts, her nipples stiffening through her blouse.
			

			
				“I will stay with you no matter what,” whispered Faylana, a hint of hot chocolate milk on her upper lip. “Though I can make no promises about who else I might desire.”
			

			
				Cally studied Faylana’s guileless blue eyes. This was no trickery. No attempt to simply put her at ease.
			

			
				Faylana still wants me, Cally realized with a start.
			

			
				“And I still want her,” murmured Cally.
			

			
				“Hmmm? What’s that?” 
			

			
				Cally moved impulsively, nearly knocking over her hot chocolate milk as she leaned across the table and planted a kiss on Faylana’s lips. The elf stiffened. Then, almost as quickly, yielded and accepted the kiss. Her lips parting. Her hot, sweet, chocolatey mouth inviting Cally’s tongue.
			

			
				Cally abandoned all caution and went for what she wanted. The cup spilled. The saucepan crashed to the floor. Cally shoved the table out of her path to get to Faylana. She pushed the gorgeous elf – her wife – back against the counter, still kissing her. Her hands caressed Faylana’s hips and reached around to cradle Faylana’s plush bottom. She lifted her up onto the counter and Faylana, giggling, wrapped her legs around Cally and kissed her just as passionately in return.
			

			
				“I knew I missed you even before I remembered our past together,” hissed Cally between wet, sloppy kisses with Faylana. Glistening strands connected their lower lips.
			

			
				“There’s something even more exciting about you as a woman,” giggled Faylana. “I want to try it. Can we do it here?”
			

			
				“What do you think is happening right now?” whispered Cally and she planted another scorching hot kiss on Faylana’s lips. 
			

			
				Faylana fell back across the countertop, her hair spreading around her head in a golden pool. Cally’s kisses became more heated. Her tongue more probing. She moaned as she kissed Faylana and tasted those sweet lips again and again. The memories of her life with Faylana were transposed over her newly feminine desires. Not so different from her old desires, at least when it came to Faylana.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, I want to taste you, my love,” moaned Faylana, kissing her way down to those lovely breasts. Plump and partly laden again as Cally drew open Faylana’s bodice and freed her creamy tits. She kissed them and pressed them together with both hands. She breathed the scent of elf milk clinging to Faylana’s thick nipples and pink areolas. 
			

			
				“Yesssss,” hissed Faylana, combing fingers into Cally’s hair. “Ohhh, Cally, suck them. They’re milky again. They’re practically bursting to be sucked.”
			

			
				“Oh, you’re always such a cow,” giggled Cally. “I mean that in the best way possible.”
			

			
				“You had better!” cried Faylana, feigning offense and then drawing Cally’s face to her left breast.
			

			
				Cally latched eagerly to Faylana’s straining nipple. Her sucking almost instantly produced a plentiful stream of the warm, creamy elf milk. Faintly sweet. Rich and delicious. Cally’s eyes fluttered shut as she lost herself to the sucking and clung to her beautiful wife. She only lifted her mouth from one breast to move to the other. Sucking just as greedily upon Faylana’s straining nipple and making the elf croon with pleasure.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, that’s right, drink your fill,” moaned Faylana.
			

			
				As Cally sucked, she thrust a hand between their bodies and pressed her fingers between Faylana’s legs. Caressing the soft warmth of Faylana’s mound through her underwear. Strumming at it until she could feel the bud of her clit through that sheer fabric. 
			

			
				“There’s something else I want to suck,” moaned Cally, milk smearing her lips as she kissed her way down Faylana’s body. 
			

			
				“Oh, that’s right,” moaned Faylana, holding her legs wide as Cally drew aside her panties. “Suck me there! Ohhh, Cally, I want to feel your tongue right theeeerrrrreee!”
			

			
				Her words turned to a cry as Cally dipped forward and ran her tongue over Faylana’s hot, slippery seam. Tasting her sweet folds. Tasting the hint of something else. A man. A lover. Still creamy inside Faylana. But far from deterring Cally, as it might have before, it only excited her more. She thrust her tongue into that salty-sweet flood. Tonguing and licking and letting that strange nectar spill into her mouth.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm!” moaned Cally, sucking at Faylana’s folds. Swallowing the slippery flow into her mouth. Looking up at Faylana as the elf’s breasts heaved and her body arched. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh! That’s itttt!” cried Faylana, cradling the back of Cally’s head. “Suck it! Suck it all! Do you… do you taste him?”
			

			
				“Mmmmhmmmm!” moaned Cally, sucking all the harder and furiously licking at Faylaa’s clit.
			

			
				“That’s right! Ohhh, dirty girl! Ohhhh, you like it!” Faylana laughed and wantonly bucked her hips. Fucking against Cally’s tongue. Grinding against Cally’s mouth and chin. 
			

			
				Cally was smothered in the slippery sweetness of Faylana. Breathing her well-fucked scent. Her sweetness at odds with that salty musk. Cally’s own pleasure building along with Faylana. Her hands between her legs and down her pants. Fucking herself. Feeling the warm squeeze of her inner walls against her slick fingers. 
			

			
				“Cumming! Oh, my love, I am cumming!” cried Faylana, tossing her hair and laughing with flushed delight as her orgasm rippled through her body.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmmmm!” cried Cally, cumming along with her. Pumping her fingers into her twitching cunt as she sucked and licked at Faylana. They strained for the peak of pleasure together and fell back to earth, panting and laughing. Cally slid atop Faylana, sharing an overheated kiss and the flavor of their lust.
			

			
				Faylana took charge then. Undressing Cally and kissing her all over. The elf’s lips soft and teasing. Her tongue reaching out to flick at Cally’s nipples, teasing the hot cusp of her quim, and dancing across the small of her back at the edge of her buttocks.
			

			
				They tangle together among their clothes on the floor of the bakery and their legs scissored together. Their cunts pressing tightly. Their bodies began to move with a secret, mutual rhythm. Slipping and sliding, thighs clenching, laughter escaping their lips as they sought a soft grinding ecstasy. Difficult, but not impossible. Their lust heating their bodies as they writhed upon the floor.
			

			
				The grinding of cunt to cunt brought them pleasure, but could not make them cum. So Faylana climbed atop Cally, straddling her face, and dropped her tongue to Cally’s cunt and began to lick her clit. Presented with Faylana’s ass, Cally reciprocated, lapping at Faylana’s sweet folds, at that little bead of pleasure, and at the hot clench of her elven asshole. The more Cally licked, the more Faylana’s moans vibrated into her pussy. Hotter and hotter, building with her own pleasure towards a crescendo of wet, trembling, clenching ecstasy.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, Faylana,” gasped Cally, burying her tongue deep in the hot cleft of Faylana’s ass. “Incredible! Smother me! Smother me with your lust!”
			

			
				Faylana cried out, tonguing ferociously at Cally’s clit and pushing her plump bottom back into Cally’s face. She rolled her hips and pressed back, smothering Cally just how she asked. Dominating Cally with her luscious rear even as Faylana’s tongue coaxed Cally to fresh heights of ecstasy.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm! Yesssss!” cried Cally, cumming hard against Faylana’s tongue even as her own tongue delved into the elf’s sweet cunt. Licking and sucking at her folds. Drinking the hot nectar that poured from Faylana’s quivering quim. 
			

			
				They collapsed together, sweaty, flushed, and giggling. Their faces smeared with saliva and cum. Cally pressed her body against Faylana. She kissed the elf’s warm neck. Nibbled at her earlobe. 
			

			
				“Tell me about him,” gasped Cally.
			

			
				“Ser Arthur Talbot. He has two cocks,” whispered Faylana. “Well… three actually.”
			

			
				“Three?”
			

			
				“He can transform into a man or beast or a huge wulfen somewhere between the two.”
			

			
				“And each has a different cock?” Cally’s heart pounded at the thought of a beastly wolfman thrusting away at Faylana. 
			

			
				“Each is different,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“And you’ve tried them all?” 
			

			
				Faylana hesitated. Chewed her lower lip. Then, flushed deep red, admitted, “Yes. All three. But the third one, the beastliest one, only once. That was… different.”
			

			
				“Good?” Cally raised an eyebrow.
			

			
				Somehow, Faylana’s cheeks turned an even deeper shade of red. She giggled and nodded, admitting her adventurous encounters with Ser Talbot.
			

			
				“That look on your face,” laughed Cally, all jealousy forgotten. “I think I would like to meet this man. Or is he a beast?”
			

			
				“Between the two,” said Faylana. “That’s the best. Mmmmm. But I have to get Garth first from your sister’s house. He wants to meet Garth.”
			

			
				“Oh, so it’s serious?” Cally felt a pulse of jealous fear returning.
			

			
				“Yes, it is, Cally,” said Faylana, taking Cally’s hand. “Come with me. We will get Garth and take him to the cabin together.” 
			

			
				Cally considered Faylana’s suggestion. Refusing it meant a sort of surrender. It meant knowing that Faylana would be taking her son with Straka out to meet her new wulfen lover. Would they start a new family? Would they leave Cally behind? Cally had to know. She had to stay involved.
			

			
				“Alright,” said Cally. “Let’s go to Astrid and Ruvar to get our son.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm, alright,” purred Faylana, turning her face towards Cally’s a pressing a kiss to Cally’s lips. “But first, I think we had better get cleaned up. What do you say to sharing a bath?”
			

			
				Cally answered her with a moan as their kiss melted into a sweet swirl of their tongues.
			

			
				


			
				3
			

			
				The Way of the Orc
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana had been the one to suggest Cally going with her to get Garth, but she was beginning to doubt the wisdom of inviting Cally. It had seemed like a good idea when it was all about getting her son – their son – and taking Garth to meet Ser Talbot. But then she remembered Ruvar and her special relationship with the big half-orc. Ruvar was always happy to take Garth into the home he shared with Caldric’s sister Astrid, but he often demanded certain payments from Faylana.
			

			
				Sexual payments.
			

			
				Ruvar could sometimes even demand those payments on the spot. And Faylana, well, when she was around Ruvar, she found it difficult to refuse the hunk half-orc whatever he desired.
			

			
				“Um, my love,” said Faylana, riding beside Cally in on the bakey’s wagon. “When we get to your sister’s house, perhaps it would be better if you remained outside. Watching the horses.”
			

			
				“Hmmm? Why is that?” Cally looked at her curiously. Then glanced down at her own breasts jiggling with the movement of the wagon over the cobblestones. “Ah, yeah, they might not recognize me.”
			

			
				“Or they might recognize you,” said Faylana. “Which would prompt an awful lot of questions. I have no issue with you answering those questions, but perhaps now is not the right time.”
			

			
				“Yeah,” said Cally. “You’re right. You go in and get Garth. I’ll wait with the wagon.”
			

			
				Astrid and Ruvar lived in a small country house just outside the walls of Zeegendorf. Close enough to the city to have some protection from the guards, but with enough open space for a barn, chickens, sheep, and a few pigs. The wagon creaked to a halt outside the gate and Faylana climbed down from the seat. She had changed into tight-fitting trousers and a simple peasant-style blouse that presented an enticing view into her deep cleavage. 
			

			
				The chickens squawked and scattered from the yard as she walked up to the house. She could hear Garth cooing and giggling to himself somewhere at the back of the house, but she knocked on the front door.
			

			
				“Coming,” called Ruvar in his deep, gravely voice. That single word sent a thrill through Faylana’s loins. She’d heard him say it before. Usually grunting it just before hot ropes of his spunk splashed on her bottom or pumped into her quivering cunt.
			

			
				Ruvar stepped to the door and held it open. The handsome, green-skinned half-orc was shirtless, clad only in a towel wrapped around his muscular midsection. His short, dark hair was a damp tangle. He had been bathing. Faylana could smell the aroma of soap on the air.
			

			
				“Ah, Faylana,” said Ruvar, breaking into a grin that showed off his half-sized tusks. “I thought you were coming to get Garth yesterday. But here you are today. Astrid is out back with your boy now. A precious little tot.”
			

			
				“Yes, I know,” said Faylana. “Thank you for looking after him, Ruvar. With everything Cally – Caldric – and I have going on right now it has been a lifesaver for us.”
			

			
				“Mmmmhmmm,” said Ruvar, his massive pecs flexing as he rubbed his big hands together. “You must be really grateful for all the help.”
			

			
				“Extremely,” said Faylana breathlessly, her face growing hot as she watched Ruvar’s chest and abdomen ripple with strength. “I can never… never repay you.”
			

			
				“Oh, maybe you can’t all in one day,” chuckled Ruvar, stepping out of the house and onto the porch. “But I can think of a few ways you can make a downpayment.”
			

			
				He pulled her into his powerful arms, held her against his muscular chest, and planted a forceful kiss on Faylana’s lips. 
			

			
				There was no objecting to a kiss like that. She swooned int Ruvar’s embrace and surrendered her lips and tongue to the half-orc’s desire. He dominated her, not with force, but simply by his presence and apparent lust. One of Ruvar’s big hands supported the small of Faylana’s back, the other brazenly cupped and squeezed her bottom as his kiss deepened. 
			

			
				He separated from the kiss and looked out across the yard at the waiting wagon. 
			

			
				“Who is the girl you brought with you?”
			

			
				“Hmmm?” Faylana blinked, remembering where she was and who was with her. “Oh, her? An old friend. Don’t worry. Let’s go somewhere more private, Ruvar, and I’ll do a little repaying of my debt.”
			

			
				“Ha! Always eager, little elf!” He gave her ass a stinging smack. “Come with me to the woodshed. We will find some privacy there.”
			

			
				It was cooler in the woodshed. Darker and more private. The neat stacks of firewood shielded all but their heads from view. 
			

			
				“Ruvar,” gasped Faylana as the big orc took her in his arms once more. He kissed her lips, her neck, her shoulder. His hands were rough undoing her blouse. He filled his hands with the softness of her breasts as they fell free of her blouse. He squeezed them and held them to his face as he leaned down to bury kisses and warm licks against her tits. She cried out as she felt the nip of his tusks and then his warm mouth began to suck. Pleasure shot through her from the urgent suckling. Milk flowed into Ruvar’s mouth and dribbled from his chin. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm,” he growled with pleasure, his hands moving lower as he continued to kiss and suck. The fresh elf milk only seemed to excite him more. He yanked Faylana’s trousers down to her knees. He squeezed her ass and smacked the bare flesh. He ran his fingers into her crack and thrust his other hand between her legs. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, yesss, touch me however you like,” moaned Faylana, unable to resist the forceful lust of the orc. She rocked her hips, rubbing her slick cunt against the fingers of one of Ruvar’s hands and grinding her ass back against the fingers of the other. 
			

			
				Ruvar massaged her crack and her tight pucker but did not penetrate her with his fingers. At least not with those fingers. With his other hand, he thrust two and then three thick fingers into her slick pussy. The stroke of his powerful digits prepared her for his impressive girth, but not his similarly impressive length. All the same, it was incredible. The way he worked his fingers in and out of her down to the last knuckle and beat the knuckles of his other fingers against her clit. She sucked in a breath, grinding more urgently against him as her pleasure began to rise. Soft whimpers of ecstasy escaped her lips even as she tried to silence herself. 
			

			
				“Don’t fight it,” growled Ruvar. “Let me hear you sing, little bird.”
			

			
				“Yessss,” gasped Faylana, her orgasm building to a knee-shaking crescendo. Nectar pouring down her thighs and dripping through Ruvar’s fingers. Her pleasure tightening like a vise in her core. “YESSSSSS! Aaahhhhhh!”
			

			
				She bucked hard against Ruvar’s thrusting fingers and collapsed against him, clinging to the bare muscles of his chest. Feeling the towel that he had tied around his waist drop from his loins and expose the thick greenish hose of his cock. She collapsed to her knees as his fingers slipped from her pussy. She fell against his cock. Cradling it to her face. Kissing it. Caressing his heavy bollocks as she ran her tongue up his shaft and to the flaring tip.
			

			
				“That’s it,” growled the orc, stroking Faylana’s golden tresses. “I know how you miss my orc cock.”
			

			
				It was true. With Straka out of the picture, Faylana sometimes found herself craving orc cock, particularly late at night or after some unsatisfying sex with Caldric. She had crept out of the city and to Ruvar’s farmhouse on more than one occasion. Astrid supposedly knew all about her husband’s dalliances with Faylana, but Faylana doubted Caldric’s sister really knew the frequency of those visits. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Faylana, lips popping wetly and head bobbing as she urgently sucked Ruvar’s cock. She only stopped slurping on his fat orc cock to go down to his bollocks and lavish attention on those as well. Nuzzling and licking at them. Sucking them gently as her hand worked Ruvar’s cock.
			

			
				She was so focused on pleasuring the orc’s massive green cock that she forgot all about Cally.
			

			
				Cally was not entirely oblivious to what was happening. She had watched Faylana and Ruvar cross the yard to the shed and she had seen the way they embraced in the doorway of the house. When she began hearing cries of pleasure coming from the shed, Cally could not resist investigating further. She had half-formed memories of catching Faylana fucking Ruvar before. Was she doing it again? Now of all times?
			

			
				Cally heard the wet sounds of lust coming from behind the woodpile as she crept closer to the shed. She squeezed against the logs and leaned around them to peek inside. Faylana was on her knees, her blouse open and her pants around her ankles, slurping and licking like a whore at the muscular orc’s straining fuckmeat. The sight of such pure lust struck a vibrating note deep in Cally’s cunt. She watched Faylana’s head bobbing. Watched the elf’s pink tongue swirling around the orc’s fat cock.
			

			
				“You can do more than watch,” growled the orc.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm?” Faylana popped her lips from Ruvar’s cock. “Cally? What are you doing?” 
			

			
				“I… I thought something might be wrong,” said Cally, stepping out from behind the woodpile. 
			

			
				“Nothing wrong at all,” rumbled Ruvar’s deep voice as his beady orc eyes took in the sight of Cally’s shapely body. “Especially now that you’re here. Come closer, my dear. Let me have a good look at you. Something about you… reminds me of Astrid.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm?” Faylana slid her mouth from Ruvar’s cock and glanced over her shoulder. “You know, you’re right, Ruvar. It’s those blue eyes.”
			

			
				“It’s the tits,” growled the orc. “Only these are bigger. Bring them over here. Let me have a feel.”
			

			
				Cally’s heart thumped heavily in her chest as she was drawn towards the outstretched hands of the orc. Her focus was drawn to Faylana, who returned to slurping and bobbing on Ruvar’s cock. Her peachy bottom resting against her heels and her bare tits wet with drool. Cally was staring so intently at the sight that she walked her breasts right into Ruvar’s hands. He chuckled and squeezed Cally’s proffered breasts. Thumbing her nipples through her blouse. Kneading and shaping them with his strong hands.
			

			
				“Yes, these’ll do nicely,” he growled, already slipping his hand past the buttons of Cally’s blouse. Fingers warm and rough against her bare skin. Squeezing her as he leaned in for a kiss that consumed Cally’s mouth. His tongue thrusting. His other hand slipping into Cally’s trousers. Finding her cunt fairly steaming.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, you’re a hot one,” he chuckled against her lips. “I’ll have to fuck you both then.”
			

			
				There was no decision to be made for Cally. She slipped into the embrace of the orc and submitted to his every whim. Her mouth was his. Her breasts belonged in his hands. Her slick folds parted beneath his fingers. She did scarcely more than whimper with lust as he undressed her with one hand. Then sent her to her knees beside Faylana.
			

			
				“Share,” he growled, cradling both of their heads as he leaned back against the woodpile.
			

			
				There was certainly plenty of him to go around. His glans swollen. His cockhead nearly purple atop his green shaft. Dripping with precum. Balls wet with Faylana’s sweet saliva. Cally and Faylana pressed their soft breasts against him from both sides. They kissed and licked around his cock. Lips sometimes meeting. Sometimes sharing his throbbing flesh between their mouths. Tongues slimy with his salty pre. Kisses moaning hotly around his cockhead. Hands competing for space on his shaft. Pumping in rhythm. Moaning with need. 
			

			
				“Thaaaat’s right,” chuckled Ruvar. “Good girls. Once you have orc cum, you will be addicted for life. I promise you… what was your name?”
			

			
				“Cally,” said Faylana and went right back to slurping on Ruvar’s cum-heavy bollocks.
			

			
				“Cally, is it? Ha! Are you sure you’re not related to Caldric?”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmnnnmmn,” replied Cally, her lips sliding on Ruvar’s fat cock.
			

			
				A part of Cally recoiled from sucking orc cock. She recalled her past life and what she had seen Faylana do with other men and orcs and goblins. Yet her body craved more. It yearned for the feel of goblin cock pulsating between her lips, sliding slippery between her pressing tits, and thrusting to the back of her throat. She wanted to know how it felt. Filling her tight human cunt. Slamming into her hard and deep.
			

			
				“Good,” rumbled Ruvar. “Both of you now! Share it!”
			

			
				He cradled their heads and pressed their mouths to his cock. He thrust between their lips, over their tongues, his strokes growing more and more urgent as they whimpered and cooed with lust. Cally looked across the fat orc cock at Faylana. Into her silvery-blue eyes. That mischief sparkling in those eyes and that naughty desire burning in Faylana’s cheeks. 
			

			
				“Her it comes!” bellowed Ruvar, pulling back and grabbing hold of his cock. “Open wide! Both of you! I have a feast for you in my baaallllls!”
			

			
				He roared above them, pumping his fist on his cock as his tip throbbed and twitched. Faylana and Cally pressed together, cheek-to-cheek, their faces upturned, and their mouths open wide. Tongues out. Moaning submissively for Ruvar’s orc load.
			

			
				Ruvar’s muscles strained and bulged and his roar grew louder as his fat cock erupted in a salvo of cum. Cally jerked as cum splattered her face from her forehead to her chin. It splashed her hair and landed with a heavy gush into her mouth. Ruvar stroked his cock, draining thick ropes of spunk onto the two women. Drenching their tongues in his seed and rubbing his oozing cock on their faces. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” Faylana’s lips encircled his cock and she sucked hard enough to hollow her cheeks as she drained the last of Ruvar’s cum.
			

			
				Cally wiped the spunk into her mouth, looking up and laughing as she sucked her fingers clean. She swallowed and tasted the thick, salty flavor. Somehow different than human cum. More bitter, but also more delicious. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” she agreed with Faylana, leaning in to gently suck on Ruvar’s bollocks.
			

			
				“Good girls,” gasped Ruvar, stroking them both. “Give me a nice cleaning with those tongues and I’ll be ready to give you what you really need.”
			

			
				It didn’t take long with Faylana and Cally working together to lick his green cock clean. It hardly flagged and soon enough seemed as stiff as it had been right before he sprayed his load all over their faces. 
			

			
				The woodpile was hardly a comfortable place to be fucked, but Faylana and Cally were both so eager for Ruvar’s big green cock that they bent over the stacks of wood. Cally braced her arms on the logs while Faylana went ahead and put her tits against the logs. 
			

			
				“Look at those lovely asses,” laughed Ruvar, admiring them as they stood hip-to-hip and presented their pussies to him. He stroked his cock with one hand and caressed their rears with the other. Spreading their asses. Teasing their cunts. Cally gasped with need as his fingers found her clit. She pushed back against him and Ruvar laughed and withdrew his touch. “Faylana, your friend here is really begging for it. I might have to start with her.”
			

			
				“Oh, pleaseeee,” moaned Faylana, wiggling her hips. “Tasting your cum always makes me ache with need. Fuck me, Ruvar.”
			

			
				“Fuck meee,” gasped Cally, surprised at herself as she arched her back and titled her hips to present an even more inviting target to the orc.
			

			
				Spoiled for choice, Ruvar lingered with his cock in hand. Looking at them both and then, slowly, rubbing his cock back and forth between their presented pussies. Smearing their asses with his drooling precum. Teasing apart their folds but not thrusting inside them. Each touch of Ruvar’s cock sent a tremor of pleasure through Cally. She resisted the urge to slam her ass back against him as he used his cock to rub open her cuntlips, teasing her dripping snatch, and then pull back again to offer his cock to Faylana’s cunt.
			

			
				“Sorry, Cally,” growled Ruvar, “but I can’t resist this pretty pink elf pussy!”
			

			
				He eased his cock into Faylana’s pussy, eliciting a satisfied cry from Faylana and a jealous whimper from Cally. Ruvar’s thrusts began gently enough, but in a few seconds he was pounding into Faylana. His muscular hips spanked her ass and his cock plowed deep into her pussy. Each thrust slammed another cry of pleasure from her lips.
			

			
				Cally watched over her shoulder as Faylana’s hips worked and her plump bottom jiggled with each impact. The entire woodpile shook with the force of Ruvar’s thrusts. He pounded into Faylana until she was grabbing at the logs and howling with ecstasy. Her pleasure so loud that Ruvar grabbed her head, turned it, and pushed Faylana’s face towards Cally.
			

			
				“Kiss her,” growled the orc. “Shut her up! She’s going to bring Astrid out here!”
			

			
				“Shhhhhhhh,” hissed Cally, smashing her lips to Faylana’s mouth. Faylana kept wailing with her ecstasy even as Cally thrust her tongue into Faylana’s mouth. Tasting the sweat on her lips and feeling those vibrating, muffled cries and the head-bouncing force of Ruvar’s thrusts.
			

			
				The orc let out a savage cry and drew his cock from Faylana’s pussy.
			

			
				Cally scarcely had a moment to prepare herself before the orc’s huge cockhead was pressing to her cunt. Faylana whimpered and slumped on the woodpile, her pleasure still shuddering up her legs. Ruvar took hold of Cally’s slender waist and fed his fat, bulling cockhead into Cally’s tight channel. It was exquisite. So much better than any human cock she had experienced. It stretched her and filled her completely. Veins bulging. The fat ridge of Ruvar’s crown rubbing inside her like his cock was created by the gods to make Cally cum.
			

			
				“So tight! Practically a virgin!” laughed Ruvar. “I will make you feel it when I cum! Does your womb yearn for my orc seed? I’ll breed you, girl!”
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, yessss, fill me!” cried Cally, suddenly craving the very idea of Ruvar’s hot sperm pumping into her womb. Of course, she knew her womb was already claimed, but such thoughts could not interfere with her body’s ravenous hunger for the orc’s load. “Pump… pump my pussy full!”
			

			
				Cally looked back at him over her shoulder, watching Ruvar’s muscular body hammer into her. Feeling his big hands pull her back with each stoke. Her head bouncing from the impacts. Her firm ass jiggling only a little. Deep inside her, pleasure tightened around him. Coiling in her core. Squeezing around his every thrust.
			

			
				She realized she was about to cum just as Ruvar hilted inside her and let out a tusk-baring roar. His cock pulsed in her cunt and she felt the first hot spurt of his seed. It was enough to send her plunging into ecstasy. Her inner walls gripped him so tightly that she could feel the twitch of his shaft as his cock gushed inside her again and again. 
			

			
				“Taaake itttt!” roared the orc, driving in and out of her with his cum frothing at his shaft. Pumping her full of his orc seed just as she had demanded.
			

			
				Cally collapsed against the woodpile as Ruvar drew his cock from her creamy depths. Panting heavily and chuckling at the sight of Cally’s fresh cunt dripping with his foamy seed. Faylana was quickly behind Cally, licking her folds and soothing Cally’s raw cunt. The sensation sent Cally into a quivering secondary orgasm. Her knees knocked against the woodpile and her arms hung over the opposite side as Faylana licked and licked and eagerly cleaned her cunt.
			

			
				“You two have fun,” chuckled Ruvar, tying his towel back around his waist. “I’ll get dressed and let Astrid know you are here to get Garth.”
			

			
				“Nnnnnnnhnnnn,” moaned Faylana, her tongue deep in Cally’s creamy cunt. She pulled back and said, “Thanks, Ruvar!”
			

			
				“Anytime,” laughed the orc, walking backwards to watch a little longer as Faylana returned to pleasuring Cally with her tongue.
			

			
				Cally cooed with exhausted pleasure, a smile on her face as Faylana lapped up every errant drop of orc spunk. When Faylana was done, they shared the salty flavor in a kiss. Almost hot enough to get things started again, but they both knew the fun had to come to an end. They dressed, exchanging conspiratorial looks that made them both giggle.
			

			
				They had shared their first cock together. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				4
			

			
				The Way of the Wolf
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I’m nervous,” admitted Cally, standing next to Faylana outside the door to Ser Talbot’s cabin. 
			

			
				Faylana shifted the cooing bundle of Garth in her arms. The half-orc tot could crawl like a little bug when he was excited and cry like a demon when he was upset, but he was relaxed and nearly asleep in Faylana’s arms. She kissed him on his green forehead and then smiled at Cally.
			

			
				“It will be alright, my love,” said Faylana. “Ser Talbot is a gentleman. Even when the beast takes hold of him, he will not hurt either of us or Garth. He just wants to meet my – our – child. Because he loves me.”
			

			
				Cally’s cheeks grew a little hotter at the thought of another man loving Faylana. Then again, Cally wasn’t a man at all. Not at the moment. Whatever her past with Faylana, she had a different future with the elf to look forward to. 
			

			
				“Alright,” said Cally. “I just don’t want things to move so fast. Everything has been… changing.”
			

			
				“You are certainly right there,” chuckled Faylana, glancing over at Cally’s ample cleavage. “Don’t worry, my love. I will not leave you. In fact, I think I love you more than ever.”
			

			
				“Really?” Cally was still smiling as Faylana finally knocked on the door.
			

			
				The door opened almost immediately and there stood Ser Talbot in his green doublet and brown trousers. A collar of loose white opened enough to reveal a tuft of his chest hair. Cally was surprised by the man. Bewitched by his intense, dark eyes, curly black hair, and the physique of a workman rather than a nobleman.
			

			
				“Ah! What’s this?” said Ser Talbot, a smile spreading upon his face. “My favorite elf returns!”
			

			
				“Oh, Arthur, how many elves do you know?” giggled Faylana, instantly transformed into a blushing schoolgirl. Cally wanted to act the same. She experienced a fluttering exhilaration in her tummy at being in the presence of the handsome knight. 
			

			
				“You are the only one, I’ll confess,” said Ser Talbot with a wink. “Oh, and who is this? The picture of loveliness.”
			

			
				He took Cally’s hand and kissed it before Cally could even properly react. 
			

			
				“That is Cally,” said Faylana, trying to explain. “She is my… she is a very, very close friend. I thought you would like to meet her as well.”
			

			
				“Ah, but such a beauty must have grown upon the branches of the same tree as you, Faylana!” laughed Ser Talbot. “Well, Cally, any friend of Faylana is welcome! Come in, come in. My cabin is small but make yourself comfortable. Is that the boy in your arms?”
			

			
				“Yes, Garth,” said Faylana, holding the bundled tot out to Ser Talbot.
			

			
				Cally watched as the knight scooped him up and drew back the blanket to have a look. 
			

			
				“Ahhhh! A handsome young lad! Takes after his mother as much as his father, I see!” 
			

			
				Garth’s eyes fluttered open. When the little half-orc saw Ser Talbot the baby’s face contorted unhappily and he began to cry. His crying grew louder and filled the small cabin with Garth’s hysterical wailing.
			

			
				“Ohhh, shhh, it’s alright,” said Ser Talbot, trying to comfort him. “I know. I am a big, scary knight. Sshhhh.”
			

			
				He patted Garth and tried to calm him down, but the little half-orc kept crying and finally the knight, beaten by the baby, held the bundle out to Faylana.
			

			
				“I usually have this effect on members of the court,” said Ser Talbot. “I thought babies liked me.”
			

			
				“Ohhhh, he does,” says Faylana. “He has just had a busy day. He has been passed around a lot. I will take him for a walk and get him some fresh air. You two get to know each other.”
			

			
				Faylana’s weary smile and Garth’s loud squalling precluded any argument. Cally held the door open for Faylana as she stepped back out into the woods with the crying baby. Faylana closed the door behind her and the sound of Garth’s tantrum receded. 
			

			
				The cabin was quiet with Faylana and Garth gone. Cally felt her heart beating a little faster as she realized she was alone with Ser Talbot. They exchanged a long glance, each searching the other with uncertainty.
			

			
				“So, um, Faylana tells me you have become very close with her,” said Cally.
			

			
				“I love her,” said Ser Talbot. “I would marry her today, but she is already claimed. Her husband… I think it is complicated with him. And then you have her son, who I see does not like me very much.”
			

			
				It was obvious that Ser Talbot both cared for Faylana and wanted to impress her. Cally found his attitude endearing. She put her hand on Ser Talbot’s arm. He looked down at her touch and slowly took in the sight of Cally’s body and her ample cleavage before he met her gaze again. A heat spread in her cheeks as she gazed up at him.
			

			
				“I am certain her son will come to like you, Ser Talbot,” said Cally breathlessly. “And Faylana’s husband…”
			

			
				“Do you know him?” asked Ser Talbot, his voice soft and deep.
			

			
				“I know him well,” said Cally. “Or I thought I did. But maybe I don’t.”
			

			
				“Hah, so it is complicated with him,” said Ser Talbot with a chuckle. “And what about with you, my dear? Are things complicated with you? Do you know what you want?”
			

			
				She did. Very much. She knew with sudden, throbbing certainty. 
			

			
				Cally smiled as she slowly went down to her knees in front of Ser Talbot. He reached for her, perhaps thinking she was swooning to the floor, but before he could take hold of her she took hold of his trousers. The handsome knight rocked back and looked at her uncertainly.
			

			
				“Hmmm? What are you…?”
			

			
				“Just seeing what all the fuss was about,” said Cally, reaching into the warm confines of Ser Talbot’s trousers and wrapping her hand around the fat hose of his cock. He shuddered and let out a groan as she drew his prick out into the open. A nice size, she thought, but not much bigger than Caldric.
			

			
				Bigger than me, she tried to remind herself. But her body was moving and acting faster than her mind could put up barriers. She stroked him and leaned her face closer. Her mouth opening. Her tongue reaching. A murmur of lust upon her lips. 
			

			
				Ser Talbot stepped back just as Cally’s tongue was about to make contact. She managed to keep her hand on his cock, but she tipped forward, almost falling.
			

			
				“What’s wrong?” she asked, looking up at the knight.
			

			
				“I scarcely know you, young lady! You should not be grabbing my prick and trying to stuff it between those pretty lips! I am enamored with your friend, Faylana. Remember her?”
			

			
				“Yesss,” said Cally, crawling closer to him again. Stroking his cock. “She told me all about you, Ser Talbot. She said there is a beast within you. That you satisfy her like no one else. I had to see for myself. Mmmmmmmm.”
			

			
				Cally took him in her mouth and began to eagerly suck. Ser Talbot’s protests became a groan of pleasure. His hand, on her shoulder as if he might push her away, moved up to Cally’s spill of dark hair and cradled the back of her head. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmhmmmm,” she moaned, slurping lustily on his cock. Her eyes growing heavy with lust. One hand reaching up to caress his bollocks as she sucked him.
			

			
				It did not take much before he was fully aroused. Panting softly, she pulled him from between her lips. 
			

			
				“Will you show me the beast?” gasped Cally. “Will you ravish me with your beastly cock?”
			

			
				“That elf has loose lips,” said Ser Talbot. “Looser than even yours. Now tighten those up on my prick. Finish what you started, my dear.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Cally, descending once more onto the knight’s reddening lance. She prodded her throat with each downward stroke, encouraged to greater depths by the hand upon her head. Drool dripped from her chin and splashed against her heaving breasts. She reached down and tugged the laces of her bodice, freeing her soft tits to a groan of appreciation from Ser Talbot.
			

			
				“You dizzy me with your wanton mouth,” groaned the knight. He staggered back a few steps and plopped into a chair by the fire. Cally was upon him like a predator on the trail of its prey. She resumed her filthy cocksucking, her head riding up and down in his lap as the knight relaxed into the chair, a smile on his face.
			

			
				Cally only stopped in her sucking to lick her way down the bold knights thick and twitching cock to tongue his heavy bollocks. She sucked them and licked them, catching a faint scent of sex clinging to his cock. Had he been with Faylana already today? The thought only excited Cally even more. She returned her mouth to his cock and added her hand to his shaft. She looked up at him needfully. Not caring if she was caught by Faylana. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm,” she moaned as she saw the pleasure tighten his face. She felt his balls beneath her fingers draw up against his root.
			

			
				“That’s it, my lovely,” he growled. “A little more now. A little more… and you shall… hnnnn… have your reward.”
			

			
				“Oh, yes,” she gasped out her words around the head of his cock between messy slurps on his straining cock. “Will you show me the beast? Mmmmmm! Or will you let me taste your… mmmmm… hot, thick seed?”
			

			
				“So that’s what you’ve been up to in here!”
			

			
				The sound of Faylana’s angry voice sent a shock through Cally. Ser Talbot jerked upright in his chair and let go of Cally’s head. 
			

			
				“My love! You’re back so soon! Your friend,” he cried, leaping to his feet and covering his wet cock with one hand, “she was insatiable. She said you, ah, told her about my affliction.”
			

			
				Cally wiped her lips on the back of her hand and smiled sheepishly at Faylana.
			

			
				“I couldn’t resist, Faylana. Sorry.”
			

			
				“Oh, I’m only teasing,” giggled Faylana. “I thought you might be up to something of the sort, so I put Garth to sleep in a leaf hammock in the shade. Now then, I hope you don’t mind if I join in the fun.”
			

			
				With that, Faylana hastily shed her clothing. Cally joined her and soon both women were completely naked and pressing their nude bodies together as Ser Talbot admired them. His hand moved lazily on his stiff cock as Cally kissed Faylana and they mashed their soft breasts together. Cally’s tongue roved against Faylana’s tongue and their thighs rubbed against each other. She could feel the heat of Faylana’s steamy elf cunt against her leg as her hands traced and caressed Faylana’s ample curves.
			

			
				“Why don’t you show her the beast, my love,” purred Faylana.
			

			
				“Cally, I think your friend prefers my darker half to my human form,” he said, his growl deepening. “I cannot refuse her, but I must ask if you are certain. Once the beast has been unleashed, he will not rest until he is satiated.”
			

			
				“Oh, we will satisfy him,” cooed Faylana.
			

			
				“Yes, we will take good care of him,” pledged Cally, though she felt a hot thrill of anticipation tinged with fear. She had never imagined the pleasures a wulfen might offer. Suddenly, she could think of nothing else. 
			

			
				It was even harder to once Ser Talbot began his transformation. His body hunched and his muscles began to bulge. He tore of his shirt and snarled with pain as his nose and mouth elongated into a snout. Dark fur spread over his body from his neck, down his shoulders, chest, and abdomen. He yanked off his pants completely even as his hands began to transform into claws. 
			

			
				He dropped to his knees, and they inverted with a revolting pop of dislocating bone. He howled with pain, but soon was using them in reverse as he pushed himself back into a hunched but standing position. His face now that of a great black and gray wolf. His eyes the same, but now filled with bestial hunger.
			

			
				Cally found her gaze drifting down his powerful, bestial body and back to his cock. Even that was completely different. Lupine and reddish pink. Glistening and covered in a tracery of darker capillaries. The flared tip seemed all wrong and that excited Cally.
			

			
				“Oh, gods, it’s so big,” she moaned.
			

			
				“Wait until you feel the knot,” teased Faylana, taking Cally’s hand and bringing her closer to the growling wulfen. 
			

			
				Faylana brought Cally’s hand to Ser Talbot’s wulfen cock and Cally felt the pulsating, radiating heat of it beneath her fingers. They grasped it together as the furry brute growled with pleasure. His big arms wrapped around them, drawing their naked bodies against him and caressing them with his claws as they began to share the duty of caressing his hard red cock. 
			

			
				“Ohhh, it feels so wrong,” cooed Cally, pumping her hand up and down his shaft from his bulging knot to the flared tip. 
			

			
				“Who is to say? He is not beast nor man, so it is up to us to decide what we desire.”
			

			
				“What I dessssirreee,” growled Ser Talbot, forming the words with effort. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, I bet I know what you would like, my love,” said Faylana, leaning up on her tiptoes to give him a kiss. Cally watched the lewd sight of their kiss, tongues flicking together, his long and soft and flexible as it thrust into Faylana’s mouth. Then Faylana turned to Cally and kissed her instead. Sharing a hint of that lupine saliva on her tongue. Bitter and strange. Their lips meeting and their tongues enraptured. Faylana pressed against Cally, kissing her and drawing her slowly down to her knees.
			

			
				“Oh, gods, it’s so hot,” gasped Cally, a grin manifesting out of her trembling sense of the profane. “I want more of it.”
			

			
				“Let us share him then,” said Faylana, pressing another wet kiss to Cally’s lips. “Let us squeeze him and stroke him with our bounty.”
			

			
				Faylana cradled her breasts with both hands and gave them a squeeze, sending a warm spray of milk from each nipples and coating Cally’s heaving breasts in her elf cream. Cally took hold of Ser Talbot’s cock and guided him to between their breasts and in a moment their soft tits were squeezing around his shaft from either side. He was so large that his red pillar thrust from between them with fully a third of its length. Faylana’s milk further lubricating his already slick cock as he began to growl and rut into the crushing busts of Faylana and Cally.
			

			
				“Yours are so much bigger,” pouted Cally.
			

			
				“Give it time,” said Faylana with a wink. “You’ll be swelling up with milk in no time the way you’ve been entertaining men.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhh,” whimpered Cally, feeling a hot thrill of depraved lust. After all, according to Borto, she already was knocked up by none other than Greebi. It was only a matter of time before her breasts were as big and milky as Faylana’s.
			

			
				“Sofffft,” growled Ser Talbot, his hips moving and his red cock thrusting harder between the two pairs of breasts squeezing around his shaft. Cally could feel the heat building in that big wulfen cock. She could see the pre dripping from its tip and feel the knot bulging thicker at his root. 
			

			
				“That’s right, my love,” cooed Faylana, looking up at the rutting wulfen. “Have your way with our bosoms. Claim these soft hills for your pleasure!”
			

			
				“Ooooh, yesss,” moaned Cally. “Fuck our tits!”
			

			
				He braced a clawed hand on each of them and began to furiously thrust between their tits. They worked their bodies around him, up and down, sliding their soft breasts against his overheated cock. Ser Talbot growled louder and thrust with feverish urgency. His tongue began to loll from his mouth. He was panting and snarling with pleasure. 
			

			
				Faylana kissed his cock first. Her tongue sliding over and under the wulfen’s flared tip as he rammed his cock between their bodies. Cally joined her a moment later, licking his thrusting cock and tasting the salty smear of his pre. Tongue and lips cradling him. Licking. Kissing. Sharing a kiss across his cockhead with Faylana. 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” cried Cally, feeling the wulfen’s body growing tense.
			

			
				“Rrrrraaaaa! Here it… her it comes!” howled Ser Talbot, throwing back his head and calling out to the ceiling.
			

			
				His thrusting cock erupted in their faces. It pumped thick streams of hot wulfen spunk into their mouths, over their tongues, and coated their chins, cheeks, and even foreheads with splashes of gooey wulfen cum. Cally and Faylana did not let up. They stroked him and squeezed him with their tits. Cally tasting the thick, salty wulfen cum for the first time. Different than a human cum. Somehow more disgusting and yet more exciting. She licked and slurped and took as much as she could into her mouth as the rutting wulfen emptied his furry bollocks onto their faces.
			

			
				When he withdrew, Faylana pressed her cum-drenched face to Cally’s and the two began to kiss and share that overwhelming taste from mouth to mouth. Their tongues danced in the thick salty slime. Their breasts were spattered with it. 
			

			
				“That has to be cleaned up,” giggled Cally, leaning down to lick and suck the wulfen cum from the elf’s breasts. Getting more than a mouthful of elf milk to go with it as she sucked from Faylana’s nipples.
			

			
				Ser Talbot watched them cleaning up and kissing and his cock remained as stiff and ready as a soldier at attention. The wulfen growled with lust and declared, “More! Need more!”
			

			
				“Ohhh, yes, you do, my love,” agreed Faylana. “You can have Cally. You can have us both.”
			

			
				“Botthhhh,” growled Ser Talbot.
			

			
				They turned away from him, onto their hands and knees, and presented him with their luscious bottoms. He sniffed at Cally. Her steamy cunt. Her clenched ass. His soft, warm tongue lapped over her pussy and tasted her crack.
			

			
				“Oooohhh,” she moaned. He gave her a few more licks and she pushed back against his muzzle. Just as her pleasure was beginning to build, his cold nose withdrew and he moved behind Faylana. He did the same to her, sniffing at Faylana and having a taste of her sweet elven pussy.
			

			
				Ser Talbot’s bestial side seemed to take over. He lunged upon Faylana from behind, grabbing the back of her neck in his jaws and ramming his cock into her slick cunt. Cally cried out in surprise but Faylana, clawing at the floorboards, let out a deep moan of pleasure. 
			

			
				Cally had never seen anything like it. She was both thrilled by the taboo sight of the furry brute atop Faylana and terrified of his savage intensity as he growled and rutted fiercely into Falyana. He pressed her face to floor and his furry body drove her down with such force that her breasts began to leak their milk from under her. Cally could only glimpse the red bulge of his knot as he drew his hips back and thrust in again, over and over, with no restraint or seeming care for Faylana’s pleasure.
			

			
				But the elf’s pleasure was apparent. Her face contorted with ecstasy and she called his name, “Arthur! Ohhhh! Arthur! Fuck meeee!”
			

			
				He growled with his jaws against Faylana’s neck and his clawed hands on her shoulders. He slammed his furry underside against her and pounded the huge red piston of his cock fast and deep into her cunt. The knot swelled bigger and bigger until he could no longer move it easily. Until it was buried in Faylana’s pussy and he was whining with pleasure. 
			

			
				“Ohhh, I feel it,” gasped Faylana. “Gushing into me. Pumping me full of your seed. Ohhhhh, yesssss, cum deep inside me, Arthur!”
			

			
				Cally pushed a hand between her legs and began to touch herself to the intense climax of the bestial breeding. For it did have the feeling of mating rather than simply fucking, and it left Faylana gasping and dripping with cum from her gaping cunt. Ser Talbot drew his knot from her pussy with a wet pop and came sniffing back over to Cally on all fours.
			

			
				“Turn over,” he growled, his red cock dripping with spunk and bouncing with each move against his furry underside. “Want to see your face when I give you the knot.”
			

			
				“Y-yes,” gasped Cally, rolling onto her back on the floor.
			

			
				There was no escaping him then. That wall of muscles and fur and teeth was on top of her, pressing her down, clawed hands on the backs of her legs, pushing them back as she felt his hot, wet cock at her steamy entrance. Then he thrust into her. Every slimy inch. And her world was forever changed by the feeling of that bulging knot forcing her tight cunt open wide. Filling her and stretching her as his tip tickled against her backwalls. His cock was so thick inside her that she could feel the throbbing of his pulse against her clutching cunt. 
			

			
				She looked up into his bestial face and she whimpered as he began to lick her and kiss her. His hips moved slowly at first, thrusting, pulling his knot free, pushing it back in again, and making it hard for her to breathe. 
			

			
				“Mmmmnnnnmmmpphmmm!” she moaned against his tongue. “Oh, ohhhh fuck! It’s so big! Mmmmmphhmm!”
			

			
				He seemed several times stronger than her, pinning her to the floor and ruling her body and her pleasure with that huge throbbing cock. He moved with growing urgency, growling even as he kissed her. His cock seeming to grow larger by the moment. Pounding into Cally’s pussy. Filling her with every stroke. His furry bollocks tickling against her ass. 
			

			
				His knot growing bigger. And bigger. Until it no longer pulled out of her with each backwards stroke. She was tied to him. His thrusts moving inside her but not leaving her. The pleasure was too much for Cally to withstand. She wailed with ecstasy, waves of it rippling up from her core and seizing at the thrusting wulfen cock inside her. 
			

			
				In that dizzying maelstrom of pleasure, she felt the hot eruption of Ser Talbot’s climax. It stuffed her full and, plugged as she was by his knot, all that wulfen cum was trapped inside her. Under pressure. Hot and silky and strange. She collapsed, her pleasure spent, her body shuddering with the aftershocks as his thrusts slowed.
			

			
				“That was… incredible,” gasped Cally.
			

			
				“I told you,” giggled Faylana, crawling beside them. She shared a kiss with Ser Talbot and then lay her head on Cally’s shoulder. “It will take a while for his knot to release. Then…”
			

			
				“Then?” croaked Cally wearily, looking over at Faylana.
			

			
				“Then we can all do it again,” said Faylana and she pressed a passionate kiss to Cally’s lips.
			

			
				Cally stiffened. Her inner walls tensed and squeezed against Ser Talbot’s knot. She let out a whimper of pleasure and began to kiss Faylana in reply.
			

			
				Who was she to argue with that course of action?
			

			
				


			
				5
			

			
				The Way of the Goblin
			

			
				 
			

			
				A voice in the back of Greebi’s mind that sounded an awful lot like Caldric kept telling him to turn back. The goblin ignored that voice, muttering with determination as he trudged out along the moonlit path into the woods. 
			

			
				“I lost Faylana more than once,” said Greebi to himself, swinging his scrawny arms with anger. “I not losing Cally too. She gonna have Greebi pups. I not giving her to man in cabin.”
			

			
				The goblin knew they were in the cabin. He could hear them laughing as he approached and boldly knocked upon the door. He heard whispering, then more laughter, then finally someone came to the door. 
			

			
				Even wrapped in a blanket, with her hair tangled and her face flushed, she was beautiful. Greebi had to stare at her for a moment. Then he caught a whiff of the smell of sex and saw the furry wulfen lounging with Cally in the cabin. Cally was sprawled against his chest, face down, her peachy bottom looking like it had been spanked by the hand of a wulfen. 
			

			
				“Greebi!” cried Faylana. “What are you doing here?”
			

			
				“You ask me that? I ask you that! I ask you both that!” He pushed past Faylana and jabbed a finger at the wulfen. “You not taking both my girls.”
			

			
				“We do not belong to you,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“Yeah, Greebi,” said Cally, lifting her face from the wulfen’s furry chest and looking back at Greebi over her shoulder. “Your days of tricking me are over. I’m a free woman again. I never was your girlfriend.”
			

			
				“Please you hear me out,” said Greebi, going to the bed and kneeling down by Cally’s feet. “I know, I trick. I say you girlfriend. But this what Greebi want in his heart. I saw you drink potion, you not want to be man anymore. You want to be free. Be woman. I think you beautiful.”
			

			
				“I’ll bet you do,” said Cally, sitting up on the bed. Though her expression was angry, Greebi was certain he saw a twinkle of affection in her eyes. 
			

			
				“Please,” repeated Greebi. “Forgive Greebi. I come to say I take good care of pups. Help you raise. I be good daddy to litter.”
			

			
				“You are pregnant?” growled the wulfen.
			

			
				“Yes, she is,” said Faylana, sliding onto the bed to sit next to Cally. “Greebi, you hurt her very much. She was convinced she loved you, but it was all a deception.”
			

			
				“Not deception!” squeaked Greebi. “I do love Cally. Love Faylana too! So much love for Greebi to give.”
			

			
				“Grrrrrrrrrrrr.” Ser Talbot stood from the bed. He towered over Greebi, several times the goblin’s size. “You heard the women. They arrrrrrrrre not interested in you. They belong to me now.”
			

			
				“What?” Cally looked up at him.
			

			
				“We do?” Faylana wrinkled her brow.
			

			
				“Yes, these are my pack bitches,” said Ser Talbot, placing a possessive arm around each of them.
			

			
				Greebi hoped to his feet. He bravely jabbed a bony finger into the abdomen of the wulfen.
			

			
				“You not the boss! They tell me they belong to you, I go! Never see again!”
			

			
				“Tell the little green speck,” snarled Ser Talbot. “Tell him once and for all that you are my bitches. Here to satiate my lust and bear my pups.”
			

			
				“I’m not saying that,” said Faylana. “Arthur, you know I love you, but we’re not, um, that thing you said.”
			

			
				“We’re not your bitches!” said Cally, looking sharply at him and shrugging his arm off his shoulders. 
			

			
				“RRrrrrrrrraaarrrr! What?” The wulfen growled and his pointed ears flattened with anger. His lips curled back from his fangs. “Why did you come heerrrrrrrre then? You offered yourself to me.”
			

			
				“For fun,” said Cally.
			

			
				“Because I love you, Ser Talbot, not because either of us is your—”
			

			
				A loud squalling interrupted Faylana. Garth had awoken in his hammock and he began to kick and scream. 
			

			
				“He’s hungry,” said Faylana, leaping from the bed. 
			

			
				“WAAAAA!” cried Garth.
			

			
				Ser Talbot grabbed Faylana by her wrist and pulled her back towards him. “You shut that brat up! Then we’ll settle this!”
			

			
				“Get your hand off her!” shouted Cally.
			

			
				“Mind your tongue too, slut!” snarled Ser Talbot. “You’re already full of goblin pups. You should be grateful that I didn’t throw you out of my bed.”
			

			
				“You not talk to them like that!” shouted Greebi and he jumped up on the bed and threw a wild punch at Ser Talbot’s face. His little goblin fist connected with the wulfen’s muzzle. The brute’s head jerked back. Ser Talbot recovered almost instantly, snarling with fury and staring down at Greebi.
			

			
				“Stupid goblin runt! I will tear your throat out!” Ser Talbot flexed his clawed fingers and prepared to launch an attack at Greebi.
			

			
				At that moment, Greebi knew he was about to die. He knew it had been foolish to come here, let alone strike the wulfen in his ugly muzzle, and this overgrown dog was going to be chewing on his bones. 
			

			
				“Don’t do it,” warned Cally, seemingly talking to Ser Talbot. But the wulfen’s fury was too great and he leapt at Greebi to rip him apart.
			

			
				Greebi cringed, covering his head and preparing for death. There was a loud thump and then a flash of light. Something smashed across the cabin and the whole building seemed to shake. When Greebi lifted his head, he saw that the wulfen had been struck by magic and thrown across the room. The violet wisps of magical energy were still curling from Faylana’s outstretched fingertips.
			

			
				“Oh! Ser Talbot! I’m so sorry!” she cried and hurried over to his side. His body was smoking and he was furious.
			

			
				“Get out,” he snarled. “The both of you. Get out and take yourrrrr goblin with you!”
			

			
				There was nothing else to be said.
			

			
				It was a long walk from the cabin back to Zeegendorf. Faylana carried Garth in her arms and Cally walked alongside Greebi.
			

			
				“We were having so much fun,” said Faylana. “I simply do not understand Ser Talbot’s violent reaction.”
			

			
				“He was jealous,” said Cally. “He didn’t want to share us with anyone.”
			

			
				“He have to share Cally,” said Greebi, taking Cally’s hand and squeezing it. “She have my babies.”
			

			
				“Plural? How can you be certain?”
			

			
				“More than one most times with goblins,” said Greebi with a grin. “Three is usual number.”
			

			
				“Gods! Three!” moaned Cally. 
			

			
				“It will be fine,” said Faylana, dropping back a few steps and putting an arm around Cally’s shoulders. “We’ll take care of them all together. Won’t we, Greebi?”
			

			
				“Hmmm?” He seemed surprised by the offer, but once he understood what Faylana was saying he practically jumped for joy. “Yes! Oh, I take good care of goblin babies and orc baby and Cally and Faylana. I take such good care you not need others like wolfman knight or evil debt collector.”
			

			
				Greebi’s scrawny chest swelled with pride. “I will be Daddy Greebi!”
			

			
				They were all three tired by the time they reached the Adventurer’s Bakery. It was still a few hours before it would be time to get up and start preparing the pans and mixing the dough. Faylana excused herself to properly feed Garth and tuck him into his bed. That left Greebi alone with Cally in the bakery’s large kitchen.
			

			
				“Me ask question?” croaked Greebi, fidgeting nervously. 
			

			
				“Yes, what is it?” said Cally, leaning her bum against the counter’s edge. 
			

			
				“Faylana enjoy wulfen. You enjoy him too?” Greebi’s brow knitted with worry as he searched Cally’s face for a reaction. 
			

			
				She turned away from him, walking her fingers along the countertop. Her face was lit silver by the moon and barred with the shadowy slats of the shutters on the windows. She seemed to consider her words. 
			

			
				“I enjoyed him,” she admitted. “I did. I’ll admit it. He was very big and excited and… and I was cross with you, Greebi. You lied to me.”
			

			
				“I beg forgiveness,” said Greebi, groveling at her feet. “I was wrong to trick Cally. But only trick because so beautiful. I want so bad.”
			

			
				He looked up, admiring her shapely body in the clothes borrowed from Faylana. A short green skirt that revealed Cally’s toned legs and a tight bodice fringed with white lace. She smiled down at him.
			

			
				“You were brave tonight,” said Cally, offering Greebi a hand up to his feet. “You proved you would stand up for us both in the face of certain death. And that means a lot to me. More than when you told me I was your girlfriend.”
			

			
				“But you are… girlfriend?” he asked, cocking his head to one side.
			

			
				“I didn’t say that,” she chuckled, rubbing his bald head. “But maybe… maybe someday. When I’m sure about you.”
			

			
				“I prove myself to you, Cally,” said Greebi. He flattened his ears and knotted his fingers together bashfully. “But maybe I get one kiss for being brave? Just one kiss.”
			

			
				Cally glanced in the direction of the stairs as if Faylana might descend them at any moment. She returned her gaze to Greebi and smiled with flushed excitement.
			

			
				“Alright, one kiss,” she said. “Before she gets back.”
			

			
				Greebi climbed onto a stool he often used around the bakery to reach things on high shelves. This still didn’t quite put his face even with Cally’s, but it got him close enough to her to lean onto his tiptoes. Cally steadied Greebi with a hand on his scrawny hip. 
			

			
				A sense of elation came over the goblin as he admired Cally’s beauty. Her long brown hair, her blue eyes fluttering closed, the flush in her cheeks, and her big soft lips puckering up to give him a kiss. His heart pounded in his scrawny chest and his little goblin cock twitched in his trousers.
			

			
				“Oh, Cally,” he rasped and pressed his lips to hers.
			

			
				Their kiss was chaste, but only for a moment. Greebi swore it was the beautiful human that parted her lips first, but even if it was only her yielding to his urgency, the outcome was the same. Their mouths pressed tighter, opening wide and fusing together as the heat melted between them in a warm liquid swirl. Greebi’s slender goblin tongue curled and slithered into her sweet mouth, moving against the strength of Cally’s human tongue.
			

			
				Greebi sagged against Cally’s soft bust, his arms embracing her and his weight tipping her backwards as she pulled him off the stool. She murmured against his lips and yet her tongue continued to move and swirl against Greebi’s. 
			

			
				Before he even realized what had happened, she had lifted him entirely off the stool and staggered backwards onto the counter. Her bottom slid onto the wide stone surface and Greebi fell atop her, coming to rest between her thighs. Her skirt pushed up to her waist and Greebi’s bulging cock pressed against the soft warm gusset of her underwear.
			

			
				“Mmmmm! Oh, Cally!” he gasped between kisses. “We do sex now. Greebi must do sex with you. We make more loving. More babies.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, Greebi,” she moaned, her lips red from the kissing and her face deeply flushed. “Yessss. I want you inside me.”
			

			
				Greebi had never heard a woman so intoxicated with lust for him. He felt like he might wake from this dream at any moment and he hastened to take advantage of such a fantasy before it disappeared. He fumbled a hand between their bodies and felt the yielding warmth of her Cally’s fabric-covered cunt. He pressed his fingers there, eliciting a moan and making her arch beneath him and jerk her hips to grind against his touch. 
			

			
				“Ohhh, yes,” she cried and tore at her bodice to free her soft breasts from their confinement. Greebi moaned with delight as those luscious orbs dropped free of their prison. The blushing berries of her nipples jutting atop her creamy tits. Cally grabbed the back of Greebi’s head and pulled his face against her chest. “Suck them! They’re so sensitive!”
			

			
				“Mmmmm! Yes! Ohh! So big! So soft! Mmmmm!” Greebi could not stop kissing and sucking at Cally’s delightful bosom. He buried his face deep and let her softness seem to envelop him. Breathing her scent. Finding a nipple and sucking as though he could already taste thee first drops of her mother’s milk upon his flicking tongue. 
			

			
				Even as he delighted himself with those creamy peaks, he was busy between Cally’s quivering thighs. His fingers slipped into the front of her panties and he drew aside the fabric to expose the steamy furrow of her cunt. He felt her wetness beneath his fingers. Her body moving so that his digits grazed her silky folds and slipped into the hot channel of her pussy. No longer so tight as he remembered it. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh, you’ve been with the wolf,” he moaned into her smothering breasts.
			

			
				“That’s right,” cried Cally, thrusting herself against Greebi’s touch. Fucking herself with the goblin’s fingers. “He fucked me with his big cock. He tied me with knot. Ohhhhh, Greebi, it was so big.”
			

			
				“Too big?” rasped Greebi, looking up from her breasts. 
			

			
				“Bigger,” she giggled. “But yours is better!”
			

			
				She kissed him then, there could be no doubt. Her lips against his. Her tongue thrusting against his. Greebi accepted her affection eagerly. He pumped his fingers into her cunt as Cally reached a hand down to contend with Greebi’s ragged trousers. 
			

			
				“Ohh! Mmmm!” he moaned against her lips as he felt the warmth of her fingers suddenly encircling his cock. She stroked him and kissed him. Tugging his cock and making his pre smear against her mound. He kept his fingers working away inside Cally. Feeling that slickness. Those fluttering walls. The way her hips moved to impale her cunt onto his touch.
			

			
				“Fuck mmmeeee,” she cried, her head falling back onto the counter in a spill of her dark hair. “Fuck me with that hard little goblin gherkin!”
			

			
				Greebi, for once, held back. He savored the moment, his little prick in his hand as he rubbed its bumpy underside against the hard nub of Cally’s clit. She quivered and moaned as he jerked his hips and sawed his green cock against that sensitive spot. His bollocks rubbing at the warmth of her cunt as he rubbed and pressed and teased her clit.
			

			
				“OooooOOoooo Greebi, don’t make me wait any longer,” she cried, cradling his head with both hands and leaning in to kiss him. 
			

			
				Their lips met, parted, and a twisting tongue kiss tangled them in an instant. Greebi’s mouth was filled with her sweetness. His tongue ventured deep into her mouth. He stopped fighting, stopped teasing, and lined his green gherkin up against the slick folds of Cally’s cunt. A moan vibrated from her mouth into his as he thrust forward and buried his full goblin length inside the hot, slick channel of her human cunt. 
			

			
				Cally could not hide her pleasure from Greebi. He felt her cunt grip him and saw the shuddering in her body. Her mouth fell open and she cried out with ecstasy so loud that Greebi covered her mouth with his hand. 
			

			
				“Quiet!” he said, thrusting roughly into her and making her tits quiver with each stroke. “You want Greebi cock you be quiet or Faylana come down!”
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm!” she moaned against his hand, her brow furrowing with her pleasure. Her orgasm seemed to continue for a long while as Greebi frantically rutted into the soft depths of her pussy. Her nectar overflowed her folds and spilled onto the counter. Her honey slicked his balls so they slapped wetly against the divot of her asshole. Smacking her again and again as his pleasure built to a feverish rush.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh Cally! I cum! I give seed to Cally!” His entire scrawny body arched, plunging his whole cock and even his tight bollocks into her clutching cunt. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm!” she answered him, still muffled beneath his hand.
			

			
				Greebi felt as if his soul was erupting from his pumping prick, drenching Cally’s depths in hot spurts of his goblin spunk. She tightened around him, crying out against his smothering hand and gripping his cock as if to milk the gushing load from his stones. 
			

			
				“Yesssss,” he gasped, falling atop her, drawing his hand from her face and planting a kiss on her lips. She wrapped him in her long legs and shared the long, breathless kiss with him. 
			

			
				“Oh, Greebi, you know how to make a girl feel good,” she shuddered with aftershocks as his little green cock began to wilt inside her. His slimy cum dribbled out down the crack of her ass.
			

			
				“I make feel good every day,” he said, pulling back from the kiss. “Make babies again and again. So many babies with Cally. Take good care of you and make you feel so good.”
			

			
				“Ohhhh, is that an offer?” she giggled and kissed him again.
			

			
				They were still passionately kissing and embracing when Greebi heard footsteps. He broke his wet smooch with Cally and lifted his head to look over his shoulder.
			

			
				Faylana was standing in the doorway of the kitchen wearing only a skirt. Her milky breasts and thick nipples fully exposed. Faylana held a mixing bowl against her hip and had a big smile on her face.
			

			
				“I see you two have made up,” she chuckled. “But you made a mess of the bakery. Now who is going to clean up and help me make the elf butter?”
			

			
				Greebi and Cally were Faylana’s eager volunteers. She offered them her breasts, supporting one in each hand as Cally knelt and Greebi sat on the stool. Cally latched to Faylana’s left breast and Greebi nuzzled in beside her, suckling Faylana’s thick nipple into his mouth and tasting the warm gush of her sweet elf cream. 
			

			
				“Ooooooh, that’s not really helping me make the elf butter,” moaned Faylana, but she cradled their heads anyway as they greedily sucked her milk. 
			

			
				Greebi felt a sense of pure contentment as he sucked the milk. It was the knowledge that Faylana and Cally had accepted him into their lives and finally on his terms. As he drank, he reached a hand under Faylana’s skirt and rubbed at the warm gusset of her panties. She moaned deeply, cradling his head tighter and gushing more sweet elf milk into his mouth. 
			

			
				“Ser Talbot thought he was breeding me back at his cabin,” moaned Faylana, setting the mixing bowl aside and revealing a vial of sparkling pink powder. “But it will be decades before I am fertile again. Unless I use some of this.”
			

			
				Faylana uncapped the vial and Greebi’s nose tickled with the strong spicy aroma of the powder within. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm. Is that… estrea powder?” ask Cally, looking up from Faylana’s breast.
			

			
				“It is,” said Faylana, smiling sweetly. “I was saving it to have a child with you, Caldric. But you’re not Caldric anymore and, well, I think the time has come for me to conceive again.”
			

			
				Greebi popped his mouth free of Faylana’s nipple, milk dribbling down his green chin as he stared in slack-jawed amazement. Faylana tipped the vial of powder to her lips and gulped it down with a cough and a wince of effort. 
			

			
				“Now,” she rasped. “I need something to drink.”
			

			
				Cally eagerly sucked at Faylana’s breast, then stood up and pressed a kiss to Faylana’s lips. Greebi’s cock twitched as he watched the beautiful human share a mouthful of elf milk with Faylana. Their kiss lingered. Their tongues began to move together. 
			

			
				Greebi’s hand fell to his cock. The little goblin began to stroke himself as he watched Faylana and Cally deepen their kiss and press back against the counter. Cally’s hands caressed and squeezed Faylana’s milky breasts, causing streams of milk to spray Cally’s own breasts and drip down her body. They pressed tightly together and moaned into their kiss. Greebi could see the milk still dripping out from between them and spilling to the floor.
			

			
				“I ready to serve,” he announced, stroking his hard cock and bounding onto the stool. “I make Faylana with babies! I make Cally with babies! Two full litters of goblin pups at same time! Greebi will have many sons and make new tribe!”
			

			
				“That’s right, a whole new tribe,” giggled Faylana, wrapping an arm around Greebi. “So long as you keep working in the bakery.”
			

			
				“Bakery tribe!” he agreed and then gave a groan as he felt something warm and wet engulf his prick. He had been so focused on Faylana that he had failed to notice Cally crouching down when he jumped onto the stool. Her lips were wrapped around his cock and she was slurping eagerly on his green gherkin.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh, Cally helping,” he groaned with a smile on his face.
			

			
				“She is a very naughty girl,” agreed Faylana. “Go on, Cally. Suck Greebi. I always knew you would be a little slut for goblin cock.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” moaned Cally, her dark brow furrowing but her bobbing lips only growing more wanton. 
			

			
				Faylana cackled with laughter at Cally’s slutty response and she thrust Greebi’s face into her cleavage. Greebi, buried once again in those soft, warm, sweet-smelling pillows couldn’t resist kissing and sucking at Faylana’s creamy elf tits. His pleasure built as Cally’s warm mouth served him so wantonly. Greebi was surprised by how eagerly the sexy brunette was slurping on his cock. 
			

			
				“Greebi in heaven,” he moaned, Faylana’s milk trickling into his mouth.
			

			
				“Oooooh, that’s right,” cooed Faylana, stroking the back of Greebi’s bald head. “You’re going to goblin heaven right here in the bakery.”
			

			
				Cally’s insistent mouth was drawing the pleasure to the straining tip of Greebi’s cock. Even as he clung to Faylana and sucked at her breast he could feel his orgasm building and his bollocks tightening. 
			

			
				“Going to explode,” he warned. 
			

			
				“Oohhh! Did you hear that, Cally?” Faylana moaned excitedly. “Greebi is going to baste your throat in his hot goblin seed. Is that really what you want?” 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm?” Cally’s lips popped free of Greebi’s cock. “Oh, um, yes. Yessss. Give me your cum, Greebi.”
			

			
				Faylana let out another delighted laugh and reached a hand down to Cally’s head, guiding her mouth back onto Greebi’s cock. Cally’s lips tightened around Greebi’s sensitive prick and she began to suck him even harder. Moans vibrating into his balls and her tongue flicking under his cockhead and against his balls.
			

			
				“Cummm! Cum, my lovely little green lover! Fill her mouth!” 
			

			
				“Mmmmmm!” cried Greebi sucking milk and smothered in Faylana’s tits as he began to vigorously rut into Cally’s hot mouth. 
			

			
				Cally took him to the hilt, his tightening stones beating softly against her chin as he drove in and out. Rampant. Surging. Ecstasy rushing through his cock as it tickled her tonsils. He felt her tongue curling beneath him and let loose with hot spurts of his seed. Cally only sucked harder, as if the addled young beauty was craving goblin spunk. She swallowed again and again, draining him until he sagged into Faylana’s arms as his cock slipped free of Cally’s mouth.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, so good,” he said with a grin, his eyes rolling with pleasure and his cock still twitching out pearly drops of his seed. Faylana held him and lifted him off the stool. She pulled him down onto the floor with her and parted her creamy thighs. 
			

			
				Cally was behind him, reaching around him and guiding his cock to Faylana’s fertile pussy. Greebi felt as though he was in a dream as he buried his still-hard green gherkin in Faylana’s steamy slit. His bumps rubbing inside her and making her cry out and wrap her legs around him. His strokes were lazy at first, slow and savoring her elven heat, but gathering speed and urgency as he recovered from his orgasm.
			

			
				“That’s it,” moaned Cally, pressing behind him so his head bumped her tits on each backwards stroke. She held his hips and helped to steady him as he pounded faster and faster into Faylana’s tightening cunny. 
			

			
				“OooooooOOOoooo it feels so wonderful!” cried Faylana. “Biggest is not always better, Greebi, and your bumpy cock hits me… ooooooOOooOooo… better than any other man.”
			

			
				“Goblin best!” cackled Greebi, slamming his hips against her and rutting into her hard enough to make Faylana’s half-drained milk bags bounce against her ribcage. Being sandwiched between the two beautiful women limited the depths of Greebi’s strokes, but only made him fuck Faylana even harder. He thrust desperately. He could feel the boiling heat of Faylana’s fertility. He knew the estrea powder would finally make his dreams come true.
			

			
				“Cum inside her,” gasped Cally, pressing her warm tits tightly against Greebi’s back. 
			

			
				“Yessssss,” hissed Faylana. “Breed me, Greebi! I want to carry your pups!” 
			

			
				“Goblin brides!” cackled Greebi, mad with the intensity and pleasure of the moment. “Two goblin brides! Ahhhh! Give them both… powerful goblins! AH!”
			

			
				The euphoric rush of his climax plastered a dreamy smile on his face. He drove deep, feeling each stroke. Feeling the impossible heat of Faylana’s fertile elf cunt. Squeezing him. Gripping him. Drawing him over the brink. His balls tightened and cum shot in hot pump from his cock, drenching Faylana’s fertile elf womb in his load. 
			

			
				Each spurt of Greebi’s potent goblin sperm was another million chances to impregnate Faylana. She must have felt it too, as her legs tightened around him and around Cally, squeezing them both atop her as if trying to will Greebi’s seed to take root in her womb. Her inner walls squeezed around him. Gripping him. Wringing out every drop of his goblin cum.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, I feel it so deep inside me,” she moaned, tossing her hair from her flushed face. “I know it worked. Greebi… Cally… we will share this pleasure.”
			

			
				They collapsed into a sweaty, panting pile on the floor of the bakery. Cally kissed Faylana over Greebi’s shoulder. Greebi wheezed and struggled to breathe between the two shapely women. His cock still twitching inside Faylana. A smile fixed on his face.
			

			
				He didn’t care if he was smothered to death in that moment. What a way to go!
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				Baked Goods
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Adventurer’s Bakery had never been busier. Customers packed the storefront and a line snaked out the front door. A crowd so big that vendors had wheeled carts over to the line to try to lure away customers with hand pies and fruit tarts. But only a foolish few left their place in line for these poor imitations. 
			

			
				Elf Cakes were on the menu, as always, along with something called Goblin Cakes. These were a new addition and considered almost as delicious. No one knew the secret behind making them. Except for Cally, Faylana, and Greebi.
			

			
				In the backroom of the bakery, Cally and Greebi were working on the Goblin Cakes.
			

			
				“Oooooooohhhhh,” moaned Cally as Greebi leaned against her bare back and reached around her to knead her hugely milky breasts in his hands. Milk gushed from Cally’s fat nipples and spurted into the large bowl on the counter beneath her. “We have too many customers. I can’t keep up with this demand.”
			

			
				“Shhhhhh! They hear you!” He squeezed harder, watching over Cally’s shoulder as the milk sprayed out in twin streams and pattered against the milk already in the bowl. 
			

			
				“After this, I need a break,” said Cally. “And a big drink. I don’t know how I produce so much milk in a single day.”
			

			
				“Goblins give it to you,” said Greebi.
			

			
				“Oh, right,” she said. “You’ve tainted my body with fertility. You filthy little green beast.”
			

			
				“You talk about our babies this way too?” He gave her another squeeze, then looked at her.
			

			
				“Never,” she said, “I love them. You’re different. I haaaate you… OOOOOOOHHH!”
			

			
				Her teasing earned her another hard squeeze and another double spurt of milk into the bowl.
			

			
				“After I finish milking you,” rasped Greebi, tweaking her nipples, “I going to put cock in you.”
			

			
				“We’re too busy for that,” gasped Cally.
			

			
				“Never too busy. I fuck you. Always make me horny to do milking.” 
			

			
				“Al-alright,” agreed Cally, lifting her bottom off the stool. “Do it while you’re milking me. I can’t be standing around all day for you to amuse yourself.”
			

			
				Greebi cackled with delight, tossing the back of her skirt up over Cally’s plump bottom. It had certainly grown bigger since her first litter of pups. That only made Greebi enjoy it more. So big and creamy as he ran his fingers over the dark-thatched wetness of her cunt. She groaned with pleasure, taking over her own milking as she leaned her tits above the bowl and lifted her ass towards Greebi.
			

			
				He rubbed his cock against her hot seam. He could hear the customers murmuring and placing orders to Faylana and the other helpers they had hired to run the front of the shop. Andrei was busy in the bakery. Even Tavek had pitched in, running errands for them and bringing in supplies. That had practically turned Greebi into the manager.
			

			
				The little goblin liked to be in charge. He thrust his cock deep into Cally’s dripping snatch and let out a grown as her slick cunny swallowed his full length. He made sure that the bumps on the underside of his cock dragged against Cally’s fat clit with each stroke.
			

			
				“Ooooooo! You so wet from milking!” Greebi cackled and slammed hard and fast into Cally’s cunt.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm! No so hard, you’re making my tits bounce all over!” 
			

			
				It was true, milk was going everywhere but the bowl as Greebi’s furious rutting made Cally’s breasts swing wildly beneath her. Greebi ignored her complaints and only fucked her harder. Grabbing two handfuls of her big, soft, womanly ass and plowing her pussy with abandon. There was no way the customers couldn’t hear his raspy cries of pleasure and Cally’s cowlike lowing. But such strange sounds were commonplace in the Adventurer’s Bakery.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, I’m cumming!” cried Cally, milk gushing heavily from her breasts as her cunt gripped Greebi’s pounding prick. 
			

			
				He let out a hoarse cry of his own pleasure, hilting inside her and pumping her pink pussy full of his goblin load. He left her gasping and dripping with his cum, grabbing the milky bowl and hurrying over to the mixer to get started on the goblin butter.
			

			
				“Sure, don’t even offer a lady a towel,” moaned Cally, rising upright on her knees, her breasts dangling drained against her ribcage. Cum trickled down her quivering thighs.
			

			
				“You not lady,” chuckled Greebi. “You big time slut, Cally. You always need fucked after milking.”
			

			
				“One of these days, I’m going to get Andrei or Tavek to help out.”
			

			
				“You not pretend you not fuck Andrei all the time,” said Greebi, casting a glance at her over his shoulder as he began to crank the mixer.
			

			
				Cally sighed and left him working on the goblin butter while she went upstairs to bathe herself. 
			

			
				Greebi and Cally were not the only ones having filthy fun in the Adventurer’s Bakery. While Faylana was slaving away in the front of the shop, she was flirting with almost every man who walked into the bakery. It wasn’t unusual for her to call Andrei or Cally up to run the counter while she slipped into the back or upstairs with a customer. What might have made Caldric jealous only earned a smile and a wink from Cally, who was almost as likely as Faylana to be disappearing with a customer.
			

			
				That morning, it was not a customer at all who had earned a ticket to some fun with Faylana. Ruvar could have free elf cakes whenever he wanted. He and Astrid were always doing favors for the bakery now that it was overrun with goblins. Ten little ones scampering around and getting into trouble was too much when the bakery was open, so Astrid took care of them during the day with a little help from her handsome orc husband. 
			

			
				And for Ruvar’s reward?
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhhh, that’s good,” he moaned, leaning back against the wall of the upstairs bedroom. His fat orc cock was nestled between Faylana’s plump breasts. His shaft greased with regular butter and the darkening bell of his cockhead being massaged by Faylana’s deft tongue.
			

			
				“Nnnnnnnnn,” she moaned, swirling her tongue around his tip as she squeezed her tits around his shaft. “I hope our boys aren’t getting up to too much trouble.” 
			

			
				“Mmmm, nothing we can’t handle,” he groaned, his muscular chest heaving as he watched Faylana wanking his shaft. “Anything to help the bakery. MmMmmm. But someday you’ll need to get a nanny.”
			

			
				“If business stays this good we’ll have two nannies. In our castle. Mmmmmm.” She engulfed Ruvar’s cockhead and nursed on the fat tip of his prick. The orc shuddered with pleasure, draping a big hand against the back of her head. 
			

			
				“Oh, you do know how to tighten my balls,” he groaned. “Go on, take it deeper.”
			

			
				A little pressure was all it took and Faylana was stuffing fat orc cock down her throat. It made her eyes water, but she had become a talented cocksucker. He took slow, deep strokes into her mouth and throat. She savored the hardness of his cock bulging her neck. It made it hard to breathe, but she didn’t care. She wanted to feel the big orc’s cum pumping down her throat. 
			

			
				“Oh, I want to give it to you,” grunted the orc, drawing his cock slowly out of her mouth. “But you know what I really want?”
			

			
				She coughed slightly and wiped drool from her chin. 
			

			
				“What’s that?”
			

			
				“Bend over the bed,” he said, scooping two fingers into the dish of warm butter. 
			

			
				Faylana lifted an eyebrow as she watched Ruvar smear the butter thickly down his cock. But she obeyed him, bending over the bed and lifting her skirt up her plump thigs and over her heart-shaped ass. Ruvar smacked her bottom and made it jiggle. He spread her cheeks and grinned as he exposed the pink knot of her elf asshole. 
			

			
				“Not too rough,” warned Faylana.
			

			
				“When have I ever been too rough?” chuckled Ruvar.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, fair point,” said Faylana, lowering her body to the bed and lifting her ass even higher. A moment later, she felt Ruvar’s thick, buttery fingers massaging the crack of her ass. He smeared the butter into her hole and worked one and then two fingers into her back passage. Faylana groaned at the sensation. She could feel him stretching her and opening her up. Those two fingers felt big, but she knew from experience that Ruvar’s fat orc cock would feel even bigger.
			

			
				“Oh, my sweet elf, I am going to pipe that pretty pastry full of orc cream,” he chuckled as he slowly withdrew his fingers from her ass. He braced one hand upon her hip and use the other to guide his fat cock to the gaping divot of Faylana’s pink hole.
			

			
				“Yesss, fuck my ass, Ruvar,” she moaned and bit her lower lip as she felt his tip at her tender pucker. 
			

			
				Ruvar was careful, but not particularly gentle. He slid his buttery cock into Faylana’s ass and did not stop his thrust until he had pressed his hips flush against her bottom. Faylana cold feel his bollocks against her slick cunt. Her ass tensed and squeezed around the thickness of Ruvar’s cock. The big orc let out a satisfied groan.
			

			
				Then, with all the power of his muscular body, Ruvar fucked Faylana in her elf ass. He slammed into her tight hole, battering her cunt with his balls as he slammed his full length in and out of her back passage. She moaned desperately, clinging to the bed as discomfort and pleasure mingled with every stroke. 
			

			
				“Ruuuuuvar,” she moaned, lifting her head as it bounced with the force of his thrusts. He grabbed the back of her head and pushed her face back down into the bedding as his powerful hips worked his thick orc piston in and out of her ass. 
			

			
				She wasn’t even sure what made her cum, whether it was his cock slamming into her ass or his balls beating against her clit. The effect was the same either way; intense waves of pleasure that throbbed in her core and massaged the pounding pillar of Ruvar’s cock. 
			

			
				He hilted inside her again and again as his hands tightened their grip on her waist. He plowed her into the bed so hard that the bedframe was shaking and thumping against the floor. Faylana knew the customers lined up in the bakery were looking up at the ceiling and chuckling at the sounds coming from the bedroom. Everybody knew that Faylana and Cally both were insatiable sluts. Half the customers came in the hopes of a hot quickie. 
			

			
				But that day, Faylana’s ass belonged to Ruvar. The orc fucked her hard and fast, pounding through her orgasmic pleasure and burying his twitching cock in her asshole. His weight bore down on her backside. His hands holding her tightly. His cock throbbing as he bellowed with his pleasure. 
			

			
				“Cummmmmmm!” cried Faylana, cumming again with Ruvar. “Cum inside me!”
			

			
				“AAAAARRRHH!” he snarled, gnashed his tusked teeth and pumping her ass full of his hot seed. It was an intense wave of cum that flooded into Faylana’s ass and gave her that slimy fullness that only a good assfucking could give her. 
			

			
				Much later, when Faylana was serving up boxes of elf cakes and goblin cakes to the customers, she still felt Ruvar’s thick cock inside her ass. Nobody noticed, except Cally. She gave Faylana’s bottom a good squeeze as they passed each other behind the counter. They exchanged a knowing smile for a wink and went on with their day.
			

			
				After all, there was no time to rest. They had to satisfy the line of customers going out the door of the Adventurer’s Bakery. 
			

			
				


			
				ALTERNATE ENDING ONE
			

			
				Professional Satisfaction (Book Seventeen)
			

			
				 
			

			
				In Book Seventeen, Faylana soon finds herself using her charms to smooth over interactions with customers and to make business deals with suppliers. While Faylana’s flings with customers continue throughout the series, this alternate ending imagines her taking a more mercenary approach. Where every deal with customers and provisioners might become sexual and where the bakery has a reputation for providing a little extra service with large orders. Naturally, this would make the Adventurer’s Bakery a very popular business with a certain clientele.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“We have almost enough to pay off this stupid debt we owe the crown,” said Caldric, looking over the coins in the lockbox in disbelief. “How did you persuade those two suppliers to give us our flour, eggs, and sugar almost for free?”
			

			
				Faylana was humming to herself as she mixed her milk from a freshly squeezed pitcher into a bowl with sugar and a touch of vanilla bean. Caldric held the open lockbox between her and the mixing bowl, forcing her to see the jangling pile of coins. 
			

			
				“Oh, the Nianjo brothers? They’re such nice men. I gave them each a special cake and they agreed to sell to us at cost. And I guess for the eggs, the cost was free.”
			

			
				“The flour was almost free. And the sugar, that’s usually so expensive, but we have three sacks in the cupboard right now. We have more than enough for all the orders.” Caldric beamed at her, finally closing the lockbox and setting it aside. “We’ll be paid off in another few days. Maybe twenty more deliveries.”
			

			
				“Which reminds me, I have another special delivery I need to make,” said Faylana, dusty offer her hands and untying her apron. “Can you finish mixing the icing for my elf cakes? You know how to put it on, right?”
			

			
				“Yes, of course,” said Caldric. “But I don’t understand why Lord Kenwell needs you to make the delivery. That is a big order.”
			

			
				“I know, my love, and he paid for premium delivery.” Faylana embraced her husband squeezed him against her flour-dusty breasts. He murmured something else, but his words were smothered against her soft, milky tits. “I will be back before you know it.”
			

			
				“Mmmmhmmhmm,” protested Caldric, his words vibrating into Faylana’s cleavage.
			

			
				“Yes, I know,” giggled Faylana. “You just take finish decorating those cakes and take care of Garth if he wakes up again. I promise I won’t get into any trouble this time.”
			

			
				Less than an hour later, Faylana was standing in the misty moonlight just outside the iron fence surrounding Lord Kenwell’s estate. She grasped the cold iron bars in her hands, her frilled bodice opened and her soft breasts hanging free against her ribcage. Her pink nipples stood stiff in the cool night air and her breasts jiggled and bounced to the intense rhythm of the man taking her from behind. Her skirt was pulled up to reveal her white-stockinged legs. Ser Edemund Pembroke was vigorously stuffing his prick into the snug wet purse of Faylana’s elf pussy.
			

			
				“By Shudra,” he gasped, his breath steaming with each exhalation. “No wonder your shop sells out every day. Two boxes of berry tarts gets me this?”
			

			
				He reached around her with both hands, squeezing her tits and causing streams of milk to spray from her nipples. Faylana cried out with please, pushing her plush bottom back to meet Ser Edemund’s thrusts. Her cunt gripped his twitching cock. Her clit pulsing with the pleasure of his vigorous thrusting.
			

			
				“Well,” gasped Faylana, looking back at the mustachioed knight over her shoulder, “only if you pay the premium deliver fee. Nnnnnnnnnn. In which case, you get special treatment.”
			

			
				“Special treatment indeed!” laughed the knight, spanking Faylana’s jiggling bottom with his hips and leaning over her shoulder to plant a kiss on her. His thrusts grew ragged and intense. Soft snowflakes drifted down around them, a few landing on their exposed flesh and melting instantly. 
			

			
				“Now hurry, Ser Edmund,” panted Faylana, her words steaming against Ser Edmund’s kiss. “I have a whole wagon full of baked goods to take into Lord Kenwell’s party.”
			

			
				“Pompous old goat,” moaned the knight, plucking and pulling at Faylana’s dripping nipples. “I suppose he gets you next?”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm! He paid exorbitantly for premium delivery,” moaned Faylana, looking down to watch the knight’s fingers tormenting her reddening nipples.
			

			
				“Well then… I suppose… you must take him his delivery… along with a cream filling!” 
			

			
				Ser Edmund let out a bellow of pleasure and thrust hard against Faylana’s elf ass. His cock hilted within her clutching cunt, and she felt the intense, pulsing pleasure of his release. Spurt after spurt of the knight’s cum flooded into her as she squeezed around him. She had learned from experience how to prolong a man’s climax with her inner muscles and she moaned and clenched and worked her creamy cunt around him until he had emptied his bollocks. 
			

			
				  “Ohhhhhh goddess of pleasure,” moaned Ser Edmund, his hands falling to Faylana’s hips and gripping them tightly as he poured out every drop of his seed. “You’re incredible. I shall... I shall have to order again from your bakery.”
			

			
				He eased his twitching cock out of Faylana’s creamy depths, and the lusty elf felt the warm, silky flow of the knight’s cum down her thigh. She let her skirt fall back into play over her hips and down nearly to her ankles. 
			

			
				“Thank you, my dear,” said Ser Edmund, straightening his uniform. He passed a few gold coins to Faylana as a tip. “I will see you at the party then?”
			

			
				“Yes, I’m sure you will,” said Faylana, feeling the squishy warmth of the knight’s seed stuffing her pussy.
			

			
				“I hope Lord Kenwell enjoys the creamy dessert,” chuckled the knight, stepping away from Faylana and her cart full of pastries. His heels clicked against the snow dusted cobblestones as he left her to enter Lord Kenwell’s estate. 
			

			
				“You forgot your berry tarts,” called Faylana, gesturing to the back of her cart. 
			

			
				“Another gift for Lord Kenwell,” shouted Ser Edemund before disappearing into the snowy night. 
			

			
				Lord Kenwell’s manor was still being prepared for the arrival of his guests. The midnight party was not to begin for more than two hours. Plenty of time for the arrogant Lord Kenwell to feast upon Faylana. 
			

			
				“OoooooOOOoooh!” she cried with delight, kneeling astride his white-maned head. “Ohhhhh, Lord Kenwell! You’re so hungry!” 
			

			
				Faylana was answered by slurping sounds and the hot, wet lash of the aged lord’s tongue against her dripping cunt.
			

			
				“Mmmmhmmnmm! I’ve developed a taste… mmmm… for elf thanks to you!” Lord Kenwell slurped at her folds and thrust his tongue deep into her cunt. His hot breath from his nose tickled the crack of Faylana’s ass. “Mmmmm! But you taste even better than usual tonight! So wet for me!”
			

			
				“Oh, yes, a creamy dessert,” giggled Faylana, squeezing her inner muscles and giving Lord Kenwell a taste of what was dripping from inside her. He only seemed to relish her more, moaning and slurping and licking until her pussy was pulsing with pleasure. She bucked atop him, feeding her throbbing cunt to his wanton mouth and bouncing her ass against his face. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm,” moaned the lord, finally urging her upwards with a push on her buttocks. “I need relief, my lovely knife-eared cream cake! Wrap those luscious tits around my cock!”
			

			
				“Of course, Lord Kenwell,” giggled Faylana, bouncing from atop his face and crawling between his parted legs. He propped himself up on his arms and watched as she lifted his red velvet doublet and drew down his tight leggings to expose the stiff length of his cock. “Oh, my, your big cock is so eager for me!”
			

			
				It wasn’t actually that big, but it did seem very eager.
			

			
				“That’s right, tasting that fresh elf cunt always gets me ready,” said Lord Kenwell, his face almost as red as his cock. His smile grew and his eyes bulged as he watched Faylana free her huge, milky tits from her blouse.
			

			
				She smiled sweetly at Lord Kenwell as she settled the weight of her breasts upon his upright cock. Her soft mounds completely engulfed him. Her milk running out over her fingers in creamy rivulets as she squeezed her tits around the nobleman’s cock and began to wank him. He shuddered with pleasure as she worked her breasts up and down on his cock. Faster and faster, making him pant with pleasure and strain with the soft ecstasy of her engulfing mounds. 
			

			
				“That’s it… ohhhh… that’s it, Faylana. Almost… almost there!”
			

			
				With a straining cry of ecstasy, his seed spurted up through the valley of Faylana’s breasts. The red tip briefly visible with each downward stroke as his semen drenched the tops of her breasts and then slid back to gather between them. Covered the head of his cock as pump after pump emptied from his balls. She continued to squeeze him until she had worked out every shudder of his pleasure.
			

			
				“All ready for the party, my lord?” she asked, lifting her breasts from his lap and smearing them with his cum.
			

			
				“Yessss,” he groaned with a smile. “Just give me a moment. You go on ahead and… enjoy the festivities. Remember, every guest you entertain will be another five gold zeks.”
			

			
				“Ooooooh, so generous,” giggled Faylana, rising to her feet and tucking her tits back into her blouse. “I’ll fill my purse tonight.”
			

			
				So she did. The guests began to gather and Faylana was quick to present herself to them. Not to seduce them or entice them, just to serve them her delicious pies and cakes while they admired her. After an hour or so, with the wine flowing freely among the well-heeled guests, the admirers took a more intense interest in Faylana.
			

			
				The Kalvath brothers were the first to approach her and soon she was seated between them in a side parlor, stroking their cocks while she shared alternating kisses with the two men. When one brother erupted onto her fingers in warm spurts the other was treated to Faylana’s mouth, gently nursing his prick until he spurted his seed across her tongue. She swallowed it all with relish, looking up at him and moaning as she bobbed her lips upon his gushing cock.
			

			
				Fernando Bruin, the portly burgomaster, enticed her attentions next. She straddled his lap and rode his cock with her hands braced against his big, jiggling belly. He kissed her and fondled her breasts, sucking at her tits between kisses and letting her milk fill his mouth and run out down his beard. He suddenly tossed her to the floor and climbed between her legs, rutting his very thick cock deep into her pussy. With an almost bearlike roar, he hilted his manhood in her elf cunt and unleashed a hot, pulsating tide of his seed.
			

			
				 There was a captain of the guard named Jerzy who fucked her ass in the pantry using butter to lube his cock. He painted her buttocks with his seed when he finished. There was the young poet Liandro, who composed a sonnet for Faylana while she sucked his prick and licked his bollocks. His rhyming grew a bit shaky as he was stuffing her throat with his hot spurts of cum.
			

			
				Most of all, Faylana enjoyed her visit with Lady Luna Cordella. The buxom, raven-haired, middle-aged human growled as she kissed Faylana’s slender neck and nibbled at her ears. The woman drew Faylana into a private bedroom and locked the door behind them. There, Lady Luna nearly tore off Faylana’s clothing, ravishing the beautiful elf with her hands and hungry, nibbling kisses. Lady Luna sucked greedily from Faylana’s breasts, drinking her milk and moaning as she did, her fingers pumping into Faylana’s pussy until the elf was arching with pleasure. 
			

			
				One climax followed another as Lady Luna’s tongue descended upon Faylana’s cunt. The noblewoman used her fingers and tongue to pleasure Faylana in ways that no man could ever discover. Curling digits probing hidden inner spots and kissing, suckling lips that produced explosions of ecstasy in Faylana’s core.
			

			
				Faylana returned such pleasures. Savoring the sweet nectar of Lady Luna’s cunt, plunging her fingers deep into that squeezing channel, and licking the velvety asshole of the luscious human. 
			

			
				There were more pleasures, more wine, until every pastry was gone, and every guest was satisfied. Faylana returned to the bakery with a sack fat with gold coins. She eased it into the lockbox, knowing that the bakery’s debts were more than repaid with this latest outing. But she had no intention of stopping. She enjoyed nights such as this. Experiencing the decadent pleasures of the upper class. Serving and exploring her own desires in the company of lords, ladies, and poets.
			

			
				She washed up, changed into her clinging night gown, and slipped into bed with Caldric. He stirred slightly.
			

			
				“How was the party?” he murmured as she kissed the back of his shoulder.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, very productive,” she said. “They liked my cream filling.”
			

			
				“Hmmmmhm,” murmured Caldric, falling back asleep beside his beautiful elf wife in the bed. She remained awake a little longer, imagining all the parties she would cater and all the men she could please with her premium deliveries. 
			

			
				Oh, yes, the Adventurer’s Bakery was going to be the most popular bakery in all of Zeegendorf.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				ALTERNATE ENDING TWO
			

			
				The Debt Collector’s Slave (Book Eighteen)
			

			
				 
			

			
				In Book Eighteen, the Adventurer’s Bakery is in financial trouble and Caldric must rely on Faylana to settle the bakery’s tab with vile debt collector Persinius Sneed. Working as a maid for Sneed, Faylana frequently finds herself at his mercy. This dark alternate version of events finds the bakery so indebted to the city that Sneed uses a legal loophole to indenture Faylana as an actual slave. Caldric and the bakery suffer as Faylana is forced to accept this new reality.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana worked the wet washrag into the grout, leaning low so that her nipples and soft breasts squeezed against the cold tiles. Her legs were folded beneath her, and her plush bottom was in the air. A breeze through the open window stirred the washroom curtain and tickled against the marked scorched onto her hip. 
			

			
				It had only been three days since Persinius Sneed had given her the debtor’s mark. The intricate brand burned into her right hip and demanding with hot, throbbing pain that she be reminded of it. 
			

			
				Three days since Sneed put that awful brand on her. Three days into a two-year indenture of slavery to repay the debt that Caldric and the bakery could not. 
			

			
				Faylana dipped the washrag into the bucket again, wrung out the water, and stretched her body across the tiles. She was washing under the painted iron tub, her ass raised and wiggling, when she heard the soft tread of Sneed’s feet approaching. The breeze tickled across her pussy and bared ass at that very moment, reminding her that she was exposed to her cruel master. 
			

			
				“My, my, don’t you make a lovely sight,” said Sneed, lumbering through the doorway and unbuckling his belt. He opened the yellow debt collector’s robe and freed the stiffening length of his cock. He stroked himself as he approached her. 
			

			
				“Please, master,” she said, fighting back emotion. “I’m still sore from the hot iron.”
			

			
				“Do you think I care, slave?” Sneed laughed, smacking his big hand across her buttocks and causing a hot spike of pain from the brand mark. 
			

			
				Faylana could only whimper as Sneed dropped heavily to his knees behind her and guided the fat tip of his cock to her flushed entrance. She whimpered, pressing her upper body flat to the tiles as he rubbed his cock up and down. From the soft pink clench of her asshole to the slick petals of her cunt, back and forth, until he began smearing the juices of her cunt over his cock. 
			

			
				“Time for you to work off a little debt,” he grunted and thrust forward, burying his fat cock in the tight clench of Faylana’s asshole. His hairy balls slapped against Faylana’s cunt and the full weight of the ugly debt collector slammed against her ass. 
			

			
				She howled as her tight hole was stretched to the limit around Sneed’s thick cock. He drew back and hilted inside her ass again.
			

			
				Worse than the degradation of being his slave, worse than being ass fucked and used whenever he pleased, was that it felt good. That her body betrayed her with every thrust of his cock. His foul breath washed over her shoulder and neck and her pussy fluttered against his slapping balls as he crammed his cock into her back passage.
			

			
				“Say it,” he growled in her pointed ear. “Tell me how much you like this, slut.” 
			

			
				“I… I love it… master,” she forced herself to say, knowing it was what he wanted to hear. “Please… I love it when you fuck my ass.”
			

			
				“Yes, you do,” he growled triumphantly, hunching over her and rutting hard into her stretched hole. Each stroke slammed her forward, nearly knocking her head against the tub and causing her body to squeak and slide against the tiles beneath her. 
			

			
				Faylana squeezed her eyes shut, trying to will the pain and pleasure away. His grip tightened on her hips. His weight atop her seemed to double. He wheezed and grunted as he pounded into her clutching hole.
			

			
				"Tell me you love me," he growled. 
			

			
				She didn’t. She despised him. Wanted his heart to give out and for his fat body to flop beside her.
			

			
				"I love you," she whispered. 
			

			
				Sneed roared with pleasure, yanking his cock from her ass and grabbing Faylana by her golden hair. He turned her around, stroking his glistening red prick and aiming it at her face. 
			

			
				“Take my seed, slut!” he bellowed, eyes bulging, face hideous, red, and dripping with sweat. He yanked hard on her hair, pulling her head back and forcing her to open her mouth. She looked up at the ugly debt collector as his cock erupted across her face. Warm, slimy spurts splashed her forehead, pearled her hair, and covered one eye and a hot, jiggling puddle of his milky seed. Some of it, he directed into her mouth, and he finished by thrusting his greasy cock across her tongue and gagging her with his last drooling pumps.
			

			
				“Mmmmnnnngg,” moaned Faylana around him, one eye painted shut with cum and the other rolling with disgust.
			

			
				"Clean me off." He commanded and slapped her cheek, smearing his cum. "Now." 
			

			
				She took his cock deeper into her mouth, sucking him and washing him with her saliva. Licking away the salty residue of his spunk. The bitterness of the ass fucking. It was revolting and it made her hate him even more.
			

			
				He finally pulled his clean, glistening cock back out of her mouth. He patted her on the head like his pet and told her, “Good girl.”
			

			
				Faylana crumpled to the floor as he left, too exhausted to cry about her predicament. She wondered how it had come to this. How her adventure had ended as a cruel man’s slave. 
			

			
				“Two years,” she whispered to herself. “I just need to endure for two years and then I will be free.”
			

			
				Enduring Sneed’s depravity did not grow easier as time passed. He defiled her body almost daily, discovering new ways to both humiliate her mind and pleasure her flesh. The tea parties were the worst of these tortures.
			

			
				Sneed announced them the morning of each event and each time it sent Faylana into tremors of despair. She would spend the morning preparing sandwiches and baking cookies for the party. The men and sometimes their wives would usually around just after noon. These were finely dressed members of Zeegendorf’s upper class. The night quite lords and ladies of the city. 
			

			
				Faylana served the guests costumed in a frilly black maid’s skirt with only white stockings worn underneath and an open-cupped bra that left her milky breasts on full display. Men ogled her and win sniffed with contempt as she leaned over, her stiff pink nipples dripping, serving them trays of sandwiches, cakes, and cookies. She poured their teas and win they asked for milk, she squeezed her breasts to flavor their beverage with fresh squirts of her elf cream.
			

			
				Men often took it upon themselves to cream their own tea, squeezing and pinching at her breasts and making a mess of it. More than one man, without even asking, latched his mouth to her breast and sucked lewdly from her mound. The other men watched and chuckled.
			

			
				This humiliating activity would last for the better part of an hour, with Faylana circulating around the room and offering her breasts for refreshment while hands slid up her thighs and pressed between her legs. Nearly every man groped her and more than one woman sampled her milk fresh from Faylana’s breasts. 
			

			
				By the mid-afternoon, the guests began departing. But this only signaled the new phased of each of these tea parties, for those men and women that lingered expected another course to their delights. 
			

			
				“She is happy to serve your desires,” boasted Sneed. “Do whatever you wish with her. These elves are so obedient.”
			

			
				The men crowded close, pawing at her tits, squeezing and suckling like greedy infants. She bit her lip to keep from crying out, staring at the wall and wishing to be anywhere else. They laughed and joked, squeezing streams of milk into their open mouths as their hands roughly squeezed and spanked her ass. Fingers thrust into her slick cunt and Faylana whimpered and moaned.
			

			
				They bent her over one of the serving tables and took their turns with her. One man after another. Some, impatient, stood on the other side and stroked their cocks before her face. One man pushed into her mouth. Another, tiring of her cunt, pulled out and thrust into her ass. One by one the men reached their climaxes. Cum sprayed her face, dripped from her breasts, and pumped into her pussy and twitching asshole. She was left drenched in their filth. 
			

			
				The men retired to the nearby parlor to smoke pipes and drink more before another round. Faylana was not allowed to move from the table. She could feel cum trickling from her holes and running down her stockinged leg. 
			

			
				A sharp knock at the door roused her from her delirious shame. She quickly pulled a cloak over her mostly naked body and hurried to the front of Sneed’s house. Her heart leapt with the hope that it might be Caldric. Sneed, hearing a second knock, emerged from the parlor trailing smoke from his pipe.
			

			
				“By the pit, who disturbs us?” he growled. He saw Faylana getting up and he pointed angrily back at the table. “Down with you, slut. I will handle these interlopers.”
			

			
				He stomped off to the door and flung it open. Faylana held her breath, listening.
			

			
				“Please, sir,” said Caldric’s voice. “We’ve come to see Faylana. She is my wife and his mother. He needs to see her—”
			

			
				"Be gone from here," he growled. "The elf is mine until her contract expires!" 
			

			
				“You would deny this baby a chance to see his—”
			

			
				Sneed slammed the door in Caldric’s face. Faylana’s heart broke in two. She slumped over the table and hardly noticed at all when the men came out of the parlor and resumed their drunken rutting. 
			

			
				But that tea party served a purpose for her. She realized that Caldric and her son would not be able to see her for many months to come.
			

			
				From that point on, she abandoned all hope.
			

			
				Sneed came to her in her tiny bedroom that night. He stood over her, looking at her in the flimsy nightgown he forced her to wear, his face red from drinking brandy and his bloodshot eyes bulging from his fat face. 
			

			
				“You pleased me today, cow,” he said, grabbing her arm and pulling her from the bed. “I think you deserve a reward.”
			

			
				“Y-yes, master,” she whimpered, falling to her knees before him. 
			

			
				Sneed untied the belt of his robe and freed the veiny, rigid length of his cock. The tip oozed with his lust, glistening in the light of the lantern he held in his free hand. He stroked it slowly and breathed heavily. 
			

			
				Earlier that day, Faylana would have been repulsed by the sight of Sneed’s manhood. Now, her mouth watered. Her eyes, wide and innocent, gazed up at him. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth without even being commanded. Lapping all the way down to his bollocks as her throat gulped around him.
			

			
				Sneed groaned with pleasure and tangled his fingers in Faylana’s golden hair. He hardly needed to guide her movements at all. She bobbed and suckled and slurped upon him, no longer disgusted by him but actually craving his seed. To please him was the only way forward. To please her master was her only desire. 
			

			
				The small bedroom filled with the sounds of his heavy breathing and Faylana’s urgent sucking. The wetness of her lips popping over his tip. The faint moan of her around his cock.
			

			
				He seemed to be on the verge of releasing down her throat when he suddenly tightened his grip on her hair and yanked her head back.
			

			
				“Enough,” growled Sneed. “Seeing all those men having you made me jealous. I want more than your mouth tonight, slave.”
			

			
				He held something out to her and she gasped as she realized it was an Estrea potion. The strong smell wafted into her nostrils and before she could think Sneed had poured the swirling liquid into her mouth. She swallowed and almost immediately felt the intense throb of her ovaries. The desperate ache of her womb.
			

			
				“There we are,” he chuckled. “There’s a good slave. Two years is a long time, you know. Plenty of time for what I want.”
			

			
				“W-what’s that, master?” gasped Faylana.
			

			
				“An heir,” he said, lifting her under her arms and throwing her back onto the bed.
			

			
				With that, he yanked Faylana’s gown up her thighs and climbed between her legs. He guided his hard, glistening cock to her slick entrance and took her with a single thrust. As he rutted into her, making her milky tits sway and bounce, he leaned down and planted a kiss to her lips. It was hard to keep their lips locked together with the force of his passion. Their tongues working with mutual lust as he pounded his cock into her and spanked her ass with his balls.
			

			
				"Beg for it," he demanded, biting at her neck and burying his cock deep inside her with each thrust. "Beg for your master's seed!" 
			

			
				"Please!" she wailed. "Fill me, master! I need your cum!" 
			

			
				With a roar, he slammed into her, hot seed spurting and spilling inside her. She cried out with joy, trembling as her own climax crashed over her in waves. She gripped him with the spasms of her pleasure, squeezing his spurting cock with her ecstasy. He pounded deep once, twice, and then a third time, each releasing another huge gush of his seed. Then he lay heavily atop her, aftershocks wrung out by her tightening cunt, breathing heavily and smothering her beneath his sweaty bulk.
			

			
				Sneed finally rolled off her, but pulled her close and stroked the flat of her abdomen. 
			

			
				"With any luck, our child grows within," he said proudly. "Soon, you'll birth me an heir." 
			

			
				Faylana nuzzled into his flabby chest, sated and smiling. Her old life was gone. There was no hope that it would ever return to the way it was. But Sneed had shown her a new purpose. She belonged to the debt collector, body and soul, and she would not trade it for anything.
			

			
				


			
				ALTERNATE ENDING THREE
			

			
				The Alpha’s Mates (Book Twenty-One)
			

			
				 
			

			
				In Book Twenty-One, while Caldric transforms into Cally, Faylana falls hard for dashing wulfen Ser Talbot. Cally, pregnant with Greebi’s pups, also meets Ser Talbot and similarly falls under his sway. But Greebi decides to fight for his love and confronts Ser Talbot. The wulfen’s rage turns Faylana and Cally away and Greebi ends up getting the girls. But Greebi was always a bit of a creep. What if the little goblin pushed too far and lost his loves? In this alternate ending, the dashing shifter proves that alphas get the girls.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Greebi!” cried Faylana. “What are you doing here?”
			

			
				“You ask me that? I ask you that! I ask you both that!” He pushed past Faylana and jabbed a finger at the wulfen. “You not taking both my girls.”
			

			
				“We do not belong to you,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“Yeah, Greebi,” said Cally, lifting her face from the wulfen’s furry chest and looking back at Greebi over her shoulder. “Your days of tricking me are over. I’m a free woman again. I never was your girlfriend.”
			

			
				“Please you hear me out,” said Greebi, going to the bed and kneeling down by Cally’s feet. “I know, I trick. I say you girlfriend. But this what Greebi want in his heart. I saw you drink potion, you not want to be man anymore. You want to be free. Be woman. I think you beautiful.”
			

			
				“I’ll bet you do,” said Cally, sitting up on the bed. Though her expression was angry, Greebi was certain he saw a twinkle of affection in her eyes. He drew himself up, feeling his confidence surge.
			

			
				“I only make dreams come true,” said Greebi. “I need good wife to serve shank. Take care of pups. You know I put pups in belly where they belong. Now you are mine! You are mate!”
			

			
				“You are pregnant?” growled the wulfen.
			

			
				“Yes, she is,” said Faylana, sliding onto the bed to sit next to Cally. “Greebi, you hurt her very much. She was convinced she loved you, but it was all a deception.”
			

			
				“Not deception!” squeaked Greebi. “I do love Cally. Love Faylana too! So much love for Greebi to give. You both should serve shank! Bow down to Greebi, not to wulfen! Serve Greebi and give pups to--”
			

			
				“Grrrrrrrrrrrr.” Ser Talbot stood from the bed. He towered over Greebi, several times the goblin’s size. “You heard the women. They arrrrrrrrre not interested in you. They are not pleasure slaves to a goblin like you.”
			

			
				“Yeah, leave us alone,” agreed Faylana.
			

			
				“I never want to see you again, Greebi,” sniffled Cally.
			

			
				Greebi reached for the knife he had brought with him, but with a snarl, Ser Talbot backhanded Greebi through the door. Greebi went tumbling out, head-over-heels, and the knife went flying from his grasp. He landed hard on the ground and lay there stunned as the wulfen stood over him. 
			

			
				“Go, goblin,” growled Ser Talbot, standing over Greebi. “Leave these women alone. Do not return here or I will… punish you severely.”
			

			
				Greebi was granted one last glimpse of Faylana and Cally crowding at the door with concern. Ser Talbot push past through them and into the cabin. The women followed him and shut the door. The bolt was loudly thrown shut and the murmur of voices on the other side built to a crescendo of girlish giggling.
			

			
				The laughter continued within the cabin as Greebi slowly recovered from his dizziness and managed to get back to his feet. His first instinct was to search for the knife that had been knocked from his grasp and to take his revenge on Ser Talbot. But he couldn’t locate the weapon and he began to hear sounds other than laughter coming from the cabin. Soft cooing and muffled moans. A familiar, wet sound that stirred Greebi’s shank.
			

			
				Instead of continuing his search for his weapon, Greebi crept to the shaded window of the cabin. Through the glass he could just make out the movement on the bed. The black-furred wulfen was sitting upright on the edge of the bed. Cally was kneeling between the furry legs of the wulfen, her hand wrapped around Ser Talbot’s beastly reddish cock. Greebi suppressed a hiss of anger at the sight of Cally slavishly stretching her lips around that big, red spear of flesh. She tucked her dark, silky hair behind her ear as she bobbed her lips atop the wulfen’s swollen cock. 
			

			
				Faylana was sitting naked on the bed beside the wulfen. He had one huge arm around her, drawing her close as she pressed her luscious, creamy flesh to his dark fur. Her head was tilted up to look at the wulfen’s face and as Greebi watched Ser Talbot angled his beastly muzzle down and began to lick at Faylana’s smiling lips. She said something, muffled by that long, pink tongue sliding over her lips and chin. Then that tongue gain entrance into the elf’s sweet mouth and Faylana was kissing Ser Talbot. Making out with him in that naked embrace as Cally continued to moan and slurp on the beast’s cock.
			

			
				Greebi’s frustrated fury could not contend with the sudden hardness growing in his shank. He reached for it and began to rub it through his trousers as he watched the two women that he felt belonged to him pleasuring and being pleasured by the wulfen. He swore revenge even as he began to desperately stroke his bumpy green gherkin. 
			

			
				Inside the cabin, Ser Talbot growled with satisfaction. He broke his kiss with Faylana with a last beastly lick across her face. The comely elf giggled and slid off the bed and to her knees before beside Cally.
			

			
				“Stupid goblin,” growled Ser Talbot. “He only makes me want to breed you both more.” 
			

			
				“Oh, there will be plenty of time for that, Ser Talbot,” moaned Faylana, pressing her face close to Cally’s and licking her way up the throbbing red length of the wulfen’s cock. She met Cally at the wulfen’s flared tip, her tongue dancing against Cally’s in the slimy ooze of Ser Talbot’s precum. 
			

			
				“Yes,” agreed Cally, in between wet, sloppy kisses with Faylana over the head of Ser Talbot’s cock. “Forget about that presumptuous runt. His cock is little and unsatisfying compared to this… mmmmmm… gorgeous…”
			

			
				“Delicious,” giggled Faylana.
			

			
				“Mmmmm, yes,” moaned Cally, suckling at Ser Talbot’s tip. “This gorgeous, delicious cock of yours.”
			

			
				Ser Talbot was in heaven. He had fallen in love with Faylana, but now he enjoyed the attention of an almost equally beautiful human who seemed just as eager to pleasure him. He watched as Faylana and Cally slid their tongues in tandem up and down his shaft and gave his cockhead wet, lusty kisses. Faylana leaned her big, milky tits into Ser Talbot’s lap, engulfing his cock in her soft bust as Cally did the same from the opposite side of his lap. 
			

			
				With a growl, he braced his clawed hands on their back and began to thrust his swollen cock into the squeezing valley of four huge breasts. He was cradled and massaged from every side. An incredible soft warmth that grew slippery with his plentiful precum and the leaking warmth of Faylana’s milk. 
			

			
				“Ooooohhh, yessss,” crooned Faylana, looking up at him with love. “Fuck us, Ser Talbot. Fuck our breasts with your might wulfen cock!”
			

			
				“Rain your seed down on us,” cried Cally, rubbing just as hard on him from the other side. “Pump your cum through our tits! Mark us with your spunk, Ser Talbot!”
			

			
				The beastly knight let out a low growl, watching the two beauties working together to wank his cock with their soft tits. Their faces upturned and eager for a shower of his hot cum. But Ser Talbot was not content to decorate their beauty with his hot load.
			

			
				“I will not waste my seed on your faces, my beauties,” he growled, releasing his clawed hands from their backs. “Onto the bed. Quickly. I will fill you with my seed. I will remind your alpha is now.”
			

			
				He rose from the bed and stood behind them as the blonde elf and the brunette human bent over the side of the bed, offering their plush bottoms and glistening pink pussies to him. He leaned down, sniffing at their lusty secretions and running his tongue over the sweet furrow of each. He moved behind the human first. His beastly aspect barely held in check. His transformation deepening even more so that as he hunched over Cally’s arched back her looked at first glance exactly like a huge black direwolf. But his front legs ended in clawed hands and his back legs were too long and powerful. 
			

			
				Ser Talbot allowed the beast to possess his mind as he rutted forward and buried his slick red cock in the hot cove of Cally’s cunt. 
			

			
				“Ohhhhhhh! By the gods!” cried Cally, her head lifting from the bed as Ser Talbot took her with his big, beastly cock. She was stretched wide around him, her body rocking forward onto the bed and her ass rubbing against the furry underside of his torso and hips. He hilted his cock within her hot, tightening cunt, driving in and out with the ferocity of an animal.
			

			
				“GRRRRRRRR!” he growled, barely resisting the urge to bite the back of her neck and hold her in place with his jaws.
			

			
				Instead, he savaged her with his cock. Slamming into her tight human cunt as he reached a clawed hand over and plunged his fingers into Faylana’s slick elf pussy. The two women gasped and bucked with pleasure, thrusting back against his cock and fingers. Ser Talbot’s heated rut intensified. His knot swelled and beat against Cally’s cuntlips. His cock throbbed with pleasure. 
			

			
				“Take… my… seeeeeed!” The wulfen howled with pleasure, hilting his cock in Cally’s cunt and stuffing his knot inside her. He pumped his hot seed into the womb that the goblin had supposedly claimed. Spurt after throbbing spurt of pleasure pouring into her clutching depths.
			

			
				Then, with a pull that sent a spasm of pain through his cock, he pulled his knot free of Cally’s cunt and moved behind Faylana. Without a moment’s hesitation, he stuffed his cock and knot into Faylana’s well-trained pussy. It was far easier to knot the elf. Her body was accustomed to it. Still, the sudden thrust made her scream with shock. He slammed into her in a furious rut, panting above her head and glancing over at Cally, whimpering on the bed, ass in the air and gaping cunt drooling his beastly seed.
			

			
				“More!” growled Ser Talbot. “More bitches! More bitches for the alpha! RAAAAAA!”
			

			
				He let thrust feverishly into Faylana’s pussy, howling with abandon as he unleashed a fresh, pulsating wave of his pleasure. Spurt after spurt of his oily seed gushed into Faylana’s hungry elf cunt. She tangled her fingers in the bedding and cried out, her pussy seizing around him and drinking each spurt of his hot, beastly cum. 
			

			
				With a final snarl, Ser Talbot collapsed against her back, panting heavily, his long pink tongue dangling against Faylana’s cheek.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, thank you,” moaned Faylana. 
			

			
				“Yes, thank you, Ser Talbot,” moaned Cally, crawling and hugging against him. “You’re a much better lover than Greebi. We would never listen to that awful little goblin.”
			

			
				“Good bitches,” agreed Ser Talbot, lapping at their faces and feeling another pulse of pleasure spasm in Faylana’s depths. 
			

			
				Somewhere outside the cabin, Greebi let out a pained squeak and retreated from what he had seen. The alpha had totally cucked the goblin. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				ULTIMATE ADDITION ONE
			

			
				Faylana’s Honeymoon
			

			
				Biggest is certainly best! Faylana finally makes a choice between Caldric and one of her favorite lovers. No mistakes were made in this alternate path for the series. Faylana has chosen the lover who satisfied her best, regardless of his manners: orc gladiator Straka.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Faylana could not believe she had almost made the mistake of marrying Caldric Stonehands. Fortunately, she had met Straka, the hulking orc gladiator, before she bound her destiny to the human. Handsome, mighty Straka with such a huge and satisfying cock. To settle for a human husband after experiencing the pleasures of an orc lover was simply impossible.
			

			
				She had surrendered her plush elf body to the green orc’s desires, spurning Caldric pleas to return to him until the human finally got the message and gave up. It was then, after days of making love beneath the gladiatorial arena in Zeegendorf, that Straka finally offered to marry Faylana. She happily accepted and only a few days later a wedding was held in the arena before the entire city. The crowds cheered as their brutal champion embraced Faylana and lifted her into his arms. She cried out with delight, her shapely body swathed in white lace as she pressed a kiss to her new husband’s lips.
			

			
				The arena agreed to hold exhibitions for two weeks so that Straka could enjoy his honeymoon without abdicating his title as champion of the arena. The massive orc groom and his lovely elf bride traveled to the seaside village of Pietro and reserved a cabin along the beach. Faylana had never seen so much sun. She sprawled atop a towel on the golden sands and, wearing only a loincloth, she soaked in the warmth. Her breasts seemed to tingle and glistened with a dew of sweat. She ran her fingers over her soft mounds and toyed with her plump pink nipples.
			

			
				Faylana had almost fallen asleep in the sun when a shadow fell across her. She opened one eye and saw, by the massive, slab-like shape, that it was her husband. He had been swimming and his huge muscles were dripping wet. The loincloth he wore was almost sheer with the water. The thick, green hose of his cock was plainly visible.
			

			
				“Straka, you’re blocking my sun,” she giggled, sitting up and bracing herself on her elbows. “Why don’t you sun yourself with me?”
			

			
				“The humans look at you with lust,” growled Straka. “Makes me want to beat their heads in.”
			

			
				“Oh, dear,” gasped Faylana. “No beating heads outside the arena, my love. They can’t help it. They probably have never seen an elf. And definitely not one married to a big, handsome orc like you.”
			

			
				“I do not like them looking all the same,” growled Straka. “But I will not beat in their heads.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” said Faylana and began to settle back on her towel. Straka stepped closer, completely blotting out her sunlight. She shaded her eyes as she looked up at him. “What is it?”
			

			
				“I have been watching you also, my beautiful elf,” he growled, his voice low and hungry. “I must fuck. Right now.”
			

			
				“Here? On the beach?” She glanced around and caught several human sunbathers quickly looking away from her. 
			

			
				Straka growled with annoyance. 
			

			
				“We find a good place,” he said. “Somewhere private.”
			

			
				“Well, I suppose I do owe my handsome husband a nice honeymoon blowjob,” giggled Faylana, cooing softly as Straka picked her up in his arms. He slung her over his shoulder, her bottom almost bare beneath the thong of her loincloth as he carried her down the beach and towards a saltworn shack. It smelled like fish and seaweed, but that didn’t bother Faylana as Straka dropped her to her knees atop a pile of fishing nets. 
			

			
				She looked up at him. At his massively muscular body, marked by countless battle scars, and the huge bulge of his orc cock. 
			

			
				“Straka, I think you need to let that snake of yours out for air,” she giggled, running her hands over her breasts and playing with her nipples as she watched the orc untie his loincloth. 
			

			
				“It is for you,” he grunted and pulled the wet loincloth away. The huge hose of his cock dangled over his massive bollocks. The length of it green to match his skin tone, but the very tip pinkish and beginning to swell with his arousal. 
			

			
				“Ohhh, yes, all mine,” moaned Faylana, grasping his shaft in one hand and leaning forward to plant a kiss on the head of Straka’s cock. He grunted and she kissed him again. Her blue eyes heavy with lust as she let her tongue slide over the crown of his cock, under the pouch of his foreskin, and over the ridge of his cockhead. 
			

			
				Straka rested a big hand on Faylana’s head and groaned, “Suck.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, of course, my love,” she purred, parting her plump lips and engulfing the head of his cock in her mouth. The taste of the sea mingled with the first salty hint of his precum as she began to suck him. She took him deeper, bobbing her lips down and back again. Her hand wrapped around his root. Her other hand massaged his heavy bollocks. Faylana moaned around him, watching the pleasure slowly tighten on Straka’s face.
			

			
				Faylana loved to be fucked by Straka, but she enjoyed pleasuring his magnificent orc cock almost as much. Sliding her lips over him and tonguing beneath his tip. Taking him to the back of her throat until she almost gagged and then easing back to his tip. Bathing him in her sweet elf saliva and sucking hard as she used both hands to pleasure him.
			

			
				Straka groaned with pleasure, one big hand resting gently on Falyana’s head as he stroked her hair and watched her suckling his huge cock. 
			

			
				“Mmmmm,” she moaned around him before popping her lips free of his fat cockhead. She continued to wank his wet cock as she said in a sultry voice, “I’ve got something special for you, Straka.”
			

			
				“What’s that?” asked the orc, stroking her head and watching her wank his wet cock.
			

			
				She gave his tip one more kiss and then leaned higher on her knees. She hefted her tits in both hands, pressing them up and around his straining green cock. His shaft disappeared into the creamy valley between her more than ample breasts. 
			

			
				“So good,” groaned Straka, watching with delight as she engulfed his cock in her breasts.
			

			
				She pressed tighter, feeling the throbbing warmth of his cock buried in her cleavage. The purpling tip poked up from between her breasts and prodded against her chin. She looked up at Straka and drooled saliva from her mouth to completely coat his cockhead. She spread the slimy spit over his shaft and began to wank him with the soft, squeezing warmth of her breasts.
			

			
				“By the gods,” groaned Straka. “This is heaven.”
			

			
				“Yeah, it is,” giggled Faylana, giving the head of his cock a lick or a kiss each time it popped up through her cleavage. “I love stroking you with my tits. Your cock… is so much bigger than any… mmmm… human cock. Oh, Straka. Mmmmmmm.”
			

			
				She let his cock press into her mouth with each upwards thrust. She would have happily gulped down his orc goo, but as Straka’s orgasm approached, the big orc held Faylana’s shoulders and began to roughly fuck her tits. His bollocks slapped against her. His huge cock rammed through her tits. He let out a roar of pleasure.
			

			
				“Going to cum! All over! Going to shower you! AAAAARRGGHHH!” 
			

			
				His cry of orgasm was almost deafening in the little fishing shack. He pushed her lower on his knees, grabbing hold of his surging cock and aiming it at her face.
			

			
				“Yes! Cum for me, Straka!” cried Faylana with delight. Hot streams of orc spunk spurted from her husband’s huge, throbbing cock. She opened wide and stuck out her tongue, but only a little bit of his salty good ended up in her mouth. Most of it sprayed all over her face, into her hair, and drenched her flushed tits in milky splashes. Faylana looked down at the mess Straka had made and could not help but laugh as she ran her fingers through the glaze of orc spunk. 
			

			
				“You very messy,” grunted the huge orc, favoring Faylana with a tusked smile.
			

			
				“You made me that way,” laughed Faylana, popping a spunk-smeared finger into her mouth and sucking it clean. “Mmmm! Perhaps I’d better jump in the ocean and clean off.”
			

			
				“Let’s go!” growled Straka, lifting her to her feet and racing with her out the door. Faylana went bouncing ahead of him, her cum-smothered tits heaving and slapping against her ribcage and her ass jiggling as she ran for the surf. Although they were well done the beach from the sunbathers, several saw them and stared at Faylana’s obviously cum-drenched face.
			

			
				“Oh, Straka, they’re all watching!” she laughed.
			

			
				“Let them see pretty elf wife! My wife!” he bellowed proudly, thumping a fist against his chest. 
			

			
				Faylana, flushed with embarrassment, giggled as she dove into the surf. She was inspired by Straka’s words to be completely unashamed. The water washed away her naughty baptism in the fishing shack and drenched her blonde hair. She emerged from the surf, proud of her nudity and unafraid of the stares she was getting from the other sunbathers. Straka took her hand, and he walked nude beside her, his huge cock dangling between his muscular thighs and swinging with each step he took.
			

			
				The sun warmed their bodies anew and they returned to their towels and stretched out on the sand. 
			

			
				“They watch us,” growled Straka, glancing down the beach at numerous jealous men and women watching them and ogling their naked bodies. His big hand caressed Faylana’s hip and moved between her legs. Faylana gasped as he began to stroke and knead the hot furrow of her cunt. 
			

			
				“You’re stoking my fires, Straka,” moaned Faylana, spreading her legs to him and thrusting against his fingers. “Are we… are we really going to do it right here on the beach?”
			

			
				He glanced over at the humans watching them and let out a low, ominous growl. 
			

			
				“Let them witness their weakness,” he said. “Let them see my superior orc cock pleasure my beautiful wife.”
			

			
				“Oh, yesss!” cried Faylana, throwing her arms around Straka and hugging tight against him. They kissed passionately, tongues tangling and his tusks against her lips. The heat of their kiss intensified as Straka moved atop her. Faylana felt the warm thump of his cock against her abdomen. The drag of its weight over her cuntlips. 
			

			
				Everyone watching them. They could see as Straka squatted over her and pushed Faylana’s legs back until she was in a fully mating press position. He directed his huge cock to her slick folds and rubbed the thick underside against her opening. Faylana gasped and moaned shamelessly. Her tits quivering and her feet almost touching sand on either side of her head. Straka’s heavy bollocks dragging over her ass with each thrust of his cock along her parted cuntlips.
			

			
				The fire of lust was raging inside her.
			

			
				“Fuck me, please,” moaned Faylana.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, I fuck you,” growled Straka, taking holding of his fat cock and guiding the tip to her entrance. “I fuck you… and put a baby inside you.”
			

			
				“Already?” Faylana laughed at the thought. “Yes! Do it, my love! Breed me with your mighty cock. Claim my womb with your superior orc seed!”
			

			
				She tossed her head, glimpsing the wide eyes and red faces of the men and women on the beach watching them. Even if they were offended, they did not dare intervene for fear of what Straka might do to them. 
			

			
				Their fear was probably justified, although Faylana would have encouraged her mighty husband not to hurt them too badly.
			

			
				But they kept away, watching as Straka pressed his cock slowly into Faylana’s tight cunny. She gasped, feeling the throbbing thickness of him stretching her folds wide. He drove it deeper and watched her for any sign of pain. She only cried out with pleasure. Savoring her husband’s massive cock as he buried it to her backwalls and draped his heavy bollocks against her ass.
			

			
				He leaned his weight into her, pushing her toes back into the sand and holding her pretzeled arms as he began to slam his cock in and out of her clutching cunt. His mighty male member was magnificent. She felt the fat tip pummeling her womb. 
			

			
				“So tight!” he growled, pounding into her and slapping his stones against her ass. Her contorted body squeezing her plump tits together. Straka’s mighty weight baring down on her with every thrust.
			

			
				“it’s just… just that you’re so big!” she cried, pleasure tightening within her and gripping at his cock. “Oh! Fuck! So big! So perfectly big! Yes! Straka, my love! Breed my pussy!”
			

			
				She could hear the muttering of the onlookers. A few men and at least one woman were pleasuring themselves to the sight of her being fucked by her orc husband. She wailed with ecstasy, her orgasm quaking up from her core and squeezing around Straka’s thrusting cock. Her tits quivering and her face contorted with the pain of her pleasure. 
			

			
				“I feel it,” grunted Straka. “Feel your pleasure. All around me.”
			

			
				“Oh, yes!” cried Faylana. “That’s… that’s my pussy begging for your big orc load! Spill your seed inside me, Straka! Pour your cum into me!”
			

			
				“RAaaaarrrr! I give you my cum!” He drove deep, his bollocks tightening and his lip curled back from his tusks in a savage smile. Faylana cried out as a second orgasm struck her and made her body tense and release around the orc’s huge cock. She could feel Straka’s huge dick swelling even bigger inside her. Throbbing and twitching as he passed the point of no return.
			

			
				“Breed meeeeee,” wailed Faylana.
			

			
				“Cumming!” roared Straka and his cock jerked mightily in Faylana’s depths. Hot seed spurted from his tip and flooded into Faylana’s fertile womb. She felt each pump of his cum and the slimy pleasure of it on his twitching cock drove her to yet another orgasm. Her pussy tightened around him, milking gush after gush of cum from his cock until her cunt was frothy and overflowing. She wailed helplessly, trapped by the pleasure and by Straka’s huge body, spasms still throttling his cock as she wrung out every drop of his seed for her fertile womb.
			

			
				Her pleasure was intensified by the almost certain knowledge that Straka’s hot load of orc cum had just bred her pink elf pussy. The thought of her mighty orc husband knocking her up so quickly was exciting. He eased his cock out of her creamy depths, allowing her legs to slowly fall back into a more comfortable position. He stood over her, his cock dripping onto the beach towel as Faylana slowly sat up. She embraced his legs. She kissed the salty head of his cock.
			

			
				“Oh, my love,” she moaned, clinging to Straka’s legs. “I will forever be your faithful wife.”
			

			
				“That is good,” he said, petting her as she nuzzled against his filthy cock. “Because every human on this beach desires you now.”
			

			
				She kissed his cock and then glanced down the beach. It was true, at least a dozen men were watching. She counted five of them wanking their cocks. Two spurting out their seed onto the sand as she looked in every direction. But there three women touching themselves and at least as many more staring with hunger at Straka.
			

			
				“You’re wrong, Straka,” purred Faylana, looking up at her husband as she kissed his cock again. “The women want you. And this magnificent cock.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhh, but it is all yours,” he groaned, cradling her head as she took him into her mouth and began to suck.
			

			
				Faylana moaned, tasting the last drops of his previous orgasm as she sucked and slurped on Straka’s cock. 
			

			
				She had a feeling it was going to be a very exciting honeymoon…
			

			
				


			
				ULTIMATE ADDITION TWO
			

			
				The Lonely Heroine
			

			
				A young human adventurer named Beatrix (from Fertile in My Ex-Boyfriend’s Dungeon) encounters a lonely elf named Faylana while staying in a tavern. The two women share drinks and become fast friends. They decide to embark on a wild adventure together that will lead them into a bit of friendly competition in a goblin den.  
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Steaming Maiden was far from the finest tavern in Wittenburg. It was the sort of place that bandits went after raiding a caravan or whores went after the brothel closed. A bawdy, drunken party that went almost until dawn. With wenches dancing on tables with their bodices open and the smell of sour beer spilled on the floor. 
			

			
				It was Beatrix’s sort of place. The beautiful, raven-haired warrior had escaped from her ex-boyfriend’s dungeon and had spent the last few months traveling the world with a little coin, her trusty slime sword, and a willingness to do just about anything to survive. She was no more intimidated by a bunch of drunken bandits than she was impressed by their muscles or their bulging trousers. More than one groping cutpurse earned a bloody nose from her for his unwanted attention. By midnight, the ruffians had learned to keep their hands to themselves and had surrendered the prime spot by the hearth to Beatrix. She sat with her feet up, occasionally refreshing her drink as she contemplated her next move on her journey.
			

			
				She was free, but she still didn’t feel free. She missed her companions from the dungeon. Mishanna, the deep elf, had returned to the Underdeep. Beatrix missed her, but she especially missed buxom blonde elf Nellie, who had taken her sister back to the elven forest to recover.
			

			
				“Here’s to Nellie,” said Beatrix, raising a cup in a toast that went unnoticed by the group of bandits singing nearby. 
			

			
				“Who is Nellie?” asked a soft voice beside her.
			

			
				For a moment, Beatrix thought she was looking at Nellie. The beautiful, busty elf was warming her hands at the hearth and holding a steaming cup of mulled wine. Her big, blue eyes, blonde hair, and rosy cheeks made her so like Nellie that Beatrix had to stare for several seconds and rub her eyes to be sure it was not her friend. 
			

			
				“She was my lover and my friend,” said Beatrix drunkenly. “She… she looked almost exactly like you. She was an elf. Is an elf. Just not my elf. Not around me, I mean. She’s far away.” 
			

			
				“Oh, my, I’m so very sorry you lost touch with her,” said the elf, sitting in a vacant seat beside Beatrix. “My name is Faylana. I’m staying her with my companion Caldric, but he is a bit under the weather and I could not sleep with all the singing. I thought I would come down here—”
			

			
				“Hey, sweet tits,” laughed a drunken bandit, bumping into Faylana. “Got some spare coin for ya! Hows about I stuff it down those udders, elfie. Awoooga!” 
			

			
				He reached around and roughly grabbed and squeezed Faylana’s breasts. She cried out in surprise and spilled her drink on the floor. Beatrix stood up and punched the bandit hard enough to squash his nose. He howled in pain and staggered back, his friends laughing and jeering at him as Beatrix grabbed Faylana to steady her.
			

			
				“Are you alright?” asked Beatrix, giving Faylana a look of concern.
			

			
				“Ooooo,” laughed Faylana, shaking her head. “I’m alright. I’ve had a bit too much wine. I think having those hands on me almost made… want more. What did you say your name was?”
			

			
				“Beatrix.”
			

			
				“Well, Beatrix, thank you for coming to my rescue,” said Faylana, smiling sweetly at her. “Might I buy you another drink?”
			

			
				Beatrix drained her mug and nodded her thanks. “But only if you’re drinking with me.”
			

			
				The two found a more defensible position within the tavern as the night wore on. They drank and talked. Beatrix revealed her story about being trapped in a dungeon and cursed with fertility, facing off against countless monsters, but finding the experience surprisingly enjoyable.
			

			
				“I learned I could satisfy monsters without giving up my womb to them,” she boasted. “I could handle more than you would imagine.”
			

			
				“Oh, I can handle my fair share as well,” boasted Faylana. “I’ve encountered goblins, you know. A whole tribe of them. I took several in one night.”
			

			
				“And how does your boyfriend feel about that?” Beatrix raised an eyebrow.
			

			
				“Mmmmm. Hard to say.” Faylana blushed at the memory. “He gets awfully excited when I’m with other men. Or other monsters.”
			

			
				“A sexy elf like you, I bet you can make a man cum in seconds,” said Beatrix. “I met this satyr, well, I had him exploding instantly. You wouldn’t have believed it.”
			

			
				“Oh, I might,” giggled Faylana. “I know a goblin that would burst at the slightest touch. And a young squire who spurted all over my breasts when I so much as leaned over his lap.”
			

			
				Beatrix locked her gaze on those big, luscious tits straining Faylana’s bodice. She could certainly picture a lucky young man pumping his seed all over those gorgeous mounds. 
			

			
				But it was the goblin that really got Beatrix’s attention. It had been a long time since she’d faced off against any of the little troublemakers, but she’d heard gossip there was a small gang of them that had taken over a farmhouse not far. 
			

			
				Beatrix leaned closer to Faylana to be heard over the din of the bandits and wenches, the latter of whom were dancing nearly naked on the tables now.
			

			
				“Say, Faylana, want to have a little fun?”
			

			
				Faylana’s blush deepened, and she glanced around the room.
			

			
				“With these men? They seem very rough. And I promised Caldric—”
			

			
				“No, no, not this bunch,” slurred Beatrix, gesturing and sloshing ale from her mug. “I heard about some goblins in a farmhouse not far from here. Me and you, ah, we could creep up on them. Surprise ‘em. And have a little competition.”
			

			
				“What sort of competition?” asked Faylana, clearly intrigued.
			

			
				“Well, they’ll be shocked when a couple beauties show up at their door,” said Beatrix. “We’ll let them grab us thinkin’ they got a couple prisoners. Then, when they start havin’ their way with us, you know how goblins do, we’ll start the competition. See who can make… hmmmm… one is too easy… see who can make five of them cum fastest.”
			

			
				“Oh, my, you mean, have sex with all of them?” Faylana looked scandalized by the suggestion.
			

			
				“Doesn’t have to be sex,” laughed Beatrix. “You could use your fingers, those pretty lips, or maybe just rub those big, beautiful tits of yours on them. What do you say?”
			

			
				Faylana had to drink two more cups of mulled wine before she was giggling at the thought of being plundered by a gang of goblins.
			

			
				“Alright,” she whispered. “Let’s go get captured by some gobbos.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Lucky Goblins
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Let go of me, you brutes!” cried Faylana, struggling against the ropes that wrapped around her torn bodice and squeezed into her plump bosoms. She shook her shoulders and swung her hips as she was dragged into the decrepit farmhouse. 
			

			
				“If you hurt her, I’ll kill you all,” shouted Beatrix, although the threat seemed empty with her hands bound behind her back and her neck pulled by two taut ropes held by two different goblins. The scrawny greenskins chattered at one another, laughing, but also snarling to keep her under control. There were ten goblins in all, and the two captives were dragged before the biggest, meanest, and by far the fattest of the bunch.
			

			
				The potbellied goblin sat atop a sagging hammock that had been tied between two beams of the trashed farmhouse. His legs hung over the side of the hammock and his bony hands rested on the big cannonball of his gut. His jowly face curled into a grin as he regarded the two captives his kin presented to him. He held up a hand to stop their jabbering.
			

			
				“He’s going to want to have his way with us first,” warned Beatrix. “Since the fattest goblin is always the boss. I can handle him if you don’t want to—”
			

			
				“Oh, mighty goblin,” said Faylana, struggling out of the grasp of the two goblins holding her arms. She dropped to her knees before the fat goblin boss. “Please, have mercy on us. We’re just two, um, farm girls making our way home. We beg for your mercy.”
			

			
				The fat goblin began laughing and jabbering at the other goblins. Their laughter spread. His expression turned angry again and he jabbed a finger at Faylana. Then, with a grunt, he leaned back so that his big belly was no longer covering his lap. He reached a clawed hand to his raggedy trousers and yanked the rope that served as his belt. His stiff cock sprung free of his pants. It was bumpy, green, and no bigger than Beatrix’s thumb. 
			

			
				The goblin barked a command at Faylana. Beatrix wasn’t sure if the elf understood the goblin tongue or simply knew what the brute wanted, but she crawled closer to him and reached her hands into his lap. Beatrix felt a thrill of excitement as the blonde elf wet her lips. Just as Faylana seemed about to lower her mouth onto the goblin boss’s cock, the elf glanced over her shoulder at Beatrix. 
			

			
				“Keep track of the count for me,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“Uh, yeah, sure,” chuckled Beatrix. “Good luck. And may the best woman win.”
			

			
				Faylana’s mouth descended on the goblin’s cock with a ravenous hunger. Beatrix watched, impressed, as the lumpy finger’s length of green flesh disappeared between the elf’s lips. The goblin boss groaned with surprise, his belly jiggling as Faylana slurped down his cock. She bobbed back to the tip and Beatrix finally remembered to start counting.
			

			
				“One, two, th—”
			

			
				“AAAAARGGGGH!” cried the goblin boss, so loudly and suddenly that it startled his chuckling comrades. His big belly shook.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmmhmmm!” Faylana looked up at him and then sidelong at Beatrix. Her throat working. A faint rim of milky white at the edge of her lips as the goblin boss pumped his spunk into the elf’s eager mouth.
			

			
				“Three seconds,” said Beatrix, astonished by the elf’s success. 
			

			
				Faylana popped her lips free, laughing and smiling as she opened her mouth and showed Beatrix that her mouth was empty of cum. It was Beatrix’s turn to show her abilities. Not really a fair contest, but Beatrix understood that life wasn’t fair. The goblin’s warty green cock was still stiff at least. The goblins shoved Beatrix towards their boss as they pulled Faylana aside and began fondling her and stripping off the last of her clothing.
			

			
				The goblin boss leaned back contentedly, gesturing with a clawed hand and swinging slightly on the hammock. 
			

			
				“You’ve gotta untie me first,” said Beatrix, turning so the boss could see her bound wrists. Whatever he said, the reaction of his underlings made his meaning obvious. Beatrix was shoved roughly down to her knees, her hands still bound as she was put face-to-cock with the bloated boss. 
			

			
				“I’ll give you a three second – AH!” Faylana was interrupted by a goblin latching to one of her breasts and suckling hungrily. The goblin beside it prodded Faylana’s other breast and Beatrix was surprised to see milk trickling out from the elf’s plump nipple. “Three seconds free. Because of your – AH! No biting!”
			

			
				Faylana was dealing with two thirsty goblins sucking from her breasts. 
			

			
				“Thanks,” said Beatrix, a little bitter that Faylana was already having fun with the other goblins while she had to service this lazy fatso in the hammock. 
			

			
				The boss growled at Beatrix and roughly grabbed her hair, yanking it back and pulling her face closer to rub his slimy cock against her lips and chin. 
			

			
				“Okay, okay,” said Beatrix. “I get the message. Let go so I can do it.”
			

			
				The goblin boss let go of her hair and leaned back again. Beatrix, knowing she could never top Faylana’s cocksucking skills, decided to take another tactic. She gave the goblins smelly balls a good, long lick, up the stem of his cock, and to his tip. There, she locked eyes with the goblin, pressed a kiss the underside of his bumpy fuckstick, and began rapidly licking just beneath the crown of his cock.
			

			
				“One, two, three,” counted Faylana, gasping the words out as two goblins were sucking her tits and two more were fondling her ass and rubbing her cunt. “Four, five, six, sev—”
			

			
				The goblin boss let out a sudden wheeze of pleasure and his cock twitched and jerked against Beatrix’s flicking tongue. A geyser of yellowish goblin spunk shot up from his cock. Each contracting spasm causing his length to jerk and fling the streams of cum chaotically. All over Beatrix’s face, the goblin’s huge belly, his legs, and, in salty pearls, onto Beatrix’s flicking tongue.
			

			
				“Seven seconds,” laughed Faylana. “I won the speed contest!”
			

			
				“Mmmmmnnn,” admitted Beatrix, licking the cum from her lips. “That was the sprint. Now it’s the marathon.” 
			

			
				Two gorgeous and daring women faced off against nine horny goblins and their gluttonous boss that night in the farmhouse. Beatrix was at last untied and undressed. The goblins surrounding her with slightly less interest than they showed the ample, milky curves of Faylana. Beatrix didn’t let it hurt her feelings. Goblins preyed upon farm girls regularly, but a golden-haired elf was a rare delicacy for their lustful ways.
			

			
				Faylana was on her knees, her milky tits smothering one goblin’s cock as her thick thighs straddled another. A third goblin was pounding away at her rump, crawling on her creamy backside as he humped furiously into her back passage. Faylana’s attention was divided between two more goblins, stroking and sucking their little green cocks as she tried urgently to pleasure them all.
			

			
				Beatrix offered a different option for the goblins. On her back, with her legs bent way back, she presented her holes to their lust one at a time. Holding her legs, but giving her mouth to any goblin that wanted it. She found that the goblins relieved themselves using her body much more quickly than if she tried to take them all at once. Goblin after goblin hammered into her cunt, spurting her full of their filthy goo until it was frothy from her pussy in a great, smelly mess. It spread beneath her in a puddle and lubed her ass, which the goblins used to their advantage to squeeze their pricks up her clenching back passage and unburden themselves of more of their rank goo. 
			

			
				Beatrix’s tits and face were similarly baptized in goblin spunk. Her throat and mouth were lousy with the salty flavor of it. She counted no less than twenty times a goblin let loose with its goo inside or onto her body. It might have been more, but a couple of the goblins were seemingly running out of steam. Their orgasms sputtering out only a few drops of cum as they thrust between her lips or into her foamy fuckhole.
			

			
				By the time all the little goblins had been exhausted, Beatrix was up to twenty-nine and Faylana, clearly exhausted herself, had reached thirty-two. 
			

			
				“Looks like I win,” panted the flushed elf, drenched in cum and surrounded by exhausted goblins. 
			

			
				“Oh, but it’s not quite over,” panted Beatrix, crawling out from under her own pile of goblin lovers. She dripped a trail of spunk from her well-used pussy as she crawled over to the hammock where the boss was snoring. 
			

			
				“It’s almost dawn,” said Faylana, looking at the graying light visible through the steamed-up window of the farmhouse. “There’s no way you can make up three points before the sun rises.”
			

			
				Beatrix shook the goblin boss awake. 
			

			
				“Hmmm?” He lifted his head and blinked at her. 
			

			
				She grasped his soft cock in one hand and used the spunk dripping from her well-fucked cunt to slather his green length. It only took a few pumps of her hand to stiffen his length. 
			

			
				“You may have the better blowjob skills,” said Beatrix, straddling the fat goblin’s lap, “and those amazing, milky tits. But I have the best pussy and, mmmmm, I know how to use it.”
			

			
				She settled onto the goblin’s cock and squeezed him with her inner muscles. There was so much slimy spunk inside her that it squelched out around the boss’s cock. She began to roll her hips and bounce her ass, sliding her pussy up and down the boss’s length. Ten swings of her hips and he was spunking inside her, his hands grasping her legs and his body shaking. 
			

			
				He never lost his hardness. Fifteen more strokes, the first beams of light golden on the window, and the goblin boss was letting loose again inside Beatrix’s pussy. She milked him for all he was worth, keeping him hard. He was wheezing, shaking his head, trying to get her to stop. But Beatrix kept going. 
			

			
				“One more, fatso,” she teased. “Come on. Give it to me. Ohhh, that’s it. I can feel it. Give me that cummmmm! YESSSS!”
			

			
				She threw back her head, surprised to find herself cumming herself as the fat goblin pumped his spunk deep into her pussy.
			

			
				“Three,” cried Beatrix, pleasure rippling through her. “That makes… a tie.”
			

			
				She slid off the boss and crumpled to the floor beside his hammock. Faylana crawled over to her. Kissing her and sharing the salty taste of goblin cum and their mutual sweat.
			

			
				“Well played,” admitted Faylana. “But not quite done yet. That’s only a tie and there is still a minute or two.”
			

			
				Faylana turned to the unconscious goblin boss, squeezed his warty green cock between her smother breasts, and began to wank him. It took a full minute before he was hard again and Faylana latched her lips to the crown of his cock as she massaged him with her breasts. Milk trickled out over her squeezing fingers. The goblin boss, whimpering and delirious, lifted his head and watched. He let out a wheezing moan and his cum spurted into Faylana’s mouth. 
			

			
				Gush after salty gushy, rewarding Faylana for her last-minute play. She laughed around his cock and brought his meager load back to Beatrix. Proof, shared between them in a kiss, that Faylana had managed a very narrow, very filthy win.
			

			
				“Mmmmmm. Well played,” said Beatrix between kisses with the elf. “I suppose I owe you some sort of reward?”
			

			
				“Yeah,” said Faylana, leaning back and spreading her legs. She ran her hand over her filthy, creamy cunt. “I think you need to help me clean up.”
			

			
				Beatrix chuckled as she crawled between Faylana’s ample thighs. As she lowered her face to the messy blonde thatch of the elf’s cunt, she knew she would be spending half the morning with her tongue lapping up goblin goo.
			

			
				But Beatrix always paid her debts.
			

			
				


			
				ULTIMATE ADDITION THREE
			

			
				Oscar and Faylana
			

			
				Everything was going great at the Adventurer’s Bakery. Faylana and Caldric were happily married, they had overcome their first true infidelity crisis, and Faylana was using her elf milk to flavor the cakes. Just when Caldric and Faylana’s happy marriage seemed bound for recover, an interloper arrived in the bakery: regular catboy Oscar. The wisecracking delivery boy has his eyes set on Faylana and Caldric will need to work desperately to thwart Oscar’s charismatic advances. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Part 1
			

			
				The Cat Boy Delivers the Cream
			

			
				 
			

			
				The city of Zeegendorf was going wild for elf cakes. The creamy, brightly frosted cakes had taken the city by storm and prompted crowds of enthusiastic pastry lovers to gather outside the Adventurer’s Bakery. Few among them knew that the secret ingredient to the elf cakes was a dash of Faylana’s sweet, addicting elf breastmilk. 
			

			
				Of course, Caldric knew, and he was tolerant of his wife donating a large portion of her milk to the business so long as their son, Garth, had plenty for himself. What he was less tolerant about were all the men (and even a few women) that showed up at the bakery and tried to flirt with his wife. Worse than these cads and harlots was that Faylana so often seemed to enjoy their attention. She flirted back and did not complain about the occasional squeeze or grope. No matter how much he pleaded, she could not change her personality and that sweet, elf personality made her enjoy almost any sort of sexual attention from almost anyone.
			

			
				Which meant that Caldric had to be on constant guard for any man trying to seduce his wife. The buxom, beautiful, golden-blonde elf was always the center of attention at the bakery as she jiggled to-and-fro with trays of fresh cakes and cookies. Her apron hardly contained her abundant bust, and a smile was never far from her plush lips. She sometimes blamed her estrea tattoo for her constant state of arousal, but Caldric found her too tired for sex most nights after a long day at the bakery.
			

			
				He was starting to wonder if she was having an affair or considering having one. He was extra vigilant about who was trying to seduce her. He never imagined the truth until it happened before his very eyes.
			

			
				It began on a summery day in the bakery. Like every morning, the bakery was crammed full of customers clamoring for elf cakes and Faylana, Caldric, and Greebi were all trying to keep up with demand. 
			

			
				Caldric was helping to load a cart for a wealthy merchant by an entire crate of gumdrop fruitcakes for a holiday celebration when he noticed Faylana talking with a small figure. He was used to delivery boys and girls being sent to the bakery to pick up the orders for wealthier customers. But as he looked, he noticed something odd about this delivery boy that rubbed Caldric the wrong way. 
			

			
				For starters, he wasn’t human, elf, or even goblin. He was slender and about a head shorter than Faylana, but taller than a goblin. He was handsome, golden-skinned, and with furry ears atop his blond head. He had a mostly human face, but with whiskers and a slightly squished nose. To match this, he had clawed fingers, furry hands, and a blond-furred tail. The combination of unusual features made him more handsome rather than less, and he had an annoying insouciance that was exaggerated by his slowly flicking tail. 
			

			
				Caldric hated the way Faylana was talking to him, almost in baby talk, and she kept patting his head and tickling his furry ears as she handed him sacks containing baked goods. Caldric edged closer to listen in on their conversation.
			

			
				“And this one is for Mrs. Andropov,” she said, passing the cat boy a paper sack. “Apple-buzzberry hand pies.”
			

			
				“Sounds good, Faylana,” said the cat, his voice boyishly high but also a little scratchy, as though he were just on the adult side of adulthood. “I don’t suppose I could put in an order for myself?”
			

			
				“Oh, of course, Oscar, as long as it’s not elf cakes. All of those are spoken for.” 
			

			
				“No, no,” said Oscar. “I love those, but I was really hoping for a dish of your special cream?”
			

			
				Faylana blushed. “I’m not sure if we have any. I will need to go check in the back.”
			

			
				“Please, it’s ever so delicious, Miss Faylana,” said Oscar, his tail swishing with excitement. 
			

			
				“Very well, you just wait by the side entrance. If I have a dish, I’ll put it out for you.” 
			

			
				“Thank you, Miss Faylana,” said the cat boy and he scampered off to load his box of baked goods into his delivery cart. 
			

			
				Caldric didn’t like anything about the interaction between Oscar and Faylana. He decided to have a word with his wife, and he excused himself from the front counter, leaving poor, beleaguered Greebi to handle all the orders. He stepped through the door and into the kitchen, but Faylana was not by the cold box or working on any of the orders.
			

			
				He thought about calling out to her, but then he heard a sound from the larder. He walked to the door and pushed it open just enough to peer inside. Faylana was sitting on a stool with her apron peeled down and one large, laden breast cradled in her hand. 
			

			
				Her fair brow furrowed, and she bit her lower lip as she squeezed her breast and directed her nipple towards a small dish resting on a nearby shelf. Milk gushed out and spattered into the dish. She squeezed again, producing another stream. She did this a few more times, then tucked the breast into her blouse and under her apron. She repeated the process with her other breast. 
			

			
				When she was satisfied, she stood, and the dish was about half full of her milk. Caldric retreated and watched from the cellar entrance as she crossed the kitchen to the bakery’s side door and set out the dish of cream in the alleyway. 
			

			
				“Thanks, Miss Faylana,” he heard the husky voice of the cat boy say. 
			

			
				“I made it fresh for you, Oscar,” she said. “I know you like it warm.”
			

			
				Caldric’s anger tightened in his hands and his cock twitched in his trousers. Faylana was squeezing out fresh milk for this cute little cat lad regularly enough to know his preference? He decided he needed to keep a very close watch on his wife’s interactions with this Oscar.
			

			
				He had an opportunity to keep that vigil the very next day. Faylana again personally handled the delivery order from Oscar. She leaned over, loading each bag into his delivery box and providing the young cat boy with a view down her blouse. Her cheeks were rosy with desire and Caldric wondered suddenly if she had ever given the lad a taste of the cream he liked so much directly from the source. 
			

			
				Caldric moved closer to hear what they were saying.
			

			
				“I enjoyed the dish of cream you gave me ever so much, Miss Faylana,” said Oscar, watching Faylana bend over and put another bag gingerly into his delivery box. “When it’s warm, it makes my tummy sing.”
			

			
				“Ohhhh? What sort of tune does your tummy ting?” giggled Faylana.
			

			
				“After I drink your cream? A contented purrrrrrrrr.” The cat boy made a vibrating sound that Faylana seemed to feel in her core. She fanned her face, and her blush deepened.
			

			
				“Well, I shall have to give you another dish today,” she said. 
			

			
				“Oh, I shouldn’t want to trouble you, Miss Faylana,” said Oscar. “In fact, I’ve brought you something. A gift to repay all your delicious generosity. Would you like to come across the street so I can give to you?”
			

			
				“Well, I don’t know, Oscar,” said Faylana. “I like you very much and I love a good surprise gift, but, well… look how busy we are. And I should ask my husband if—”
			

			
				“Ask your husband what?” said Caldric, walking over to join the conversation on which he had been eavesdropping. 
			

			
				“Oh, well, Oscar here, he delivers baked goods for the tunic mill across the street,” said Faylana. “He comes every day and… well…”
			

			
				“Your wife’s cream is very delicious,” said Oscar. “She puts out a dish for me and I enjoy lapping up every drop.”
			

			
				“Do you now?” growled Caldric.
			

			
				“Oh, yes,” said Oscar, swishing his tail. “I am a growing lad, and I need my energy. I can’t find time for lunch, but I can always rely on Faylana to give me some of that sweet, warm, delicious cream.”
			

			
				“What cream are you giving to him, Faylana?” demanded Caldric.
			

			
				“Just a little, ah, extra,” said Faylana. “He’s such a nice young man and so respectful.”
			

			
				“Very respectful,” said Oscar. “I was hoping to give your wife a gift to thank her for her generosity.”
			

			
				“What sort of gift?” demanded Caldric, trying to listen to them and ring up a customer at the same time.
			

			
				“Oh, nothing too much, sir. I’m a poor young man, after all, barely scraping by. But I’ve saved up something big for Faylana. It’s a treat really. Something for her to put in her mouth and enjoy.”
			

			
				Caldric was hating the cat lad more with every word. The way Faylana scratched the young man’s head with each thing he said and how Oscar looked up at her and flicked his whiskers so they tickled against Faylana’s cleavage. 
			

			
				“I really can’t take ‘no’ for an answer,” said Oscar, taking Faylana’s hands. “If you could just cover for her while I feed her something delicious, that would be very helpful, Mr. Husband.”
			

			
				“Oh, yes, Caldric, just let me get my gift,” said Faylana, already being drawn from behind the counter and out through the crowded shop.
			

			
				“Hey, now wait, it’s almost time for the lunch rush, I need you back in…” 
			

			
				Caldric’s words trailed off as Faylana gave him an apologetic wave and disappeared through the door and out past the line snaking down the block. He watched her cross the cobbled street and disappear into the tunic meal with Oscar and his box of deliveries. 
			

			
				Caldric wanted to chase after them, but he had to deal with the surge of customers. He was a machine, boxing pastries and taking coins as fast as possible. The minute ticking by until finally he had made enough of a dent in the crowd to hand things off to Greebi.
			

			
				“Watch the store,” growled Caldric.
			

			
				“You are not boss of me,” shouted Greebi, but the goblin’s words of defiance were belied by his fanged smile as he greeted the next customer.
			

			
				Caldric was in no mood to put up with Greebi or Oscar or anyone else who might try to steal away his beautiful bride. He barged in through the front door and was greeted by a young lady behind a table.
			

			
				“Sir? Welcome to Trianna’s Tunics, how may I help you?”
			

			
				“The cat boy. Oscar. Where did he go?”
			

			
				“Oh, sir, I don’t think…”
			

			
				Her polite refusal died on her lips as she looked at the way Caldric was gripping the edge of the table like he might flip it. Or break it in half.
			

			
				“He’s with my wife. Where is he?” Caldric’s nostrils flared with fury. He had to stop that annoying cat from doing anything with his wife.
			

			
				“H-he went up to the roof,” said the frightened young woman. “He has a little shack up there that he lives in and—”
			

			
				Whatever the girl said after that was lost to Caldric as he slammed open the door to the stairwell and took the steps two at a time all the way up to the fourth floor of the tunic factory. The door banged open to the roof, revealing a little ugly shack made from moldy shakes and bottle glass windows. 
			

			
				He was too late. He knew it by the time he was halfway across the roof. He could hear wet slurping sounds, Faylana’s muffled giggles and moans, and the voice of the cat boy talking to Faylana.
			

			
				“That’s it, you’ll just need to work a little more and you’ll get a nice big mouthful of my special cream, I promise,” said Oscar.
			

			
				Caldric stopped just outside the door to the shack. There was a gap between the poorly made frame and the misaligned door and Caldric could see straight into the shack. Faylana, beautiful and blushing, was on her knees and bobbing her head as she sucked on the pink cock of the cat boy. The tapered member was long and quite slender but covered in little flexible quills like a soft wire brush that bent back and forth with each bob of her lips. Her saliva clung to these quills, and she giggled and whimpered as though they tickled her mouth.
			

			
				There was no stopping what had begun, Caldric realized. To barge in on them now would be to admit his defeat. He could throw a tantrum, maybe even kill the cat boy, but Faylana would never unsuck the lad’s cock. 
			

			
				“Damn her foolishness,” he muttered under his breath.
			

			
				“Mmmm?” Faylana started to pull off Oscar’s dripping cock, saliva and precum dripping down her chin and into her cleavage. “What was that?”
			

			
				“Nothing, nothing,” said Oscar, palming the back of her head and guiding her mouth back to his cock. “Keep at it, my sweet elf, and you will be richly rewarded with an explosion of creamy flavor that few have tasted.” 
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm I can’t wait,” moaned Faylana, tonguing his slender tip and then engulfing his felinid cock once more in her mouth. The sound of her moaning slurps were nearly enough to make Caldric retreat from the scene, but he forced himself to watch. 
			

			
				Faylana’s sucking made lewder and lewder sounds until she was gluck-glucking with each bob of her head, her throat swallowing up the cat boy’s tip each time her lips slid down to his root. 
			

			
				“Thaaaaat’s it,” purred Oscar. “Ohhhhh get ready for your cream. It’s going to be hot and pumping right down that pretty throat. Ohhhh…”
			

			
				“Mmmmm!” moaned Faylana, looking up at him with tears of effort gathering in her blue eyes.
			

			
				Her pink lips stretched around his wide base and her tongue reached out to taste his fuzzy bollocks. Oscar rocked forward, yowling softly as his cock began to burst in Faylana’s mouth.
			

			
				Caldric saw the moment that first jet of cum pumped down Faylana’s throat. The wince in her face, the furrowing of her golden brow, and then her throat working steadily as she gurgled around Oscar’s cock. Swallowing again and again. Draining the hot flood of his “cream” into her eager mouth. 
			

			
				“Ohhhh yes, that’s it, don’t waste a drop,” gasped Oscar, hunching over Faylana’s head and holding her nose pressed into his golden-brown pubic thatch. “Yessss you love my cream almost as much as I love yours. Ahhhh. Drink it all, Faylana.”
			

			
				“MMmmhmmmm,” she moaned, eyes rolling, throat still working as she obediently drank every drop.
			

			
				At last, Oscar let her up and she gasped for breath, her face flushed red and her chin dripping with saliva and spunk. The tops of her heaving breasts spattered with the residue of Oscar’s seed.
			

			
				“Well, how do you like it?” asked Oscar, leaning back to gaze down at her and smile.
			

			
				“Delicious,” she declared. “Not as sweet as my elf milk, but there’s something… mmmm… addicting about it.”
			

			
				She leaned in and ran her tongue around the slender tip of Oscar’s cock. She pressed a pouty kiss to his narrow cockhead and then moaned as she slurped him back into her mouth.
			

			
				“Oh, my dear,” gasped Oscar, clearly sensitive from his climax. “Going in for seconds? Well, I suppose I could… mmmmm… give you a bit more…”
			

			
				Caldric had seen enough. He could not watch Faylana suck Oscar off again. He would deal with this later, when he could be alone with Faylana and explain to her that she should not be sucking off delivery cats. But that would have to wait, and his pride could not endure watching another blowjob. One that was eager rather than tricked or coerced.
			

			
				He trudged back down the stairs, ignoring the friendly farewell the girl at the front desk gave him. While Caldric returned to work at the bakery, he kept glancing up at the hut on top of the tunic factory. Imagining what was happening up there. What his beautiful wife was doing with that damned cat.
			

			
				It was more than an hour before Faylana returned to work. 
			

			
				


			
				Part 2
			

			
				Plotting an Intervention
			

			
				 
			

			
				Caldric was stewing in his cuckolded anger. He had not managed to find the words to confront Faylana about drinking Oscar the cat boy’s scream. When he closed his eyes, he could still picture her kneeling in that dingy shack, the cat boy’s cock pulsating in her mouth as he filled her throat with his hot seed. She had gulped it all down so greedily and gone back for more. 
			

			
				“When was the last time she acted like that around me?” muttered Caldric.
			

			
				No matter his fury, he found it difficult to confront Faylana or even broach the subject. Similar situations had happened too frequently with her that it could be exhausting. There was that lanky oat delivery man who used to get his cock wanked by her tits, and Cecil, the regular customer with the neat little mustache, who used to talk about the politics in Zeegendorf while Faylana, wearing a white lace glove he provided, wanked him off onto a tartlet and ate it while he watched. There was even Brutus, the mover he had to fire, who he once caught stroking himself while Faylana bent over and took his eruptions on her bare bottom.
			

			
				He could not simply allow this to continue, but after so many arguments with her about fraternizing with customers and contractors, he was exhausted. There was also something different about that cat boy. About the way the tawny lad talked and acted. A slyness that Caldric found strangely intimidating. As though if Caldric confronted them, even in the act, Oscar would have an explanation for why he was doing nothing wrong and Caldric would not be able to counter it.
			

			
				That was a level of embarrassment, of emotional cuckolding, that Caldric found downright intimidating. He didn’t want to face it. So that night, after the bakery had closed, he did not even mention to Faylana that he knew what had happened in the hut on top of the roof of the tunic factory. 
			

			
				He smiled when she kissed him for bed, and he held her body against him as they fell asleep together. She snored softly and he lay awake, her bottom against his loins, his cock stiffening at the memory of what she had done with that cat boy. He wanted to tear off her nightgown and plunge his straining cock into her hot elf honeypot to prove that he was her man and no cream licker like Oscar could ever take that from him. But instead, he turned to face the other way in the bed and forced himself to count dough rolls in his head until he drifted off to sleep.
			

			
				The next day, the bakery was so busy that Caldric almost managed to forget about the incident the day before on the roof of the tunic factory. It came back to him with the occasional flash of Faylana’s golden locks bobbing rhythmically, a memory of the gurgling sound she had made, or that tapered pink cock twitching as it pulled free of her cum smeared lips. He ruined a perfectly formed dough ball a time or two by angrily crushing them in his hands, but he otherwise managed to keep his emotions under control.
			

			
				Until Oscar arrived to pick up a delivery.
			

			
				Caldric did not notice the lusty cat boy was lurking around the bakery until he realized Faylana was absent from the counter or the kitchen during the middle of a rush. He searched high and low for her, calling out while customers clamored for service. Then he remembered her feeding the dish of cream to the cat boy in the alleyway. He crept to the door and opened it just in time to see Oscar wiping his lips on the back of his hand and Faylana adjusting her apron. 
			

			
				“There you are!” exclaimed Caldric. “We’re swamped with customers! What are you doing out here with… one of the delivery boys.”
			

			
				“Just a bit of refreshment, Mr. Caldric,” said Oscar. “You know how I enjoy your lovely wife’s special cream.”
			

			
				“You… where is the dish?” Caldric’s eyes narrowed. There was obviously no dish, which meant that the lad must have been going to the source for his elf cream. 
			

			
				“Oh, I’m very tidy,” said Oscar. “No mess at all, not a drop missed, right Faylana?” 
			

			
				He looked at her and wiggled his whiskers. She laughed and covered her face with embarrassment. 
			

			
				“That’s… that’s enough of… you are needed in the bakery,” said Caldric, glaring at his wife and making the smile fade from her soft lips. Those lips that this time yesterday were wrapped around Oscar’s bristly feline cock.
			

			
				“Oh, she was just going to fetch me my deliveries, right Faylana?” He asked, giving her a nudge that seemed dangerously close to groping her bottom right in front of Caldric.
			

			
				“Ooh!” She jumped a little and giggled, then looked apologetically at her husband. “Yes, my love, I was just fetching Oscar’s deliveries. He is one of our biggest customers, you know. Taking his deliveries all over the mill district.”
			

			
				“A hundred elf cakes a day, easily,” said Oscar. “Want to come with me on my rounds, my sweet elf? You would surely entice the customers.”
			

			
				“That’s not a good idea,” said Caldric, stepping closer with his hands balled into fists. “Faylana is needed here at the bakery.”
			

			
				“Oh, of course,” said Oscar, doffing his floppy cat and twitching his catlike ears. “I meant nothing by it, sir. Only that she is beautiful and an elf, so would invite a great deal of curiosity.”
			

			
				Faylana hurried into the bakery. Caldric folded his arms across his chest and stood in front of the alleyway entrance glaring down at the short cat boy. As they waited for Faylana to return with Oscar’s order, Caldric maintained eye contact with Oscar, trying to intimidate him.
			

			
				The cat boy was casual and seemingly unimpressed. He leaned back against the bricks of the nearby building and posed on one leg, his delivery sacks hanging empty from one shoulder. 
			

			
				“Sooooo how long have you two been married?” asked Oscar, inspecting the little claws at the ends of his stubby, fur-covered fingers. 
			

			
				“Long enough,” said Caldric.
			

			
				“Yeah, I hear you,” said Oscar, pushing up from the wall. “Sometimes you just wake up next to someone day after day, week after week, and it gets to a point where you have to try something new. Maybe find out of if there’s something better out in the world.”
			

			
				“What are you implying?” demanded Caldric. “I’m very happy with my wife.”
			

			
				“Oh, I’m sure you are,” chuckled Oscar. “A fine, fit, fetching beauty like her? A golden-haired elf who can bake and bustle? What’s not to make a man happy? But have you considered maybe she wants something more? Maybe a raspberry filled éclair instead of one stuffed with soggy old custard. Or maybe she wants a cream stuffing… something to keep her satisfied.”
			

			
				“Mind your tongue, boy,” warned Caldric. He wanted to say more, to threaten him more directly, but he couldn’t quite unravel how to lash back at Oscar short of backhanding him. 
			

			
				“Oh, I mind it well,” said Oscar. “I promise. No offense was meant, Mr. Caldric. None at all. Ah… there is your lovely wife.”
			

			
				The door opened an instant later and Faylana emerged bearing the boxes of pastries Oscar had ordered. He placed these carefully into sacks and then, to Caldric’s amazement, he kissed Faylana on the cheek.
			

			
				“Thank you, my dear,” he said. “If I sell out, I might return in the evening to pick over what’s left of your stock. If you wouldn’t mind.”
			

			
				“I mind,” growled Caldric.
			

			
				“Oh, it’s no trouble,” said Faylana. “I’ll leave the alley door unlocked and you can pop in through the kitchen.”
			

			
				Oscar thanked her again and departed. She turned back to Caldric and saw the fury sparking in his eyes.
			

			
				“Oh, he’s harmless, Caldric. Just a little flirt.”
			

			
				“He’s interested in more than flirting,” said Caldric. “Be wary of that one, Faylana. He’s trouble.”
			

			
				“Yes, yes, I know,” she said, giving him a rare flash of annoyance. The clamor in the bakery was rising to ominous levels and Faylana brushed past him to deal with the customers. Caldric followed her after a moment, making very sure he locked the alley door tightly.
			

			
				Throughout the day he periodically checked the alleyway door, and it was repeatedly left unlocked. Once he caught Greebi going out to smoke a pipe of barrow weed. He shouted at the goblin and made him walk all the way around to the front entrance to get back into the bakery. Every other time the door was left unlocked, Caldric suspected Faylana was the culprit, but the bakery remained busy, and she was always hurrying to-and-fro, so he could never catch her in the act.
			

			
				As the sun began to go down and the day’s last loaves and biscuits were sold, Caldric realized that Faylana had completely disappeared. He checked the alleyway and found the door open again, but there was no sign of the cat boy nor Faylana. He was about to go searching for them at the tunic mill again when he heard a strange sound from the small, grated window well of the cellar. 
			

			
				He crept closer and leaned down just in time to hear a sharp moan from Faylana followed by, “Oh! Your tongue! It’s so rough! Be gentle!” 
			

			
				Anger flared within his chest, and he quickly got down on his hands and knees and then stretched out on his stomach. He pressed his face to the iron bars covering the well and reached through to brush aside the dirt covering the glass blocks. He could just make out what was happening in the cellar and what he saw filled him with fury. 
			

			
				Faylana was still wearing her work apron, but had peeled it down to her waist. She had unbuttoned and opened her blouse and let her huge milky tits hang free. Her plump pink nipples glistened as Oscar ran his tongue from one straining bud to the other. Back and forth, producing dribbles of milk that he eagerly lapped up. He latched his lips to one breast, causing Faylana to giggle from his tickling whiskers.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh that’s a good boy, drink as much as you like,” she moaned, stroking his golden hair and furry ears. His long, ginger-ringed tail flicked back and forth through a hole in his trousers.
			

			
				Caldric felt his fury, and his cock, growing with each passing moment. His dick pressed against the stone alleyway beneath him and his hands wrapped with anger around the bars cover the window. He should yell and interrupt them. He should smash a glass window block and scream in fury. 
			

			
				But he kept quiet and watched as if recording evidence for a trial of Faylana’s unfaithfulness.
			

			
				The cat boy released Faylana’s heaving tits and leaned up to share the last mouthful of her milk in a torrid kiss. They passed the cream back and forth until their chins were dripping with the messy milk. As they did, the cat boy lifted Faylana’s skirt, baring her pale thighs and the golden thatch of her cunny. Caldric seethed as the cat boy’s clawed fingers massaged her cunny. One finger, then two and three, slipped into her hot folds as the cat boy kissed her.
			

			
				“Ohhhh, Oscar,” gasped Faylana, rolling her hips and fucking against his fingers. “You know just how to touch me to drive me wild.”
			

			
				“Mmmmnnnn,” he agreed, kissing her again, then slowly stroking and kissing his way down Faylana’s curvy body. His tail flicked back and forth as he dropped to a crouch and pressed his catlike face into the space between her thighs. Faylana cried out, laughing with delight and hunching over him, both hands on the back of his head as he began to tongue her elf twat.
			

			
				“Goddess, yesssss,” hissed Faylana, her face flushed and a lock of golden hair hanging over one eye. “Ohhhhh… that rough tongue… lapping at my… special bud. Oscar, please, don’t stop.”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm, your quim is as sweet as your cream,” purred the cat boy, plundering her with fingers even as his rough tongue flicked at her pussy’s pearl. “Cum for me, my sweet elf goddess. Let me taste the honey of your loins.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh that’s it, Oscar! Oh, you naughty kitty cat. Your tongue is so good!” Faylana’s rolling hips intensified their motion. Her bare tits bounced with the lusty rhythm of her ride against the cat boy’s tongue. 
			

			
				Caldric found himself grinding downward against the cobblestones and rubbing his cock inside his trousers to the rhythm of Faylana’s motion. She kept one hand wrapped in her skirt, holding it up to bare her cunt to the cat boy as her other hand gripped his hair tightly. She leaned over him, her engorged breasts dripping onto his tunic and down his back. 
			

			
				“Yesssssss! Ohhhhh that’s it! Ohhhhh! So good! Going to… AHHHHH!” Faylana’s cry was startlingly loud, even through the thick blocks of the window. She threw back her head, her thighs quivering and her jiggling breasts practically spraying her milk. There could be no doubt she was cumming on the cat boy’s fingers and tongue.
			

			
				She descended from the peak of her pleasure and Oscar emerged from between her trembling thighs. He looked into her eyes as he licked his fingers clean of her nectar, then he stood and kissed her passionately. Caldric, unsatisfied, continued to grind his stiffness against the hard ground beneath him as he watched them kiss.
			

			
				Faylana might have cum for Oscar, but she was clearly not quite done with him. As they kissed, she untied his belt and reached into his trousers. In a moment, that strange, tapered, glistening pink cock was in her grasp. Her kissing intensified as her fingers massaged his length, rubbing his cock against her creamy thighs and teasing the entrance of her golden-thatched cunt.
			

			
				“I want it inside me,” she whispered breathlessly, sending a shudder of jealousy through Caldric. “Fuck me, please, Oscar.”
			

			
				“Not now,” he hissed, thrusting through her fingers. “There isn’t time, my sweet elf. Stroke me. Oh, I’m so very close.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm!” Faylana moaned as she kissed him again, her delicate fingers working faster around his straining cock. “That’s it. Be a good boy, Oscar. Cum for me. Let me feel that hot seed of yours.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh Faylana,” he purred. “Yes. Mmmmmmm!”
			

			
				He caught her lips in a passionate kiss, thrusting forward through her fingers as he began to cum. Spurt after spurt of his seed splashed against her mound, between her thighs, and trickled down her leg in white rivulets. 
			

			
				The sight and sounds of the cat boy’s pleasure proved too much for Caldric. As Oscar was still spurting his milky seed through Faylana’s fingers, Caldric began to pump his own seed into his trousers. He felt the sticky warmth spreading down his thighs as he gripped the bars and humped against the stones. 
			

			
				The shame of cumming from watching his beloved wife pleasuring the cat boy was only made worse by what followed. For in the aftermath of Oscar’s orgasm, Faylana and the cat boy kissed tenderly. They whispered and Caldric could just make out what they were saying.
			

			
				“Need you inside me,” from Faylana.
			

			
				“Tonight,” from the cat boy, followed by something Caldric could not make out and then, “The granary at midnight.”
			

			
				The granary wasn’t far, just a few blocks, and catching Oscar in the act with Faylana would finally give Caldric the excuse he needed to wring the damnable cat boy’s neck. Feeling ashamed of himself and furious at what had just happened, Caldric got to his feet and retreated into the bakery. 
			

			
				He would make that presumptuous puss pay for what he had done. And perhaps finally teach Faylana a lesson she would learn about marital fidelity. 
			

			
				


			
				Part 3
			

			
				Cat Catches Canary
			

			
				 
			

			
				The city of Zeegendorf was dark and quiet this late. A thin, greasy rain pattered down from a starless sky, rattling the shingled rooftops and chugging softly in the gutters. Caldric was wrapped in a high-collared rain cloak as he kept to the shadows and approached the towering granary building.
			

			
				The city’s grain supplies were stored within the large boxy structure built upon rat-proofed stilts. A small cabin sat atop the grain storage like a hat too small for the big head it sat atop. Caldric squinted up against the rain and could just make out the faint candlelight behind the shutters of that structure high atop the granary.
			

			
				Faylana was there with that cat boy. Oscar. He was certain of it. She had slipped out of the bakery almost an hour earlier, saying something about meeting someone for a supply deal. He knew she often flirted with suppliers, maybe even did something more, but those relationships never concerned him.
			

			
				This was different. Oscar wasn’t a supplier, just some delivery boy. Caldric had caught Faylana being romanced by that slick, mocking, cat-eared prick and he could tell she was falling for the young beast boy.
			

			
				“That kitty is going to end up in a bag in the river,” muttered Caldric. He pulled down one of the granary ladders and climbed up onto the platform atop the rat-proof stilts. Whoever was burning a candle up in the office had left the door to the granary unlocked. Caldric shook off his rain cloak and then crept inside.
			

			
				The smothering dust of grain was in the air. It was an overbearing, but almost pleasant smell that hinted at fermentation around the edges. In the faint moonlight through the rain-streaked, slatted windows, Caldric could just make out the huge mounds of grain. The largest of these was directly beneath the ladder leading up to the granary office. The grain counter worked up there, but that didn’t explain the candlelight seeping around the edges of the hatch. The grain counter was home in bed. That was Oscar and Faylana up there in the office.
			

			
				But Caldric couldn’t simply wait for them to do the deed and then attack Oscar when he left. He had to know. Had to be sure. And, more importantly, he had to defend what was left of his marriage to the beautiful elf.
			

			
				He climbed the ladder slowly, listening to the drum of rain. As he neared the trapdoor he could make out other sounds. Moaning and murmur voices.
			

			
				Caldric’s heart was in his throat as he slowly lifted the trapdoor and climbed one more rung on the ladder to peek inside the counter’s cabin. He stifled a jealous snarl as he saw Faylana, already half-undressed, her huge tits overflowing her bra and her shift dress peeled down to her waist. Her legs were folded beneath her as she snuggled close to the catboy on a small, shabby couch. She was kissing him, passionately, her tongue and his swirling together as his furry tail curled around her hip. He had one hand on her breast, peeling the cup of one side of her bra down just enough to toy with one stiff nipple.
			

			
				“Oh, you’re so beautiful, Faylana,” murmured Oscar, stealing the words between the passionate rush of kisses. His other hand was moving lower, pressing beneath her shift to knead the mound of her cunt. His kiss devoured her reply and his fingers thrust into her hot cove. Faylana stiffened and moaned beneath him, her thighs spreading so wide that Caldric could clearly make out Oscar’s fingers pumping into her pussy.
			

			
				It was enough to make Caldric rage, surely enough to earn the beating that Oscar so richly deserved, and yet, he hesitated. Finger-fucking Faylana was not enough. He had to catch them on the cusp of an irrevocable act. He had to make Faylana see the error of her ways and force her to recoil from this infidelity.
			

			
				So he bit his lip and kept quiet, watching with wide eyes as their kissing continued, the fondling of Faylana’s milky breasts intensified, and her soft, muffled moans grew more and more intense. The steady pumping of Oscar’s fingers began to make lewd, wet sounds.
			

			
				“Oh, Oscar, oh your fingers… feel so good,” gasped Faylana, her face flushed and her lips parting in a wordless moan.
			

			
				“Imagine how good my tongue might feel,” said Oscar, and he began kissing his way down Faylana’s luscious body, overflowing completely from her bra and shift dress. He landed on his knees between her thighs, his feet very close to where Caldric was watching, but Caldric had a perfect view between Faylana’s legs as Oscar leaned in and began to lap at her cunny.
			

			
				She giggled at first, tickled by Oscar’s whiskers, but the rough strokes of his catlike tongue soon found her clit. His fingers continued their dirty, wet work in her silky sugarpot, producing a trickle of nectar and saliva that spilled silvery down her crack and into the shadowy divot of her anus. She bucked against Oscar’s face, making sounds that Caldric had never heard Faylana make before.”
			

			
				“OOOooooooOOoooo yessss lick it right there! Oh, Oscar, that’s so good! You’re going to… going to make me cum! AAAAAIIEEEEEE!”
			

			
				She arched hard atop the dingy couch, thrusting herself at Oscar’s fingers and tongue. As she did, she grabbed hold of both breasts, squeezing and producing twin streams of milk from her swollen nipples that seemed to mirror the pleasure of her climax. As though she were ejaculating from her breasts and splashing her face and abdomen with her milk.
			

			
				Oscar was all too eager to lick his way back up her body, cleaning the milk from her tummy, then swirling his pink tongue around her breasts to gather her cream, and finally liking his way to her lips to share her sweet taste in a kiss.
			

			
				Caldric was ashamed to feel his cock throbbing at the sight and sound of what Oscar was doing to his beloved elf wife. The catboy had just pleasured Faylana like Caldric never had, even with his eagerness to pleasure her in any way possible. She was still quivering with aftershocks of ecstasy as she kissed Oscar and began to undress him from his shabby clothes.
			

			
				Caldric’s urge to climb the ladder and intervene grew, but he kept quiet and continued to watch even as his beautiful elf bride peeled off Oscar’s shirt, kissing her way down as she pulled off his trousers. His cock bounced free of his underclothes, and she took it into her mouth with the practiced ease of a skilled cocksucker.
			

			
				Caldric gripped the upper rung of the ladder to contain his fury as he watched Faylana’s mouth descended the catboy’s cock down to his fuzzy bollocks. Her tongue curled along his shaft and flicked beneath Oscar’s tip. She sucked wantonly, making lewd slurping sounds as she went and bobbing her head faster and faster.
			

			
				“Oh, Faylana, you are a blessing,” moaned Oscar, stroking her golden hair as she sucked him. “You’ll make me spill my seed if you keep that up.”
			

			
				“MMmmmmmm,” she moaned, then freed her lips from his cock with a wet pop. “Oh, you can cum in my mouth, Oscar. I love the way your seed tastes. So fresh and salty and exciting.”
			

			
				“Is it better than your husband’s seed?” asked Oscar, his cat ears flattening as though savoring his cruel question. “Do you crave it more?”
			

			
				“It’s… different,” said Faylana. “There’s more of it, but it’s less thick. But… yes… I do crave it more. Mmmmmmmmm.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh… then you shall have some,” moaned Oscar, sinking back onto the couch and folding his hands behind his head as he enjoyed Faylana’s enthusiastic cock sucking.
			

			
				Caldric felt his own cock twitching and beginning to drip in his trousers as he watched his wife pleasuring the catboy. There was something compelling and yet repulsive about the reddish-pink catboy cock. Somewhere between human and beastly, it disappeared again and again into Faylana’s sucking mouth as she massaged his fuzzy bollocks with her fingers.
			

			
				“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Faylana, looking up at Oscar as she bobbed eagerly upon his cock. Her hips wiggled as if she had a tail to swing and she gurgled softly as she took the catboy cock down her throat.
			

			
				“That’s right,” moaned Oscar. “Oh, yeah, take it deep, Faylana. I bet you don’t… ohhh… do that for your big lunk of a husband.”
			

			
				“Mmnnnnnn,” she moaned, gulping around him.
			

			
				“Ahhhhhh! That’s it! Here it comes! Keep sucking! Ohhhhh!”
			

			
				The catboy’s cry of pleasure was nearly enough to send Caldric leaping up from the trapdoor to throttle the troublemaking young man. Instead, his grip tightened further on the rung of the ladder as he watched the lad’s cock throbbing and Faylana moaning with bliss as she drank the catboy’s cream.
			

			
				She kept at it for quite some time too, continuing to bob and suckle him after he was already relaxed back in his seat.
			

			
				“What a good elf,” he moaned. “You know how to take care of a cock. I think it’s time… to breed you.”
			

			
				“Mmmmm?” She pulled off his cock finally and wiped the cum and saliva from her delicate chin. “I don’t think my husband would be very happy if I gave birth to kittens.”
			

			
				“Oh, I’m only a quarter cat,” said Oscar. “Our babies would look mostly elf. And don’t you act like you wouldn’t enjoy it. I know you’ve let goblins and orcs have you before. What’s to stop you from having a catboy baby? Not your stupid husband. He lets anyone who wants a turn to have a go with you.”
			

			
				“Don’t act like I’m some common whore,” said Faylana, sliding onto the couch beside him and pouting.
			

			
				“You’re definitely not common, my lovely,” said Oscar, stroking her hip.
			

			
				They shared a long, passionate kiss before Faylana agreed softly, “Alright. Breed me. I want to feel it deep inside me, Oscar.”
			

			
				That was Caldric’s cue to finally announce his presence. He took one step upwards and started to open the trapdoor when he slipped and fell from the ladder. He barely made a sound as he plunged into the grain, feeling himself sinking quickly down to his armpits. He stopped struggling, remembering that fighting the flow of grain could only suck you deeper. He looked up at the gap in trapdoor. He could just peer in and see what was happening, but he was trapped in the dangerously shifting mound of grain.
			

			
				It was an excruciating predicament for Caldric. If he shouted for help, he might interrupt them, but then Faylana would see how helpless he was. No. He had to endure. His plan for saving his marriage was fast becoming a plan for revenge.
			

			
				He stared up and watched as Faylana stretched out on the couch and Oscar moved atop her. She reached down and grasped his catboy cock, guiding it to her glistening folds and letting out a sigh of pleasure has thrust into her hot honeypot. Their lips met in another passionate kiss as Oscar sheathed his cock inside her and began to fuck her.
			

			
				At first their embrace was almost tender, with lots of kissing and caressing and deep, slow strokes that were limited by their closeness. Then Oscar shifted onto his knees and began to rut into Faylana.
			

			
				“You like that big cock?” he panted, slamming into her and making her milky tits heave with the force of each stroke.
			

			
				“Oh, gods, yesssss,” moaned Faylana, her bent legs in the air and feet bouncing with each stroke. Her face was flushed and her wobbling tits were leaking milk in trickles down her sides.
			

			
				“Is it better than your pathetic husband’s cock?” asked Oscar, squeezing a breast and tonguing a spurting nipple. “Tell me how bad you need this load.”
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh it’s so much better than Caldric’s. He can’t satisfy me at all compared to you. Ohhhhh and I wouldn’t want to… to have his baby inside me… I want yours, Oscar! Fill me with your seed!”
			

			
				Faylana’s words were so cruel that Caldric nearly broke and shouted to interrupt them. But instead, his desire won out, and he stared at the place where Oscar’s reddening cock was plunging into Faylana’s dripping elf cunt. Oscar laughed and his thrusts intensified, his cock pistoning into that molten union of beast boy and elf. His bollocks were tightening. He was getting close.
			

			
				And so was Caldric. As he watched, he began moving his hips, thrusting his cock against his trousers and the wall of grain trapping his body. Each stroke moved him a tiny bit deeper into the grain, but he couldn’t stop. It felt too good.
			

			
				“Yessss! Ohhhh! Oscar!” Faylana wailed and arched beneath the catboy. “Breed me! Please! Claim my womb with your seed!”
			

			
				“With please, Miss Faylana!” He laughed, hilting his cock inside her hot cunny. Caldric stared at Oscar’s throbbing, pulsating root. The catboy was buried inside Faylana and his tight bollocks were twitching. Caldric could just make out the main vein of his root jerking as he pumped his seed into Faylana.
			

			
				“Ohhhhh yessss! Fill me up! So much hot cum! Ohhhhhhhh! I feel it all inside me!” Faylana was a blushing beauty, tits jiggling and back arching, her cunt clutching at Oscar to milk out every spurt.
			

			
				Caldric almost exploded too, but then he slipped deeper, all the way down to his chin in the grain.
			

			
				“Ahhh!” he shouted, fearing for his life.
			

			
				“What’s that?” Oscar and Faylana descended the ladder, still nude and Faylana dripping with catboy cream. “Oh, it’s your stupid husband. Look at him, buried in the grain. Hey, baker man, you could suffocate in there.”
			

			
				“Oh, Caldric,” cried Faylana, crouching beside him. She inadvertently gave him a close-up view of her freshly fucked cunny with a thick glob of white cum welling at her swollen folds.
			

			
				“You should just leave him,” said Oscar, dressing quickly. “It will take hours to dig him out of that grain.”
			

			
				“I can’t leave him,” said Faylana.
			

			
				“Well, I can,” said Oscar, throwing his rain cloak on over his clothes. “You do as you wish. You know where to find me, Faylana.”
			

			
				They shared one more heated kiss within arm’s reach of Caldric’s head as he was forced to merely watch. He whimpered with dismay, feeling his still hard cock dripping in his trousers at the sight of Faylana and Oscar’s passionate kiss.
			

			
				Then Oscar was gone, leaving Caldric alone with his wife and her betrayal. He looked up, trying to see her face by the light of the single candle, but only seeing (and smelling) the raunchy heat between her legs.
			

			
				“Let me just get my hand under you… down in the grain…”
			

			
				She shifted, her tits against his face, her milk spilling against him and into his mouth. She was burrowing one hand down into the grain. She managed to get her hand under one arm and went back to a crouch.
			

			
				“Alright,” she said. “On three, I’ll try and pull and… AH!”
			

			
				She overbalanced and dropped heavily atop Caldric’s face. Her cum-dripping cunt mashed against his nose and mouth. The musky scent of sex flooded his nostrils and the salty slime of Oscar’s cum mingled with Faylana’s nectar drooled onto his lips.
			

			
				He was being crushed under Faylana’s well-fucked pussy. He felt the creamy evidence of her infidelity leaking onto and into his mouth. Thick ropes of the catboy’s cum oozing obscenely from her stretched hole. Without thinking about what he was doing, Caldric began to lick.
			

			
				“Ohhhhhh… what are you… ohhhhh… Caldric? You’re licking his cum?”
			

			
				“Mmmmmm,” he moaned with despair, shuddering with resignation as he dragged his tongue over her leaking folds and felt more of that thick, salty slime pour into his mouth.
			

			
				He groaned around the first taste, so thick, salty-sweet, and unmistakably not his. Faylana’s cunt was still pulsing faintly, as if his tongue had triggered a clenching aftershock of the pleasure she had experienced with Oscar. She was so swollen and red from the intense fucking she had enjoyed scarce minutes ago.
			

			
				“Ohhhh that’s it, taste it, Caldric,” she moaned, combing her fingers into his hair. “Clean it all up and maybe… maybe I will name one of Oscar’s sons after you.”
			

			
				Her thighs trembled slightly as she pushed down harder onto his face, her feet sinking slightly into the grain as she shifted her weight. Caldric whimpered through his nose, eyes watering as he tried to keep breathing while his mouth was smothered. Swallowing the cum in his mouth because there was nothing else to be done with it.
			

			
				As he shamefully ate the cum from her pussy and licked her pussy and ass clean, he thrust himself against the grain. Faylana cried out with pleasure and Caldric moaned with smothered despair, cumming in his trousers as Faylana’s orgasm pushed yet more of Oscar’s cream into his mouth.
			

			
				When it was done, when he was fully humiliated, she used her magic to free Caldric from the grain. He floated out of the mound, his trousers dripping with his cum. She lowered him to the floor near the entrance.
			

			
				“Come home with me, please,” he said, trying to cover up the mess he had made with his hands. “We can talk about this.”
			

			
				“Maybe later,” giggled Faylana, finally dressing herself.
			

			
				“What? Where are you going?” Caldric demanded, as if he had any right now.
			

			
				“Oh, I’m just going to have a drink,” she said. “I know the tavern where Oscar likes to have his ale and brandy. I think we’ll have a few and then, maybe, go back to his place. You don’t mind, do you?”
			

			
				The look on her face broke Caldric’s heart, but his cock was already beginning to rise again.
			

			
				“N-no, I don’t mind,” he said with resignation.
			

			
				What else could he say after what he had just done? He was a cuckold and he had clearly accepted it.
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